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Monsters come in all shapes and sizes. Some of them are things people are scared of. Some of them are things that look like things people used to be scared of a longtime ago. Sometimes monsters are things people should be scared of, but they aren’t.




- NEIL GAIMAN
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FOREWORD










I started writing Once Bitten after experiencing a persistent dream. I was working on the fourth book of Our Ethereal Legacy — Familiar Fairytales, and as is common when I write, the story changed when my characters got involved.

I realized that both stories existed in the same universe of Our Ethereal Legacy, and there was a character common to both story arcs—Samantha (Sammie). When I began Once Bitten, Samantha wasn’t well developed but became a vital character in this story.

The shared universe also included a parallel Fae universe that co-exists with a normal universe we are familiar with. This parallel universe unlocked a dilemma I’d written myself into in Familiar Fairytales: where do the superpowers in Jeremiah’s family come from?

I enjoyed this new angle and wrote Once Bitten to connect the two stories. The timeline included a four-year gap, which I wanted to describe. That gap became JACKL Inc. While Twice Shy is a sequel to Once Bitten, the two books are richer with the backstory of JACKL Inc.

If you enjoyed Our Ethereal Legacy or Once Bitten, I recommend you read JACKL Inc. for the full story of magic and entangled soul mates.

- Mack





OceanofPDF.com








OUR ETHEREAL LEGACY UNIVERSE



READING ORDER








This book is part of an epic series of stories about Jeremiah Jackson and his family. This is the preferred reading order.


Our Ethereal Legacy (Complete Series)



	
Molding Minds


	
Awakening Angels


	
Dueling Demons


	
Familiar Fairytales




Continuing the story with the next generation:


	
JACKL Inc.


	
Once Bitten


	
Twice Shy
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ALYSSA

“We don’t need to bring everyone along to pick up a rental car, right? Maybe just us, Zac, and Megan?” I asked Jeremiah.

“Sounds like a plan,” he said. “Kelly, Carmen, and Maria want to give the apartments a once-over. Lexi and Leah can take the rest of the girls to shop in the village, and we can all meet back there for lunch.”



Continue reading JACKL Inc.



books.
 macklandry.
 com/
 jackl
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CHAPTER
 1











TOM'S BEDROOM


My eyes opened,
 and I blinked in the darkness. I was flat on my back, bare naked, covers tossed aside, covered in a hot sweat. I heard her moans before I felt her mouth and looked down to see the silhouette of a head bobbing up and down my fully erect cock.

I moaned, reached down, and combed through her hair as she looked up. I couldn’t make out her features in the darkness, but her eyes glinted, and her lips popped off my head with an audible sound.

“Shh,” the voice of my roommate purred, “Enjoy. You taste so fucking good.”

She closed her eyes, lowered her head, and returned to her task. I nodded mutely as she continued to fellate my cock, and rolled my head back.

I should mention that my roommate has never kissed me before. Nor touched me beyond a slight brush in passing the narrow hallways of our apartment or the tight kitchen spaces. We were friendly—not close, and she’d never even been in my room before.

My mind tried to put the pieces together as she continued to enjoy the entire length of my cock. A cock that seemed to have grown substantially since I closed my eyes.

I opened my eyes to let them adjust to the darkness. I watched her head move up and down. Her nimble tongue caressed my shaft, the glans, the base, then sucked my testicle into her mouth. Her eyes lifted to look at me.

I peered down my body and watched her. I noticed how flat my stomach was, how defined my abdominal muscles were, and how I seemed to have lost a significant percentage of body fat while I had slept. Her tongue pressed my foreskin down and enveloped my head.

I growled, “Oh... fuck, don't stop!”

My voice sounded lower—deeper. My fingers gripped a fistful of her hair and pulled her mouth back to envelop my swollen crown. I moaned as her lips pushed my foreskin down again, and her tongue lapped at my over-sensitive glans

Wait.

When did my foreskin grow back...?

EARLIER THAT DAY

The real estate business had picked back up, and we started the process of regaining tenants. The work-from-home movement that sprung from pandemic social distance worries had gutted the retail/office building spaces—the many abandoned leases made for a host of empty floors and vacated buildings.

This client was looking for a rooftop space alongside office spaces they could re-condition as an event venue or a private club. At least, that was what I gleaned from the group's conversations as they toured the large open area.

The rooftop area contained a large patio accessible from the expansive top floor and an open concept lounge area perfect for hosting significant events. The panoramic views of downtown were available through the large uninterrupted windows inside the lounge, and the patio overlooked the bay and harbor. The whole space felt like you were floating above the active downtown area of the city.

One of the women in the group kept looking over at me as they toured, her glances becoming more extended, and a smile appeared on her lips.

She was blonde and short, definitely under five and a half feet. Her blonde hair curled just at her shoulders. Her breasts were a little large for her petite frame. The blouse cut was an open invitation to ogle the valley between her breasts when she wasn’t looking directly at me. She wore sunglasses when she wasn’t nibbling at the end of one earpiece.

She was looking over at me with interest.

I'm what I considered to be average for an almost 30-year-old. I wasn't married, but I wasn't dating. I exercised, some (emphasis on some). I had a bit of softness around the belly as my exercise waned. Moving from active college coed to embattled professional real-estate broker made the body a bit softer. So her attention was welcome but surprising.

She broke off from the group as they went outside to the large veranda that overlooked the bay and harbor.

"You know, we'll need someone to manage this space," she smiled, leaning closer to me, "Someone local and ... special."

"I can check my contacts. I have a few friends that bartend or do part-time DJ-ing," I offered.

She turned to me and smiled, then put her hand in the middle of my chest, and I felt the heat of her hand through my white button-down.

“That's not what we need,” she said with a smile.

She rubbed her hand up and down my chest. Her aqua eyes fixed on mine as she grinned at me.

“You could hire whomever you want for the venue as you require. However, what we need is a stakeholder, someone committed to making this a vibrant business, someone that has charisma and charm."

"Well, that's flattering," I stammered.

I wanted to explain to her that I was an unrepentant introvert and a horrible host. That was when she unexpectedly leaned into me and gently sniffed the flesh of my neck before lightly kissing me, or so I thought I assumed she’d use her lips.

I felt a prick of pain as she bit me. The feeling quickly left as her lips sealed against my flesh—a mix of pleasure and pain radiating from where she bit me. A rush of adrenaline and euphoria raced through my veins, then throughout my body. I lost my balance for a moment.

"We can talk about this in detail later," she said.

She withdrew from my personal space slowly, our eyes still locked. I felt the sweat start to collect in that space between forehead and hairline. It was cool outside, but why did I feel like it was one hundred degrees?

"Can we close on this today? We can pay your price in cash."

I nodded numbly, still shocked and feeling slight dizziness. The petite blonde gathered her team, and I escorted them back to our office and went through the lease agreement details. I managed to rally and become my somewhat usual, somewhat efficient self. It wasn’t long before I passed her the keys.

She took one off the ring and gave it to me,

"Meet me here tomorrow at 2 PM." She smiled, "We have things to discuss, and I'm sure you'll have plenty of questions."

I nodded numbly.

By this time, I was nursing a headache and felt a bit feverish. I only wanted to lie down and close my eyes. I made it on auto-pilot back to my car and headed to my apartment. I remember stripping to my boxers and slipping under my covers before darkness enveloped me.

TOM'S BEDROOM

My roommate had the waistband of my boxers in one hand. Her mouth continued to suck deeply on my crown. She pulled her mouth from my cock.

“Lift your hips," she whispered.

Then she started tugging on my boxers.

I dug my heels into the bed and lifted my hips. My thighs felt strong as I levitated, and she pulled my boxers free. My cock stood proudly. Her spit made the glans shine, and the foreskin was pulled back over my crown from her strong suction, hiding my sensitive glans. She stared at the cock and licked her lips. She finished pulling my boxers off, then tossed them aside as she looked at me.

“I never knew your cock was so big,” she smiled, saying words that every man wants to hear but with a conviction that is rarely conveyed.

Frankly, neither did I. The thing was a monster now, complete with the shiny new foreskin.

She grabbed it by the base and stroked it up to the tip. Then she pulled her hands back and crossed them to grip the bottom of her oversized sleeping tee shirt. She lifted it up and over her full breasts. I watched her full orbs bob as they released from the white cotton.

The windows began glowing a soft dawn light and illuminated her flesh. I noticed my clock over her shoulder.

5:30 AM.

She smiled bashfully as I returned my gaze to her full bare breasts. Her nipples looked achingly hard. She rose and pushed down her panties, dropped them to her ankles, and kicked them away. She stood there for a moment, as naked as me. She reached for my cock again, her small hand starting at the tip and peeling my new foreskin back. She lowered and lapped her tongue across the slit, capturing a bead of pre-cum and savoring it.

“I need...” she started.

“...the fuck, Trish?” I asked more in awe than any other emotion, “What brought this on?”

She continued forward, her knee lifting over my thighs as she hovered over me. She flattened my stiff shaft against my belly, then ran her wet cunt lips over the shaft as she flexed her hips, sliding her engorged labia up and down.

“Fuck, I just got so fucking horny, Tom,”

She whimpered as she shifted her hips to glide her vaginal lips up and down my cock.

“Whatever candle you were burning made me feel so sexy when I got home. I saw your door was closed, and I tried to sleep, but I couldn't stop playing with myself.”

She slid fore and aft, riding her sex up and down my manhood. I felt her wetness, her arousal mixing with her saliva as she coated my rod. Her breath caught as she leaned forward. My thick crown was trapped at the apex of her slit.

Hypnotically I moved my hands to her waist, encouraging her to continue to grind.

“I don't have any candles...” I growled.

I lifted a free hand to her breast, cupping the heavy orb. I milked my fingers from the base to the tip of her diamond-hard nipples.

“Yeah...” Trish intoned distractedly as my fingers pulled her nipple with a little twist, “Mfffnnn... I figured that out when I opened your door.” Her eyes lowered to look into my eyes, “It's you, isn't it... You have this new scent, and it makes me crazy...”

She lowered her fingers under my cock, lifting the shaft up. Continuing the motion, she lifted her hips and pressed my swollen crown between her wet lips. Feeling it settle against her opening, she pressed her breast into my grip. Her hips moved in the opposite direction and managed to ensheath herself, at least partway, onto my stiff prick.

“Oooh, fuck yes...” she moaned.

“So fucking big...” she panted.

Her hips shifted, then reversed back down, driving more of my swollen member into her molten pussy.

“Shut up and kiss me...” I growled.

She lowered down, and her mouth enveloped mine. Her tongue pressed into my mouth, and I kissed her back, my hips driving my cock deeper into her. I growled as my hand pulled from her breast. I wrapped my arm around the small of her back, holding her as I rolled my hips and fucked her with steady strokes.

I’d never fucked Trish before. I never really thought about it.

Now fucking her was oxygen. It was the reason to breathe. I was on autopilot and enjoying every moment. I inhaled deeply and tasted a bit of our scent that was permeating the room. It made me even more hungry to consume her sexually.

With a growl, I held her close to me. Both my arms wrapped around her back. Her breasts pillowed against my firm chest. I lifted my hips, arched my back, and rolled. My leg powered my motions, shifting her upwards as I twisted our bodies. At the apex of the arc, I shifted momentum, then drove her down into the sheets. Her surprised gasp turned into a moan as I arched up and thrust my cock deep into her tight sheath.

“Oh FUCK! Yes! fucking slam it into me,” Trish cried, her eyes flashing open, and her hands dropped to my ass to try and pull me deeper into her cunt, “Fuck me hard... FUCK!”

I leaned forward and held her under me, my hips rising and thrusting deep. I was amazed at how easy it was to roll her over, she felt light, and I felt so powerful. My fingers dug into her shoulders as I held her under me. I fucked her with hard strokes as she moaned, her legs spreading wide, then wrapping around my upper thighs. Her hands lifted to run her fingers through my hair. Her brown eyes were mesmerizing as she held my gaze.

I shifted a hand to cup her breast. Her nipple poked into my hand like a pebble as my grip dug into her flesh. I moved my weight forward and pressed her into the mattress.

I growled and wanted more.

I pulled back and used my grip on her breast to lever her forward. Her gasp and shriek of sharp pain were fleeting, Soon replaced by a moan of encouragement as I twisted her, rolling her onto her belly and gripping her hips.

“Up on your knees...”

I growled as I manhandled her into position, then guided my cock back to her glistening opening and slammed deep inside.

Trish groaned culturally, “mmmmffFFUCK yess,”

She arched her back and tossed her head back, her brown hair tossed to the side. Her eyes were searching, seeking that connection with me.

“Fuck, you’re a sexy slut, Trish,” I growled.

Her reply degenerated into moans and gasps as I worked my engorged cock deeper. My fingers clenched into the pliant flesh of her round ass. I pulled her back, using her hips to lever her forward, then gripping hard to tug her back to slam into my thrust.

She bucked her hips and tensed, causing her cunt to clench around my cock. Her juices suddenly jetted out and coated my balls. She pressed her face into the mattress to muffle a scream into the bed as she orgasmed. I continued hammering her. Her fists clenched the sheets as I continued my onslaught.

She came three more times as I moved her around. Shifting positions and continuing to fuck her.

On her belly.

On her side.

Bent over the bed,

Flat on her back.

I was tireless until I finally felt my balls tighten, and I slowed.

“I'm going to cum...” I announced.

I hesitated for the first time since I took control. Then decided what I needed to do.

I gripped my cock as it pulled free, then jerked my shaft.

I roared as my spunk shot in jets over her belly and breasts. I'd never cum so much, and the room filled with an odd scent.

Trish’s eyes widened as she felt the first hot spurt splash onto her glistening flesh. Then as she inhaled, her body arched and stiffened. She came violently, panting as her body buzzed from the bliss that overcame her then she went limp. I watched her breathe, my hand still stroking my cock.

The room had grown more illuminated, and now I looked up into a mirrored closet.

I blinked, shocked. I didn't fully recognize myself.

It was me. The image mirrored my movement.

It was not
 me. I didn’t look exactly right...

It was like I had grown and shrunk simultaneously—a swimmer physique with well-defined muscles and very little body fat. My hairstyle was the same, but with a much starker five-o-clock shadow. My chest had broadened, with impressive pectoral muscles, and my waist had thinned. The definition of my abdominals led the eye down to where my hand was filled with my huge cock.

“What the fuck...” I whispered to my reflection.

“What a fuck, indeed,” giggled the newly aware Trish, “I had no idea what a fucking stud you are. You hide under your clothes too much.”

I sheepishly grinned down at her, “You worried me for a moment when you passed out,”

I sat beside her on the edge of the mattress, my hand running over her calf and thigh.

“I passed out?” She sat up, and leaned closer, her breast pressed against my arm. She leaned in and kissed me. She paused to enjoy the kiss, then retracted, flicking her eyes up to watch mine.”

“I’ve never cum so hard,” she breathed, “Who are you, and what have you done with my roommate?”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you...” I ran my hand along her side. “...I'm not even sure this isn't just a fever dream...”

TWO MONTH'S AGO

She had a pretty smile. That was my first impression of Trish.

She called earlier to ask about the spare room I was renting. With the changes from the pandemic, I decided to rent out the room. In case I needed the extra money to make my payment on the condo. That was a few weeks ago.

She arrived wearing her work clothes and worked as a barista at a coffee shop, which was deemed essential—so long as it served coffee via a drive-thru.

Her hair was a dark curly brown, and she had it tied back into a full bushy ponytail. Her full breasts filled out her blouse, but she had it neatly buttoned and didn't show any cleavage. Her slacks fit well, and I could tell she had a decent figure.

“Can I see the room?” she asked as she looked up at me.

She was a tad over five and a half feet tall, while I was just over six. I smiled and nodded, looking down into her brown eyes.

“Of course, it's right back there,” I stepped back and gestured across the open-concept living and dining area, “It's not very big, but we can share the living area.”

“It's also not in my parents' house.” She smiled and stepped past me to examine the room.

“Well, in that case, you'll be glad to know there is no curfew,” I drawled.

I tried to bring humor into the meeting. I didn’t enjoy small talk—odd for a guy who sold real estate for a job. “Um, did you bring your references?”

The rest of the condo and apartment complex tour was uneventful, and her references were acceptable. Within a couple of days, we had a signed agreement, and she moved in.

From then on, we had minimal contact, keeping to ourselves and working. Even in a pandemic, I'm an introvert and prefer my own space.

TOM'S BEDROOM

Trish smiled and curled into herself. The first bit of shy self-awareness she'd shown since I woke to her sucking my dick. She pulled a sheet from the bed to cover herself before slipping off the edge of the bed. She leaned and kissed me on the cheek.

“I need to shower and get to work. I'll make sure to wash this sheet.”

Then she was out of my room, and I was alone.

I got up and closed the door, and turned to go to the bathroom. I looked back at the bed as I finished with the bathroom.

It was a mess.

A sizeable damp outline where I had feverishly slept. Newer, darker, wet spots from our vigorous rutting.

I stripped the bed, then headed to Trish's room.


“I’ll toss her sheet in with mine,”
 I said.

I knocked lightly and opened the door. I was uncertain about the proper roommate protocol after a wild sex romp.

I peered inside.

She had dropped the sheet by the door and was standing at the entry to her bathroom, looking back over her shoulder at me, fully naked. One heavy breast in profile silhouette, her nipple was jutting out proudly.

“Look, Tom, I'm not sure what came over me,” Trish exhaled a long breath, suddenly shy and reserved, “I’m never like that... I...”

“Hey, it’s okay.” I gathered up the sheet she dropped. “I’m just as surprised as you are.”

She nodded and then just stared at the floor. She looked a bit out of sorts and shifted on her feet. Her foot lifted to scratch her other calf, and I was drawn to the sexy form of her firm thigh and shapely calve.

I dropped the sheets and strode towards her. I wrapped my arms around her to comfort her. She responded by pressing her face into my chest and breathing deeply. Her arms looped around me and tightened, holding me close.

Real close.

She wasn’t letting go.

It's hard not to be aroused with full bare breasts pushed into one's firm abdomen.

At the same time, her deep inhalation became a growled, succulent moan. “I...Fuck, why do you smell so good?”

She inhaled again. Her flesh turned rosy. She held in my scent like a deep draw of the dank weed. She moaned in arousal as she parted and exhaled her hot breath across my broad chest.

She dropped her hand and tugged insistently on my cock, which was already rising to the occasion.

We stood at the entry to her bathroom, our eyes meeting again. She made a decision and pulled my cock with a firm grip. We stepped inside, and I opened the shower. I stepped inside and turned on the faucets, then turned again. She sunk to her knees.

“Let me .... oh god, please, I need more of...” She pleaded softly. Her fingers pressed my foreskin back.

“I don't think god has anything to do with this...” I muttered.

She opened her mouth, leaned forward, and consumed my rigid cock. She licked, sucked, and savored the remnants of our last romp.

I combed my fingers through her hair. I pulled her tresses away from her eyes as I looked down. I watched her worship my stiff cock, my much, much larger stiff cock. The water from the shower was hitting my chest and streaming down around my erection, then splashing over her breasts as she knelt in rapture.

Turnabout is fair play and whatnot. I tugged at her hair, “Stand up,” I growled.

I sank to my knees and kissed one breast, then the other. I shifted her over and lowered her bottom to the tiled seat in the shower. She spread her leg, and I lowered my mouth to her sex. Her taste was like nectar, sweet and flowing from her sex. I was thrilled to witness how aroused she was. She ached for my touch, my tongue, my fingers.

Her fingers combed through my hair and pulled me into her flesh. She was dripping, even though the shower was aimed at the far wall.

“You're so wet,” I growled as I lapped at her clitoris. The firm bead, engorged and peeking from her hood.

“Fuck, it is your goddamn scent,” She whined as she writhed her hips. “It makes me want your huge fucking cock...” Her voice lowered and growled.“I fucking need it... please..."

I rose rapidly, looming over her. I grabbed her and pulled her to her feet. I twisted her to face the tiled wall. I lifted one of her feet to the step as my other hand stroked my cock and pulled back my new foreskin. She pressed her ass back, and I fitted my sensitive glans between her open lips.

“Fuck, you're so damn tight,” I drawled as I slowly thrust into her ready twat.

“Mmmmnnnfffff, you are fucking huge!” She moaned as she pressed her hips back towards me.

From there, it was a series of shifts and twists. Our bodies shifted into any position that aligned my cock with her pussy. I thrust hard until she came. Then I twisted to find a new position to fuck her hard until she came again.

I lost track.

Finally, near exhaustion, she settled into her knees and grabbed my shaft.

“Cum in my mouth, please...”

She begged.

I stroked.

She opened.

I pressed.

She sealed her lips behind the rim of my crown. Her tongue lapped hungrily on my slit.

My balls tightened.

I shot billows of my hot cum into her mouth.

Her eyes rolled back as she shuddered through another orgasm but succeeded in drinking all of my load.

I lowered into the tiled seat as she sat in the middle of the shower, water streaming down her hair from the spraying nozzles, looking content and beautiful.

I found a bottle of shampoo and helped her stand on shaky legs. I washed her hair and soaped up her body. She returned the favor, and then we hugged and shared a short kiss.

“Get out,” Trish smiled. “Before your scent overwhelms me again, I must go to work!”

I grabbed a towel, wrapped it around my waist, and left the bathroom. I grabbed my sheets from her floor and then started laundry. I tried to detect a scent by sniffing the soiled sheets, but it wasn't different from sex. Then I went back to my room and sat on my bed.

My phone was within reach, so I grabbed it and unlocked it to see a series of messages and a couple of missed calls. It was just after 9:00 AM when I heard Trish call out. “Goodbye, see you later!”

The door closed.

I opened the first message on my phone. The number I recognized from the group that purchased the event space yesterday, but the message was a bit more personal.






You probably have questions.










Call me, and we can talk, or wait until 2.










We can meet at the property. - Samantha











Then there was a simple selfie of her smiling into her camera, the hint of a fang peeking out of her lip. Her blonde hair framed her face and the tip of her tongue along the top of her lip.

I pressed the button to call her back.

SAMANTHA

I smiled as I swiped across the face of my phone to answer his call. His voice rose in my Bluetooth headset.

“Hello Tom, How was your night?”

I could barely get out the short greeting before my ears rang with questions, curses, and more questions. I listened to his reply, which was about as confused as I expected.

“What do you think I did to you?” I asked calmly.

Another pause as I listened.

“No, Tom, I didn't infect you or drug you. I awakened you.”

He let loose another confused stream of words intermixed with an impressive series of curses. I smiled, this was normal, but he needed to learn to listen.

“I had suspicions about you, but the result could have been a few different outcomes.”

A pause finally came across the line. Good. I had his attention now.

“Listening isn’t always with one's ears, Tom.”

He didn’t like that and started back with his stream of words and curses.

“Stop. Relax. Close your eyes, Tom. Tune in to your feelings.”

After another pause, I could feel him turning, sensing. Then another stray question.

“No, Tom, this isn’t Jedi training.”

I took a small breath and then replied calmly to his frustrated response.

“No, Tom. Just be quiet. Close your eyes and feel...What do you sense happening around you?”

“Good. How many?” I asked as he began to let his new sensitives flow into his mind.

I listened patiently for an answer, and I could tell he was searching. He told me he felt one female presence nearby. He paused as he continued to sense his surroundings, something he would soon develop as he gained control. He found another presence.

He said it felt mixed, speaking quietly as his sensitivities activated, “One alone, then another?... a couple together?”

Good, he finally pieced it all together.

I smiled as my tongue traced my lips, then slid along the tip of one of my fangs. “Indulge, Tom.” and disconnected the call.
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CHAPTER
 2











TOM'S APARTMENT


I heard a click.


“Indulge?” I asked the silence, incredulously. “Why? What the fuck does that even mean?”

Silence had no response; my phone disconnected.

I dropped the phone, closed my eyes, laid back on my bed, rubbed my face, and inhaled.

“Fuck!” I cursed aloud.

I could taste it.

I felt it everywhere now that Samantha had drawn my attention to it. It had a scent, a taste, a pressure. Someone was aroused. I closed my eyes, trying to discern the direction of the arousal streaming from the nearest source. If I concentrated, the sensation intensified. I focused and tuned in to the source. The form the arousal took mirrored a person, a human. And the person seemed familiar.

I knew her.

I pressed up from my bed and stood, my tumescent cock slowly rising.

I searched, focusing my senses until I determined the source was my neighbor across the hall.

She was a cute blonde with a button nose, a surfer’s tan, and pert breasts. I had waved at her across the hall a few times in passing and knew her smile.

I could feel her masturbating.

I pushed a thought to her and got a tenuous response.

As it stiffened, I had to tug on my cock, just a slight adjustment.

I walked to my front door, not knowing what to expect. I opened the door and looked across the interior hallway to her door. Hers opened a moment later. We both pulled our doors open wide. She was as naked as I was. After a brief moment of our eyes meeting—our eyes shifted to examine each other from across the breezeway between our apartments.

She was well-tanned, with bare pale flesh bikini-shaped triangles outlining her pert breasts. She had a similar outline at her hips from her swimsuit. Her nipples were taut—stiff, with arousal pinched by glinting piercings. Her abdomen was trim and muscular, another glint of a belly button adornment. Her sex was bare and smooth and shiny with her arousal. A few tribal-style tattoos adorned her delicious athletic figure.

I lifted an eyebrow and looked back at her.

Her eyes paused on my growing erection while the tip of her tongue extended between her lips. Then she dragged her teeth across her bottom lip and nodded to herself.

We made eye contact again, then she stepped back and opened the door wider. She waved me to cross the hall anxiously. I quickly looked both ways, like I was at a street sign on a busy avenue. Then stepped across the breezeway naked.

A NEIGHBOR'S APARTMENT

In three steps, I was across the threshold of her open door, two more, and I was inside. She pushed the door closed behind me, then pressed her bare flesh against mine, backing me against her wall.

“I hardly know you.” She said as she blinked up at me, her hand dropping to my shaft, “but, I am so horny, I don’t understand...”

Her words were cut off as my mouth enveloped hers. My tongue pressed hungrily between her lips. She responded and kissed back hungrily. Her fingers stroked my stiff erection, and my foreskin pulled over my sensitive glans. My hand cupped and squeezed her small, perky, perfect breasts.

She inhaled through her nose deeply. I understood now that my scent was like an aphrodisiac. My new heightened senses were attuned to her arousal, and I felt her need skyrocket as she processed my scent. Her soft moan encouraged my own need to bloom faster.

Both of us were trapped in a feedback loop of lustful need. Her fingers curled around my engorged crown—she pulled away from the kiss breathlessly.

“My bedroom, please?” she asked but didn’t hesitate.

She gripped my shaft and tugged me down a hall that was a reflection of mine, only a few paces away. Speechless, I followed her down the familiar short hall. Her apartment was a mirror of mine. Her firm bottom swayed as she paced ahead of me. Her blue eyes flashed as she looked back at me with a grin and a hungry look,

Once inside her bedroom, she crawled on her bed and ran her free hand along the rumpled covers. She didn’t release my erection and gave me a tug which pulled me closer to her bed, and breathed an invitation, “Come on up.”

I followed and then twisted to lie on my back, my hand curled behind her head. My fingers gripped her blonde tresses and pulled her mouth back to mine. She kissed me back, then pulled away, gazing at me with unfocused eyes. She partook of another long breath through her nose.

“Fuck, you smell so good,” She breathed, her flesh flush with heightened arousal. She lowered her mouth to kiss my chest, her hand still stroking my hard cock.

My hand released her hair and ran down along her neck and back. She kissed her way down my chest and abdomen. My fingers slid down her warm tan flesh and cupped her ass. My hand continued to explore between her thighs, and I felt the humid heat of her fragrant cunt.

“You smell like sex,” I growled, gripping and pulling her hips over my head.

She twisted as I pulled her, groaning as I moved her sex over my mouth. She bowed her head, and her breath coursed over my stiff cock. Her moan was muffled by the head of my cock as my lips surrounded her smooth flesh. My tongue cleaved between her flared petals. I growled at the taste, lapping hungrily as my hands lifted and pulled her ass down so I could eat her dripping snatch.

Her tongue swirled over my glans, and her fingers slid my foreskin down. She lapped at the slit of my sensitive crown. Starting at the apex of the frenulum, she lapped and sucked. Her tongue curled to pull my copious pre-cum into her mouth with a hungry hum of enjoyment. Her mouth covered the head and descended while her hand continued to stroke.

My hands spread her ass cheeks apart, then explored between the crevice. One finger probed at her tight ring while another slid into her well-lubricated sex. I added another and drove two fingers inside her cunt, as my tongue lapped at her clit, flicking the metallic ball of her clit ring.

I could feel the ball of her tongue ring ride along the tip of my cock as she licked the crown. Then she enveloped my glans and sucked hard, groaning as she gulped, drawing my crown into her throat. Her cunt clenched around my fingers as I lowered my mouth and traced my tongue along her spread lips, tasting her fresh arousal.

Impatiently, she lifted away from my cock, and crawled forward away from my tongue and mouth.

I watched as she lifted and twisted to face me. Her sexy grin tantalized me as she rose as straddled my hips. I took my time to enjoy my unnamed neighbor’s body. I indulgently enjoyed how her slick pussy lips coated the shaft of my cock.

Her bronze flesh with a heart tattoo at her hip drew my eye to follow the trail of tats that rose along her side past her pert breasts. The glint of her pierced bars dimpled her nipples which appeared impossibly rigid. My exploration finally took in her cute face. She was entranced by the visual journey her eyes took along my frame.

Her eyes were framed by a golden aura of hair, her stark blue eyes locked on mine. She licked her lips, exposing her tongue piercing, then rose from my groin. I gripped my shaft, bending it up as her bottom lifted. Pressing my tip covered with her spit and my now copious pre-cum between her glistening lips. I felt the delicious slick sensation of my cock being wrapped in velvet. She shuddered as my engorged crown slid over her clit ring. Then it was at her opening. She inhaled sharply and lowered onto my shaft with an indulgent moan. I rolled my hips up, and I buried my cock into her.

“Fuck, you’re a monster,” She placed her hands on my chest for stability, then started to fuck my cock. Her blue eyes looked into mine.

“How did I never notice you...” Her blue eyes flicked closed, and I figured the question was rhetorical.

My hands lifted to cup and grip her small tits, feeling her rings press into my palms. She squeezed her tiny hands into the back of mine to keep my hands there as if I wanted to let go.

I rolled my hips into her downstrokes. I wanted to tell her I noticed her. I tried to tell her I’d sometimes masturbate to the image of her returning from the beach. Instead, I curled my fingers into her breast flesh, pulled her closer, and then wrapped my hands around her waist. I hugged her tightly, her soft breasts crushed into my muscular chest. Our mouths joined in a heated breathless kiss.

My hand slid up her back and under her blonde hair, cradling her head. My other hand held her waist tight against me, and my cock jammed deep into her crease. I arched up, then rolled. With my newfound strength, I quickly flipped us both with her cunt still impaled on my cock.

I kneed up, looming over her as she moved sensuously beneath me on the mattress. Her hands lifted, and she stretched under me, lifting them over her head. I rose over her, then lowered my hand to her overlapped wrists. The other slid under her jaw and pressed around her throat. I squeezed her throat and held her down under me as I took control.

Our eyes locked. She nodded, encouraging my dominant grip. She arched her back under me, lifting her breasts as an offering. I kept my grip on her throat but didn’t choke her. She breathlessly smiled up at me and licked her lips. My hips pounding down harder and harder as she moaned in successive grunts to each of my full strokes,

“Fuck me.” She crooned and closed her eyes as my pace held steady. I took possession of her flesh and hammered deeper. “Harder, make me feel it.”

My eyes widened as I took a deep breath through my nose, savoring our scent. Something inside me connected to her unspoken desire, and my jaw set firmly. I pulled from her throat, swung, and slapped her small tit. She yelped at the sudden blow, then purred.

“Mnnfuck.. god yes, more...” She managed before she yelped at my firm slap of her other breast.

My fingers pinched her nipple and tugged it toward me with a twist. She responded by undulating her hips to cycle up against my heavy strokes as she hissed with the kiss of pain mixed with pleasure.

I inched back, dropped my free hand to her crotch, and closed my fingers into a fist. I ground my knuckles firmly into her clit, then held her down by wrists and crotch. She was stretched gloriously under me. I possessed her flesh, and she shivered under my control as I fucked her harder. She tossed her head back, and her body seized, and I could feel her cunt clench. Then her juices shot from her cunt as my cock withdrew, spraying my groin with a flood of her cum.

I grinned as I watched her cum. I pulled out. My cock was still hard as granite. I moved my hands, gripped her hips, lifted her quickly, and rolled her onto her belly. My hands moved to lift her ass as she gasped for air and pulled her knees under her.

“Fuckkkkkkk, more...” Her eyes were wide and pleading as she tossed her blonde locks and watched me over her shoulder.

I shifted over her, my cock in my grip. I notched the crown back into her still pulsing opening. Her cunt contracted in waves, and I drove into her from behind. I slapped her ass hard with one hand and then the other. She lifted her ass, grinding into my strokes, slid her chest forward, and arched her trim body. Her fingers gripped the sheets and found purchase to thrust her hips back to meet my strokes.

I powered into her, making her body shift forward as she drove her hips back to take every inch of my iron-like spike. My fingers traced the tribal stamp along the ridge of her ass. Then I gripped her tightly, used her body like a flesh-light, and pleasured myself with her tight cunt.

I slapped her ass repeatedly. The pale flesh of her ass turned rosy red in contrast with her honey-kissed tan. I leaned forward and grabbed her hair, tugging her chin up as I continued to assail her tight, clenching cunt. At this point, she was in an almost constant wave of orgasm. I curled my other arm over her shoulder and around her neck.

I tightened my arms and pulled her back, lifting her from the tangled sheets. My fingers slid from her hair and then under her breasts as I pulled her back against my chest. My hips dropped and then cycled, driving my cock inside of her.

The new angle made my bulbous crown repeatedly slide over her g-spot as she grunted and moaned in incoherent gestures of approval and encouragement. My hand pulled back and slapped at her breasts, gripped one, and breathed hotly into her ear.

“Where do you want me to cum, slut?” I growled and felt her quiver as a rush of yet another orgasm flowed through her.

“Just don’t stop, fuck, oh god, don’t stop!” Her words slipped into grunts as I felt my peak rushing towards me.

“Fucking god has nothing to do with it!” I growled, then roared. “FUCK, yes, take it,”

My hips flexed and jerked, driving my pulsing cock deep. My balls tightened, and I shot thick loads of my potent cum into her womb.

Her body stiffened, and she shot through another orgasm at the feel of my ejaculation jetting into her womb. I felt her head roll back against my chest. Her breath got caught in her throat, which was still held captive by my forearm. I tensed and rocked as my hips bucked with each pulse, spraying my seed into her as she was held suspended in my grasp.

Then I twisted as I slumped onto her bed, keeping her shuddering flesh under me. My bulk pressed her into the sheets, my cock still lodged in her clenching sex.

My grip softened, and I felt her draw in a long breath. I kissed behind her ear as my hands ran over her hot flesh. Our raucous fucking made both of our flesh slicks with perspiration. She purred and pushed her hips back, eliciting a moan and a twitch from me as she milked another drop of cum from my cock.

“My name is Tom,” I managed to growl in a whisper into her ear.

“No... it’s fucking SexGod,” She giggled and wrapped her hands over mine, “I’m Tiffany, but my friends call me Tiff,”

She turned and kissed my cheek, “But you can call me whatever the fuck you want, Jesus...”

“Tom...remember?” I chuckled and gripped one of her breasts as she rolled into me, my cock slipping from her cunt.

She frowned as she felt my cock pull from inside her, then kissed me deeply.

“Okay, Tom, if you insist.” Her eyes looked at mine, and she leaned into me.

I smiled and enjoyed the deep look, and something clicked. Her eyes rolled back, the white of her eyes all that was visible. I looked up and caught our reflection in her closet mirror. I felt my body shimmer and shift. She fell back limp and unconscious. I leaned forward to see if she was breathing.

I flicked my eyes back to the mirror and saw a reflection of her on her knees. Her bright eyes stare d right back at me. There was a carbon copy of her prone body unconscious under her—no me—in the mirror.

“What the fucking hell...” I thought to myself, shocked at the image in the reflection.





How did I become her? Was she me?








I scrambled back from her watching her shape retreat from herself. I looked down—my tits were full, my belly flat, and my small delicate hands reached down and felt my suddenly clenching cunt.

I rushed from her room, through her apartment, out the door, and into my apartment.

I recalled remembering I’d left my door open as I slammed it behind, searched my room, and found my phone. My glossy white fingernails made dialing a bit more tricky, but soon, it rang, and I held it up to my ear.

SAMANTHA

I smiled as I saw Tom’s face illuminate my phone. I tapped to answer it and was aurally assaulted with a new stream of questions intermixed with curses. It wasn’t Tom’s voice, but I knew it was him.





“He was moving fast...”








“No, Tom, she’s not dead,” I said to the panicked voice on the other end of the line.

I winced as a string of curses streamed from the speaker.

“Tom, take a breath. Everything is okay,” I said calmly, “tell me what happened. Did you enjoy indulging?”

I listened, and a smile crept to my lips.





“Oh, he’s catching on quickly!”








“No, Tom, she’s not dead. She’s just unconscious. We can’t have two of her walking around now, can we? What will people say?”

I tried to explain, but I’m not sure Tom was paying attention, “She will come to, most pleasantly, when you return to your original form.”

Tom was uttering a stream of questions intermixed with curses. His voice wasn’t his. I knew I was talking with Tom, even though he sounded like his neighbor. I knew the feelings he was navigating from experience. But he was worried about trivial things. He needed more experience to understand how he was changing.

“No, Tom, I’m certain—she is perfectly fine.”

I stopped him mid-phrase before he could wind himself up again, “Now, close your eyes,”

I kept a calm cadence with my words—soothing, “There was another couple. Do you still feel them?”

After an extended pause, he took some time to describe them in his cute feminine voice.

“Good boy, now indulge...” I commanded and closed the connection.

TOM'S APARTMENT

The phone slipped from my delicate fingers. I wanted to throw it into the wall.

I cursed at the click of her disconnection. My hands drew over the strange flesh of my new form, and I shuddered at the feeling of one of my slender fingers sliding past my engorged clit. I was with desire in the aftermath of who knows how many climaxes. I flicked the piercing that went through the protective hood of my clit. I needed a bite of pain to clear my thoughts.

I was frightened and disturbed by my transformation into my across-the-hall neighbor. I liked being a man. The sudden, unexpected shape-shift, however, was arousing. My touches on this new body left me very turned on.

I closed my eyes as I played with myself, my free hand closing over a breast. My breath caught as I pulled on my pierced nipple.

I focused on Samantha’s infuriatingly cryptic instruction, “Good boy, now indulge...”


I grinned as I remembered the last romp with Tiff—before I turned into Tiff.

That was indulgent, Right? Fuck, what a glorious fuck she was... or I was.





“Okay—focus, Tom,”








I closed my eyes and tuned into the couple I had sensed earlier. I could feel them. They were slowly making love, not for the first time this morning.

They were nearby, and then instinctively, I knew who they were.

I turned to my closet and pulled out a button-down shirt. It hung past my trim waist, almost to my knees, as I pulled it onto my much smaller torso. I buttoned enough buttons to cover me for the short walk.

I left my apartment in bare feet and my dress shirt. I made sure the door was unlocked as I closed it. I checked across the hall to see Tiff’s entry was also closed.

ANOTHER NEIGHBOR'S APARTMENT

I began to walk down the stairs wearing just a button-down man’s shirt. The couple I felt was in the adjacent apartment. They shared a wall with my apartment. However, their entry was on the other side of the building. I didn’t know what I was going to say, but I wanted—needed to indulge.

My feminine body felt fantastic, my insides tightening in anticipation. I knocked lightly on the door. It took a few knocks that grew louder as I grew impatient. I waited and danced on my delicate toes at the entryway to my neighbor’s apartment.

Then the door cracked open, and I turned to see my neighbor’s soft brown eyes and ebony skin. The door opened more as her eyes grew wider, taking me in.

“I’m sorry,” I said softly, then unbuttoned my shirt, “I was hoping you needed some company,”

I hoped I was stripping seductively. I revealed my bare flesh to her. My nipples felt like diamonds. She did a double take and paused.

“My husband and I?” She asked huskily as her eyes drank in my flesh.

She looked over her shoulder at the door to her bedroom, reached for me, grabbed my shirt, and pulled me into the door.

“I don’t know what the fuck is going on,” she muttered as her dark fingers combed through my hair, her toes kicking the door behind me, “but I am so fucking horn...”

Her words died on my lips as we kissed passionately. She was as bare naked. The sheen of her ebony flesh betrayed her intense activity before opening the door. Her tongue tasted wonderful as her hands slipped my shirt past my shoulders and onto the floor.

She ended the kiss, then took my hand, “Jake is going to eat you up,” she simpered and led me to the bedroom.

“I want to devour you, too,” I said, “I’m To... er Tiff,”

“Desiree,” she said quickly, and pushed the door to her bedroom, then pulled me inside and presented me to her husband, “and this is Jake.”

Jake was reclined on the bed, a powerful-looking arm behind his head, his other fist slowly stroking his already rigid cock, “Who is this?” Jake asked and rolled forward.

I was speechless as I looked at his cock. I’d never looked at another man’s cock for as long as I did then. I felt a thrill in my core, my cunt clenched. I climbed up on the bed, twisted around on all fours, and offered my still-tingling pussy to this beautiful black man.

As I looked up at Desiree, I felt him move. I crabbed back to give her room on the end of the bed and felt Jake’s hand on my ass. I pressed back towards him and looked up to see Desiree smile at her husband.

“You okay with this, De?” Jake’s deep baritone voice rumbled as his fingers pried my ass cheeks open.

She nodded and climbed up on the bed on her knees, and I leaned forward to kiss the warm black flesh just above her waist, “Fuck this horny slut,”

Desiree collected my hair into her dark fingers, then looked down at me as she shifted and spread her legs.

“Do you like pie, darlin’?” Desiree reclined and pulled my head to her pink slit and dark black curly pubic hair.

I moaned as and nodded and sank my tongue between her slick pink petals. I tasted her husband’s cum leaking onto my tongue as I felt his large crown slide over my sodden lips from behind. I rolled my hips. I needed to feel his cock in me.

My face pressed into Desiree’s black flesh. The taste of Jake’s fresh cum on my lips and tongue made my body shake with renewed vigor. I moaned deep into her fragrant cunt as I felt him drive deep into me. I felt my core tighten as I pressed back for more.

I’d never felt like this before. I was responding to Tiff’s flesh; her nerves were my nerves. I’d never thought of how it would feel to be fucked like this. I groaned as Tiff’s nervous system flooded with arousal and pushed my thoughts to the back of my mind.

I indulged.

“Oh, you like sucking my man’s cum from my pussy, you little white bitch,” Desiree chanted as her hips ground up and down my face, “You like feeling his big black cock drive up deep into that tight little cunt. That’s a good cum slut ... lick my clit...”

Jake’s cock was nice and big, although I surprisingly felt like my cock was slightly larger. It didn’t matter to Tiff’s body as I started bucking back into Jake’s heavy thrusts. I used my well-defined abdominals to grip and squeeze his cock as he drove into me. I lapped and swallowed his creamy cum from his wife’s dripping pussy until the only thing left in De’s cunt was a constant stream of her fresh arousal.

“This bitch is fucking tiiight,” Jake growled as his firm hands gripped my ass, pulling my cunt back into each of his powerful strokes.

“Mmmm fuck baby, she has a fucking tongue ring that is driving me crayzzzzzzeeee…” De moaned, her hand firm on the back of my head as I ate her out.

My hand slipped under my mouth and then pressed two fingers into her dripping honey pot. I felt her grunt and press her sex against me, feeling my fingers curl up and press into her already swollen gland. I milked her g-spot as my tongue pushed hard into her, the ball of my piercing rolling over her exposed clit.

I heard her breath catch and her body tilt back as her hips drove into me, my fingers churning in waves into her g-spot. I panted as I lifted my mouth from her to look back at Jake behind me. My eyes rolled around as I watched him look at me and then his wife. I followed his gaze to look into her eyes,

“Cum for me. I want to drink your cum, like I did Jake’s!” I moaned encouragement, feeling my peak rising quickly.

Her eyes flared as my fingers curled inside her, then rolled back as her hips rocked up and down. I lifted my eyes as my tongue slipped back and bathed her hard clit with furious licks. I grunted as Jake slapped my ass, gripping it and pulling me back.

“Fucking slut,” Jake chanted as he stroked into me. “I’m gonna. Fill—your—-tight—white—cunt.”

Desiree lifted her hips from the bed and ground her cunt into my face. Suddenly there was a jet of her cum as I opened my mouth and drank from the stream, my fingers following her up and relentlessly milking her spot as she shrieked out.

I grunted as my cunt clenched around Jake’s magnificent cock. I followed her into bliss, babbling into her quivering flesh as I felt Jake slam forward and his cock spurted his load into my white cunt.

I quivered in waves as a chain of orgasms overtook me, our bodies entwined in convulsions and quivering. My flesh was a quivering mess of overloaded synapses as Jake leaned over me, gripped his wife’s dreadlocked mane, and drew her into a kiss. Slowly our bodies sunk intertwined into their sheets. My tanned white flesh was a sharp contrast to their beautiful, ebony skin.

I closed my eyes, thought for just a moment, then awoke to feel Jake’s uncircumcised foreskin tickling my lips. I felt Desiree’s tongue lapping at my cunt as I drew Jake’s head into my lips, a feral moan of lust escaping my lips as we shifted into round two without a break.

I cupped my fingers around Jake’s full balls and pulled back.

“You have some more for me?” I teased him, milked his testicles, and sucked his cock into the back of my throat. I used my tongue piercing to sway and press along the underside of his heavy cock.

I felt Desiree press my legs back and apart, then her tongue slid against my anus and probed, which provoked a squeal of delight from my lips and around Jake’s throbbing cock.

She growled something inaudible as Jake gripped a handful of my hair and pulled me deeper onto his cock. Desiree pressed a finger against my ass hole, then pushed it in through her slick spit as she went back to lapping at my clit.

I was overcome. I lost sense of which direction I was facing; what was in my mouth, my cunt, my ass. I succumbed to the moment and indulged
 in the continuous stimulation of raw sex.

Jake pushed Desiree down, and l scrambled to lie between her thighs, rolling face up to lick and suck his full balls as he speared his wife’s cunt. He slid back, his cock sliding out. Then Jake looked down and slid his thick juicy crown into my mouth. He fucked us both—one stroke in her cunt, one in my mouth. He fed me her slick juices one stroke at a time.

Then I was scrambling up between Desiree’s spread thighs, my dripping cunt against hers as I kissed her deeply. Jake took turns as we kissed, fucking my cunt for the count of five, then spearing his wife and driving into her for the exact count. While he fucked us, we kissed, our breasts pressed together, our breaths catching, overwhelmed with sexual hunger as we moaned into each other.

Desiree came first, gripping my head and holding my mouth against hers. She screamed. Her peak caused me to shudder, and I came just as Jake slammed back into me and stayed deep, bathing my womb with the second load of his seed. He fell on top of me, shaking as his whole body convulsed, then slipped to the side. He pushed me gently away as his mouth covered his wife’s mouth.

I slipped to the side and rolled slowly to my feet. My core was still clenching as orgasms pulsed through my body. I kissed both of their shoulders, then stepped back from the bed. I walked shakily to their front door, pulling my button down around my shoulders and holding it closed with my nicely manicured fingers. I quietly left and started walking back around the building.

As I walked on shaky legs around my building and up the stairs, I felt my body shimmer, and the ground shrank back from my eyes. I felt my shirt tighten against my chest and my cock suddenly dangling in the warm air. I checked Tiffany’s door, which was locked, but I knocked slightly and heard her feet softly padding towards the door. She opened the door, and her eyes were bright but tired; then, she giggled as she looked down.

“Dude,” she smiled, “You forgot your pants,”

“I wanted to check on you before I left. You sort of passed out.” My normal voice sounded much lower than when I was moaning in lust between Jake and Desiree just a few minutes ago.

“I’m fine, baby,” she said softly, “I’m just suddenly so tired, I’m going to take a nap.”

I smiled and nodded, “I’m going to find some pants then. I need to get to a meeting.”

She nodded, waved, and blew me a kiss as she shut the door. I walked back to my apartment. Taking a quick shower, I got dressed and checked the time. It was almost two, which meant I’d been fucking for roughly seven hours straight, and felt more energized than ever.

It was time to find out why.
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TOM'S APARTMENT


I felt
 amazing after a nice hot shower. Though my thoughts were scrambled, my new toned body felt rejuvenated, not drained. Since being woke by a blow-job before the sun rose, I had a marathon of sex, with four different people, in two different bodies. Yet I felt like I was ready to run an actual marathon. Most days, I felt like walking to the car would be rough, but today was different.

I brushed my teeth but decided to let my stubbled jaw remain unshaven. I lightly combed through my hair, dropped my towel, went into my bedroom, and opened the closet.

My boxers were a bit baggy around the waist, and my new enlarged manhood made a distinct outline partway down my left thigh. A white t-shirt that used to fit comfortably now had to be stretched over my now muscular chest, the bottom of the shirt left hanging loosely over my lean, well-defined abs.

This was a reversal of how my body had been shifting since college.

I found a pair of slacks and pulled them on, and like my boxers, the waist was too large. Tucking in my t-shirt and using a belt, I just gathered the extra material into a misshapen lump around my waist. Looking down, the hem of my slacks lifted a few inches above my ankles, and I felt like a high-school nerd wearing high-water pants.





Had I grown taller too?








The white button-down shirt didn’t fit any better. It was tight in the shoulders and hanging loosely everywhere else. I attempted to tuck the shirt into the waistband of my trousers, but they were too loose around my waist. The shirt’s cuffs ended about an inch above my wrist, so it seemed my arms were growing too. My suit jacket fits much the same way as the rest of my wardrobe, which is to say, it did not fit at all.

My once energetic mood dampened as I went to the garage and slipped into my four-year-old hybrid sedan. I pulled out of my apartment to drive to my two o’clock appointment with the enigmatic Samantha.

DOWNTOWN SAN DIEGO VENUE

Samantha was waiting at the entrance to the parking garage for the building and stepped in front of my car, causing me to brake hard, then stepped to the passenger side. She smiled at me as she slipped in.

“If things worked out as I imagined, you require a new wardrobe,” Her voice had an exotic lilt to it, an accent I couldn’t place. Her smile was genuine, mischievous, and flirtatious. She leaned in and kissed my cheek, taking a short inhalation.

“What did you imagine?” I asked as I pulled into traffic, looking over at her to see if she’d answer a direct question.

“Mmm, let me enjoy your scent for a moment,” She sighed as a flush ran over her flesh, “I knew you were special, but this was something more than I had hoped.”

I didn’t grumble much at her avoidance of a direct question. Her smile made up for the frustration—for now, “Where should we go?”

“Let’s stay downtown for now. You know where the mall is, don’t you?” She reclined back in the seat, shifting her hips to try to find comfort in my dated hybrid.

“Yeah,” I nodded, taking a couple of turns and headed towards the downtown plaza, “I’ve asked you many questions. Will you ever answer any?”

“Certainly,” she smiled, then gave a long pause and laughed at her joke. “I promise Tom,” she said soberly.

She reached to squeeze my hand resting on the gear shift, “In time, all will be clear. Tell me, Tom, what do you think happened?”

“Well... Ssss,” I started. I looked at her blankly, trying to recall her name.

“You can call me Sammi,” she said with a wink.

“Sammi,” I continued, “you bit me for no apparent reason, then overnight, I’ve changed. My whole body is different. I woke up to my roommate—who I barely talk to, by the way—sucking my dick. We fucked. Twice.”

I paused and mentally counted, Sammi chuckled at my pause, but to her credit, she didn’t interrupt. She seemed relaxed as she listened, which only raised my irritation level.

“Maybe three times? Four?” I was getting frustrated at her lack of surprise, “Then I flashed a neighbor from my doorway, and she invited me to her apartment, where we fucked at least twice, … no wait, way more than twice. Honestly, I’ve lost count.”

I was overwhelmed as I recounted the incredible tale, aware that I must sound a bit crazed, so I didn’t know how to address the next chapter of my morning.

“Oh, and I can shape-shift too.” I began again, “Because I changed into the form of my freshly fucked neighbor. I knocked on the door of my other neighbors and had a very steamy threesome with a happily married black couple. As. a. woman.”

I shut my mouth and refused to keep babbling.

“That sounds insane, Tom,” Sammi giggled, “you have a very active imagination.”

I set my jaw tightly. Her teasing was frustrating. She knew more than she was letting on. She had encouraged my whole morning adventures via phone. I needed to know what she knew. I needed to know what had happened to me. What had I become?

Sammi looked over at me and inhaled through her nose like she was about to start talking. Her eyes lost focus. She stopped as a flush rose from her bosom to her neck.

“That poor girl,” she mumbled distractedly, “Your apartment must have been filled with your pheromones, no wonder she couldn’t sleep.”

She pushed a button to lower her window, and a cool harbor breeze filled the car as I turned into the parking garage for the downtown mall.

“You need to remember to leave some windows open,” Suddenly serious, she inhaled the outside air as she worked to put her thoughts back in order, “Trish won’t last long otherwise.”

I braked hard into a parking spot, causing her to rock forward in her seat, and I turned to look at her with my eyebrows creased.

“See, that’s what I mean,” I grumbled, “what does that even mean?”

Sammi looked at me for a second, then laughed lowly, “Oh Tom, you need to work on your serious face.”

Then she unbuckled and was out of the car quickly, walking purposefully into the mall entrance. I scrambled out of the car and reached for my suit jacket. I stared at the ill-fitting garment, carried it to the nearest trashcan, stuffed it in, and then jogged to catch up.

Hearing my footsteps, Sammi turned around and stopped cold. She held her hand to my chest, making me stop at the edge of the threshold to the mall.

“Okay, Tom,” she looked steadily into my eyes, “I know you have a million questions, but you need to trust me for now. I’ll buy you new clothes, and make you look amazing. In trade, you need to hold onto your questions for a bit longer.”

She paused and looked at me steadily. Her green eyes flared as she calmly watched me. I stared back hotly, my emotions on edge. I wanted to roar back at her, but something behind her eyes made me hesitate. She was severe… feral… dangerous. After a long pause, I nodded quietly.

“Okay, Sammi,” I intoned, “I guess I will choose to trust you.”

“Thank you, Tom,” Sammi smiled. She turned and walked to a high-scale gentlemen’s store like she owned the place.

Sammi was an efficient shopper. She knew precisely what garments I needed, patiently explaining this to the shopkeeper. I stood on a step, and the tailor took my measurements. I tried to ask a question a few times, but Sammi lifted a finger in my direction, or a held-up palm kept me quiet. It wasn’t long until I was adorned in a much better-fitting casual outfit, with several other ensembles getting finished at the tailors for delivery in a couple of days.

As we headed back to my car, Sammi smiled over at me.

“You’ll want to resign at the agency,” she looked at me over the roof of my sedan and opened her door, “Before you get fired.’

“Wait, what?” I asked, “I don’t even know what you want with me. I don’t know the job or what my salary will be. I’m not quitting the only job I have.”

“It’s only a matter of time,” she smiled. She was patient in the face of my frustration, which irked me. “I’m just trying to lead you through the steps, Tom. I’m sorry if it seems a bit quicker than we anticipated.”

Her comments made my mind race. Since closing the deal yesterday, I hadn’t checked my email nor replied to any texts, and I had about twelve messages in my voice mailbox. The rapid changes to my body and my primal need to fuck anything within thirty paces of my apartment had taken priority. Before yesterday, though, my production wasn’t up to the expected standard. I did need to take some time to talk to my manager.

“They’ll understand,” I reasoned, “I just closed a pretty big deal.”

She nodded as if she heard my silent thought.

I backed out and returned to the space she leased the previous day. I was quiet in the elevator. My new outfit gave me a boost of confidence now that it fit my new body. My phone buzzed, and I picked it up to look at the latest notification, a text message from my boss:






Your position is no longer required.











I was just fired.

“I told you,” Samantha said enigmatically.

She pulled out her phone and tapped a few times to open the digital lock to the new location. Then strode into the open concept space.

I tried not to panic about my new unemployment. I decided to trust Sammi, even if I didn’t understand whatever was going on. She seemed to be aware and wasn’t fazed. I focused on what she was saying.

“I had the locks changed to a new digital lock,” She stated. She quickly changed the subject to a different topic than my present unemployed status. That didn’t worry her at all. “I’ll email you the details so you can get the app.”

She continued out into the patio and the fresh air of the harbor side. Then settling into a chair under an umbrella covering a table, she took off her sunglasses and looked at me.

“Okay, Tom,” she smiled, “ask me anything.”

I was speechless for a moment. Too many thoughts were streaming through my mind, but I centered on one question.

“What am I?” I asked.

She smiled and looked me up and down, “You’ll want to sit down, Tom,” she said and waited until I had. “You are considered an immortal magical creature that consumes sexual energy,” she started. “At least that is part of the answer. A couple of hundred years ago, they would have labeled you an incubus.”

“Wait,” I searched through my mostly forgotten mythology knowledge, “isn’t an incubus like a ... sex demon?”

“Demon is such a pejorative term,” Sammie waved the air with a brush of her hand, “it invokes heavenly hosts and battles in heaven and gives magic a bad rap. We’ve grown past such simpleton explanations. You are part of an ancient race, pre-dating history. Different names through the ages, faerie, demons, fae, monsters. All from fear and lack of understanding.”

“But I...” I started, “Wait, what did you say? I—consume sexual energy?”

“Yes, Tom,” She looked at me like a school teacher explaining simple math. Then gave my new appearance a long lingering gaze. “I would think after spending the morning the way you did, looking the way you do, and feeling the way you feel now—you would understand that better.”

I blinked and then looked at her, “Then what are you?”

“I’m also an eternal magical creature, we’re of the same race, but I don’t need to feed off of pure sexual energy, as you require,” Sammi explained, like telling me she was from Pasadena.

“What do you feed off of?” I asked, “Magic, Tom. I get my energy from magic.”

Again, Sammi stated a fantastic fact that was difficult to believe but expected me to understand her incredible explanation as I would sliced bread.

“I’m connected to this place, this harbor. Past eras would have called me a nymph, or as the Greeks labeled me a Nereid,” Sammi expanded, and part of me was relieved to get actual answers from her. “Magic has been ebbing for centuries as people focused on technologies and revolutions. So, I’ve been starving for many decades. Recently magic has been on the rise—making a comeback. I want to thank you for contributing to the cause this morning.”

“Okay, I’m curious,” I asked, settling back, “Tell me more.”

“We have taken to calling ourselves Fae. That term encompasses most of the beings you might be familiar with from the horrible stories of our past.” Sammi then recited a list like she was listing all of the Presidents, “Demons, vampires, werewolves, angels, fairies, et cetera.”

“You said I’m immortal?” I asked, “How can that be?”

“What do you remember of your childhood Tom?” she asked with a sparkle in her eyes.

“Well, it's...” I started, and she took over as if reading my mind.

“It’s fuzzy, kinda vague, my parents died while I was young, and I was raised as an orphan...” Sammi finished lowering her voice to mimic my deep baritone and trailed off with her charming enigmatic smile.

“Wait, how did...” I started.

“We can’t continue to live through the ages without rebooting from time to time.” Sammi interrupted to explain, but her answers always seemed simple until you tried to unpack them, so she continued a bit more, “The ordinary folk sharpens their pitchforks when we do. Every thirty to sixty years or so, we need to reset ourselves. Often that is automatic—new personage, a new location. You, unfortunately, got stuck. You didn’t regain your awareness or your powers. So I had to help.”

“You bit me,” I remembered.

“Yes, and my venom stirred your dormant powers and awoke you. Call it a reboot.” She again paused to take a long look at my new shape approvingly. “Somewhat spectacularly, I must say. I don’t know who you used to be, but it must have been someone extraordinary.”

“Your venom?” I asked.

Sammi smiled broadly, and her fangs appeared, and she opened her jaw to show them, “A remnant of our heritage,” she began, “you should feel yours soon. A day or two, I‘d guess. All Fae have fangs,” Sammi explained as if talking about toes to a two-year-old. “Our venom is largely non-fatal, but you do need to be careful with it. It can enthrall our subjects, bring them under our power, and fill them with desire or other emotions. It can affect people’s genetic makeup or enslave them to our wills.”

“Am I now enslaved to you?” I asked. “No, Tom. You are a free creature,” Sammi said simply, then continued, “I want to give you some opportunities to grow, to remember your powers, and thrive. But you are free to do what you feel is best for you. I don’t find any enjoyment in having dominion over others.”

“Okay, so what do you want me to do here?” I looked around at the patio of the high-priced penthouse space.

“The world is becoming problematic, Tom.” Sammi’s brow furrowed, and her expression changed from happy nonchalance to a more somber expression. “The mundanes are in disarray, and it is increasingly unsafe for us to mingle with them. We need a place where we can safely enjoy and use our powers without interference. In times past, when the world would go through these phases, we’d retreat into the woods and forests until it was safe.”

“So a resort for Fae?” I asked.

“And friends, or at least a club,” she agreed, “And if the market is there, we can expand into residency, zoning laws be damned.” Sammi smiled a playful smile, then continued. “We need a place to belong. So many of us are alone, frightened, or angry, often both.”

Sammi’s expression returned to the solemn visage, “Our kind is not very tribal. We enjoy some loose connections spread too distant along time and space. I’m not alone in this venture—you remember my partners. We feel like this place can be a meeting place, a haven for our various good types. We want to be beneficial for our hosts in this realm. We are of the light, and we need protection from the dark.”

“Our hosts?” I asked, still trying to parse all of what she’d said in her stream of thought explanation.

“We are symbiotic with humans, Tom,” Sammi continued. “We cannot thrive without their souls; without our Magic, their souls will wither and die. They are as entwined with Magic and belief as we are with their flesh and blood.”

“So...” I paused and attempted to place her words against what I had experienced over the last day. “I feed off sexual energy, and this results in Magic. The arousal that I feed on is also good for the people engaged in the sex.”

“Yes, to a point,” she cautioned, “You are feeding on their sexual energy and bits of their soul. If you engorge yourself with a single partner, you can cause serious and sometimes irreversible damage. But that is rare. Mostly, they recover, and their souls thrive after your—very pleasurable visits.”

“But...” I started, leading her to continue.

“You have to spread the love around, hun.” Sammi said, “If you fuck a mundane friend daily, her soul will weaken, and she will become ill and eventually die. There is always conservation of energy you need to be aware of, Tom.”

“How can I feed their souls,” I asked, genuinely concerned, “How does that work?”

“A human soul is pretty simple,” Sammi smiled, “they need love and care: a touch, a hug, listening and caring. Never become too busy not to feed love and care back into your flock.”

“My flock?” I asked, stumped again.

“Your human partners, Tom,” She spoke slowly, like I may need a remedial course on faerie history, “There are others of our kind, dark fae, that feed and don’t nurture. I try not to judge, but they destroy our hosts and make our lives worse. The pitchforks, remember.”

“Pitchforks...” I said, cracking a smile, “So you’re saying the humans that I feed off, I shouldn’t just feed, but I need to continue to care for them, nurture their souls with love and kindness.”

“See?” Sammi grinned, “Not rocket science.”

“But!” I started, “It appears my scent will always induce arousal, and the humans seem unable to resist.”

“Would you feed a child only candy or chocolate?” she asked teasingly.

I nodded slowly, understanding that with power comes responsibility—the Spider-Man oath. “So I need to work on my self-control then.”

“Bingo,” she said, “you are relearning who you are. You will remember that you can control so much about yourself that seems out of control. You are going through what a human would call puberty.”

We sat in silence for a while as I ran through the new knowledge and weighed it against my experiences of the past twenty-four hours. I could certainly get on board with all that Sammi was describing, but each question answered served up more questions.

“I’m out of a job,” I reminded her, “what do I need to start here? What is my compensation? What exactly do you want me to do with this place?”

“You need to understand a couple of things,” She paused to ensure I was keeping up with her. “First, you don’t need to be concerned about money. I’m sure you’ve amassed quite a fortune in your past lives. I’ll find out where it is and return it to you. Working for the man is something we don’t do.”

I nodded, thinking that was a bit too simple. I was learning to just go with it, though.

“Second, I’m gifting you this place,” Sammi said, “You alone, Tom. I believe you know what needs to be done. We’ll work out the details with my partners. They know you need some time to adapt but are excited to get this project off the ground.”

“A home for us,” I repeated.

“Yes,” she nodded, “a home, a place where we feel we belong. You will benefit from any profits this place makes. The lease for the next year has already been paid for, so don’t worry about P&L. You have a runway; make this a special place for us.”

“Who?” I asked, then added, “When will I meet them?”

“Oh, you will meet them soon, Tom.” she smiled at me, her eyes flashed, leaned closer, and inhaled my scent, “Until then, do you mind if we indulge?”

The effect on her was almost instantaneous, as she allowed herself to draw a deep inhalation of my pheromones. Her flesh flushed, and her nipples hardened under her top. Sammi was dressed in a simple dress that showed her cleavage, and her now stiff nipples made tight points in the sheer material.

She licked her lips as she watched me curiously. Uncrossing her legs to lean closer, she took another long breath, and I could now taste her arousal in the air.

“Are you... are you joking?” I asked.

This was a bit unsettling. Was this even allowed? Wasn’t she like my handler or something? My body didn’t care. My body started to react to her arousal.

She shook her head slowly as her hand rested on my thigh, then rose to run over my thickening cock, teasing her fingers along its circumference and licking her lips. She leaned closer to draw in another breath, then lightly exhaled against my cheek, her lips pressed against the edge of my mouth.

“What’s the matter?” she simpered, “You’re not worn out from your morning, are you?”

I smiled and leaned toward her, eager to indulge. Then my mind caught up with everything she’d said. I paused and stood up. I turned and walked past her to the rail at the edge of the patio, letting the breeze off the bay blow over my body and dissipate my pheromones.

“I’m going to exercise some self-control,” I smiled and turned back to Sammi.

“Good boy,” she grinned and stood beside me, close but not too close.

“Was that a test?” I asked.

“Not really,” she smiled, inhaling the harbor air, “I would enjoy a romp with you—very much. But I’m also very patient.” She reached and rubbed my forearm, then took my hand and pulled me closer to her. “We will be a good team, Tom,” she said softly, “I can tell you’re a good man, and that is what we need right now.”

She let her eyes drift along the harbor, the sailboats in the channel between the city and the peninsula across the bay. The sidewalks below were quiet. Many people were still deciding to stay clear of public spaces in the light of the pandemic.

“People need us, Tom.” Sammi sighed, “This isolation we are experiencing is devastating to the human soul. They need a lot more than a sex demon to become well.” She paused, looked at me, then leaned, rose on her toes, and lightly kissed my lips, “But you are an excellent start.”

She lowered her heels, leaned into me, and wrapped her arms around me.

“So we will welcome humans to join us in this venue?” I asked, still trying to form the concept she already understood quickly.

“Of course,” she said, looking at me curiously. “Practicing magic with fae creatures alone is draining. It consumes but doesn’t feed. Humans need some of our magic and love, and we need little bits of their soul and energy.”

She blinked slowly, remembering something, and then checked the expensive watch on her wrist. She looked up like some people might do when doing math.

“You need to go home,” she said, snapping her head, “And remember to open some windows. I’ll contact you tomorrow.”

With that, the air around us buzzed, and she was gone in a glimmer of light. I blinked and waved my hands through the space her physical form had just occupied and felt nothing but the breeze from the harbor.

“What. The actual. Fuck.” I thought to myself.

I turned and walked back through the office. The door opened with a click just before I pushed through, then locked behind me with a resounding clunk.

“I need to get that app,” I reminded myself, knowing I’d locked myself out of the location.

After a quick pause waiting for the elevator, I entered and pressed the button to the parking level and my car.

All the while, I recalled the tone of her voice. It felt urgent like something was wrong like she’d forgotten something important. Then I remembered her statement about opening windows and connected an earlier aside about “that poor girl.
 ”

“Trish!”

TOM'S APARTMENT

I finally connected the dots and hurried to my car to speed back to my apartment. I parked and took the stairs two at a time, rushing into my apartment and leaving the door open as I ran inside.

“Trish?” I called out, blinking as my eyes adjusted to the dimmer light of our apartment.

I inhaled, it smelled like sex to me, and I heard moans coming from Trish’s bedroom. I opened up the windows in the living room, turned the ceiling fans on high, to move some of the air around, and slid inside Trish’s room.

Trish was naked in bed, her hand shoving a rabbit vibrator in and out of her pussy, as she moaned. Her eyes blinked at me as she continued to pleasure herself, one hand pinching a nipple hard.

“Oh fuck, Tom,” she cried, “what have you done to me? I can’t stop… I need…”

I slid to the side of the room to open a window, but the effect of her actions was already having an impact on me. My cock was stiffening uncomfortably down the leg of my boxers. I tried to adjust it nonchalantly. But Trish’s eyes zeroed into bulge and she shifted and crawled over the bed towards me, abandoning the vibrator.

“What’s the matt...” I heard from Trish’s doorway.

I looked and saw Tiff at the entrance, in a bikini top and cut-off shorts. She inhaled, and the stale pheromones’ effect hung in the air like a dank cloud. The old concentrated air was now mixing with fresh pheromones flowing from my flesh from the arousal I felt from the sexual energy billowing from Trish’s form as she masturbated frantically.

I saw Tiff’s nipples harden into a point under the stretched bikini of her top. “Ohh fuckkkk…” Tiff trembled, her hand went to her breast, the other cupping the crotch of her skimpy cutoffs. Her thighs shifted, clenching around her hand as she sank to her knees.

I stepped back against the window, the air blowing in had little effect as the breeze mixed my new pheromones into a current that flowed over the two hyper-aroused females. I looked at Trish, who had reached the edge of the bed, now lowered to the ground on her knees, and was reaching for my waistband. She quickly had my slacks and boxers halfway down my thigh and was rubbing her cheek against my rigid erection.

I growled as I felt another wave of her fresh arousal feed me energy. I looked down to see a stream of pre-cum slide down her cheek, as she inhaled and closed her eyes.

“Oh fuck yes,” Trish ran her tongue over my foreskin and pressed it back so she could lap the pre-cum streaming from the tip of my engorged cock head.

Which was also surprising, as I’d never leaked pre-cum so profusely.

I brushed her hair from her face so I could watch as she lapped and sucked at my cock head.

“Has it fucking grown?” She gurgled, eyes flashing to me in amazement, taking in my steely staff.

By this time, Tiff had crawled over, her bare tits exposed and her nipples rigid. Her bikini top was discarded at the entry to Trish’s room. She was shifting her hips to push down her denim cut-offs, looking up at my looming erection. Her nostrils flared and her eyes widened as she watched my crown emerge from Trish’s lips.

“It does look bigger,” Tiff breathed as she looked at Tricia with a raised eyebrow.

Tricia licked her lips, spreading my pre-cum and savoring the taste, then steered my rod towards Tiff’s open mouth. I watched, mesmerized as they shared licking and sucking my crown. It was
 larger. Both had to stretch their mouths to capture the entire head. I shuddered as Trish stroked up and down the shaft. I was speechless at the touch and recognized three additional inches to my length.

“That explains the pre-cum
 ” I thought to myself as my mind leaped forward and thought of stuffing my new monster into either of the sexy girls, tight cunts.

Tiff groaned as she swirled her tongue and pulled away from the crown.

“Fuck, he even tastes better, she simpered.”

I looked down at the entranced pair of girls, banished my thoughts of fleeing, and embraced the idea of indulging. I pushed my slacks and boxers down and kicked off my shoes. I pulled off my shirt and revealed my chiseled chest and abdomen. My flesh had darkened, accentuating my lean musculature. How much more was my body going to change?

I stepped past them and slid back onto Trish’s bed. I felt how damp her sheets were on my back as I stretched. I looked at the two naked beauties and patted the bed.

“Trish, this is Tiff,” I said as I invited them both onto Trish’s bed.

They smiled at each other, then back at me. I didn’t need to explain that I had fucked both of them this morning. That revelation was already known by how they had responded. They both crawled onto the bed without a hint of jealousy or possessiveness.

Tiff crawled to my cock, and started to suck it deeply into her mouth, her head descending to see how much of my length she could take. My head tossed back when I felt my crown press into the tight opening of her throat. Then rolled around to watch her hungrily worship my cock.

Trish slid forward, leaning to kiss me, her breasts pillowed into my chest. I focused on her, combed my fingers through her brown curls, and tightened my grip. I pulled her into a full kiss and thrust my tongue into her mouth with a growl. My other hand ran down her side to her ass, squeezing it, then curled along her side and down between her thighs to finger her dripping cunt.

“Fuck Tom,” She moaned, pulling from the kiss and looking at me. “Even your fingers feel bigger.”

She pressed her bottom back to drive my digits into her tight opening. Her eyes were bright, and her flesh flushed with excitement. She had become energized as my arousal grew, and she inhaled my pheromones.

I felt Tiff’s fingers stroking my shaft, deciding to dedicate her oral efforts to delighting my head and foreskin and lapping up my rivers of pre-cum, and spreading the slick juice over my shaft. They both seemed much more active than when we first started—a hunger growing in their eyes.

With my free hand, I embraced Trish, drawing her back into a deep kiss. My hand ran over her bare flesh, then pulled around to cup her breast. My palm filled with her pliant flesh, and she squealed as my fingers gripped firmly.

I pulled back and looked at her, then dropped my hand to grip her thigh and pulled it up. The motion twisted her torso as I spun her over my head. She kissed down my chest and then enjoyed kissing and licking my rippled abdomen. I spread her thighs and pulled her fragrant and dripping cunt to my mouth. My hands clenched her ass to hold her to me, as my tongue flicked between her lips and explored every fold.

She moaned and I felt her hand join Tiff’s hand on my cock. I felt Tiff shift back, and then Trish’s mouth was covering my cock as she moaned in rapture and lapped up my streaming pre-cum.

I felt the bed shift and heard some murmured words as Trish pulled my cock from her mouth. She held it steady as I felt Tiff’s feet against my hips. I lifted my hips as Trish directed my cock to run its head over Tiff’s slick labia.

I gripped Trish’s hips and pressed her up so I could raise my head to watch. I saw Tiff’s face as my cock head notched into her cunt. Her eyes widened as she slowly dropped, ground her hips, rose, then fell again. I moaned out as I felt my cock drive into her tight cunt, then pulled Trish back towards me and pressed my mouth back into her cunt to lap at her clit.

I felt Trish press her hands down to arch up, her weight shifting forward. I imagined her suckling Tiff’s pierced nipple as I felt her hand lift from my hip. I sensed her fingers were rubbing Tiff’s clit as I felt Tiff’s athletic body grind forward, seeking the contact of her new friend’s fingers as she rose up and down on my steely erection.

Then I felt Trish shift, as I pressed my tongue into her tight opening, swirling the tip of my tongue and curling into her g-spot. She rose, then arched back towards the headboard, allowing me to shift and press two fingers inside her. I lowered my gaze to find Tiff staring at me, her mouth open as she leaned forward and moaned into my lips.

“Fuck, you are huge!” Tiff panted as she rode, pressing forward to kiss me before rolling back to drive as much of my cock into her tight cunt,

“I’m gonna….” Then Tiff just vibrated, her cunt clamping on my cock, her insides spasmed, and she coated my shaft and balls with a river of girl cum. Before rolling off to one side and curling into a fetal ball.

I gripped Trish’s hips and pressed, pushing her up as I rose and twisted. I let her down on her pillows, flipped her over onto her belly, and gripped her ass. She shifted towards me, her ass lifting to present her sex to me as it leaked in streaks down her thighs.

“Come here,” I growled, pulling her hips back and crabbing forward.

I pulled one hand back to grip my shaft, slick with Tiff’s copious cum. I pulled back my foreskin and pressed my bare crown into her folds. I slid my knob up and down to coat her engorged labia with my pre-cum. I leaned forward and notched my swollen tip against her opening, then thrust firmly, driving her forward into her pillows.

“OHFUCKTOM” Trish babbled. “YES FUCK, FUCK ME, STUPID!” Trish pleaded, unaware the windows were open.

I was beyond caring and leaned forward to grab a handful of hair. I tugged to the side, craning her neck as I lowered and breathed hotly into her ear. “You’re fucking mine,” I grunted as my hips slammed into her; an onslaught of thrusts rocked her body, making the whole bed creak and shake. I looked into her eyes as I licked her shoulder. Her face was mere inches from me and wrenched with a deep lust in her features.

“Yes, fuck, yes,” Trish muttered in a stream of words, her hips pressing into each of my hard thrusts., “Yours, yes. Fuck, don’t stop, fuck… Make me cum. Make me cum…Oh fuck I need to CUM!”

I licked her shoulder, bared my fangs, and bit into her flesh. I sealed my lips around her skin and felt my venom release into her flesh. Then she seized up and shook, her cunt clamping down around my thick shaft and rivers of her cum shooting out as my cock flexed back deep inside, and I arched back.

My orgasm overcame me, pumping what felt like buckets of cum deep inside her. I licked my lips and tasted my venom, then saw her eyes roll back so only the whites of her eyes appeared and her entire body stiffened and vibrated.

“Wait. Fangs? Venom?” I thought to myself, “What the fuck….” I growled, leaned down to check Trish’s pulse, and felt her breath on my cheek.

“That was an impressive fuck, indeed.” A sultry voice drifted in from the door to Trisha’s room, “You really should keep your windows closed.”

Then I watched as Desiree stepped towards me, kicking her pile of clothes behind her as she crept onto the bed. She inhaled deeply as she leaned into me, kissing my chest. Her hand dropped to stroke my cock, as she looked into my eyes.

“I hope you saved some for me,” Desiree simpered, “and god, you do smell good.”

With a toss of her head, Desiree’s dreadlocks fanned out then she was sucking the last remnants of my cum from my cock head.

“Fuck,” Desiree moaned at the taste, and looked at Tiff, “It is
 bigger than Jake’s.

I looked down at the unconscious and shuddering form of Trish. It looked like she was having a seizure as bubbled drool oozed out of her mouth. I blinked and looked then down at Desiree, sucking hungrily at the tip of my cock.

I pushed her away.

“Wait,” I growled, “Wait a goddamn minute.”





OceanofPDF.com









CHAPTER
 4











TOM’S APARTMENT - TRISH’S ROOM


I pushed
 Desiree away from my leaking cock head.

“Wait,” I growled, “wait a goddamn minute.”

My eyes looked around wildly.

Trish was passed out, her body shaking, and her eyes rolled up so I could see the whites.

Tiff shifted to her knees, looking at me, then at Trish.

Desiree backed away from me, lifting her eyes to mine, then down to the shuddering form of Trish on the bed.

“Fuck Tom,” Desiree cursed, “what did you do?”

“Wait,” I said in confusion, “how do you know my name?”

I recalled the last time I saw Desiree was through Tiff’s eyes. I had shifted into Tiff’s form this morning after we had the most delicious fuck. Then I walked around the building to Desiree’s apartment. I had shape-shifted into Tiff’s body, mind you. Then I enjoyed a decadent threesome with Desiree and her husband Jake, but I’d never seen her before or introduced myself as Tom.

Desiree just stared at me for a moment, then rolled her eyes.

She looked over at Tiff, looking back and forth at Desiree and me with shock in her eyes. I didn’t know if they were already friends, but Tiff seemed comfortable and familiar with this new person barging into my roommate’s bedroom.

“Check on Trish,” Desiree directed Tiff, “might be venom.”

Desiree put her hand on her hip and looked at me as Tiff hurriedly followed her direction.

“Do you think we’d let a newly reborn incubus operate unsupervised among the mundane?”

“Wait, what?” I asked.

Jake ducked through the door frame and into Trish’s room, “What’s the problem, De?” he said.

Then he noticed me and held out his hand, “Jake, ogre.”

“Um, Tom…” I stammered.

This was even more confusing, but I gripped his hand in mine.

“He probably bit her,” Desiree said, tilting her head at me with a roll of her eyes, “I think she’ll be fine, but we may need special help.”

Jake squeezed my hand, “Damn, Tom, you do like it fast, don’t you,”

Jake then slid up beside Tiff and started to examine Trish. At least she had stopped seizing and was breathing normally. I looked over Desiree, looking up with one hand on her hip, tapping her manicured nail on her bottom lip.

“Concentrate, Tom,” she said, “I know you must be a bit upset, but this is important. One fang or two?”

“Um, two,” I said. I ran my hand through my hair as I thought back. “Both fangs and I felt a jet of the venom stream into where I bit her.”

“Hmmm,” Desiree thought to herself.

The room was bathed in a flash of light, and then Sammi appeared. I suppose she was too important for doors.

“Is the apartment door closed, Jake?” Sammi looked impatient but got a quick nod from Jake. Then he leaned into Trish and put his ear to her chest.

“Good,” Sammi said. She turned to Desiree, “De, can you ensure that Trish is cared for? You might want to take you four to the Enclave for now.”

“Certainly, Sammi,” De said.

Desiree started chanting and waving her arms. Magic swirled from her fingertips as her eyes rolled back into her head. Then with a pulse like a bubble expanding, the four others glowed and flashed out of the room, and the bubble popped. I blinked and shook my head, then looked over at Sammi.

“This is my fault, Tom,” Sammi turned on her heel to head out of my room. “Take a quick shower and dress, please. I know my way around.”

I shook my head. My thoughts filled with shock, frustration, and fear. I was also floating on a wave of euphoria along with those negative feelings. I felt alive and energized. It also felt strangely familiar for all the craziness I had gone through. At the same time, my mundane worries of job, career, and money were fading, even as my control over those seemingly essential things was slipping.

I decided to trust what Sammi was telling me, and washed up quickly in the shower, then dressed in my new clothes, and returned to the living room. I saw Sammi pacing in the kitchen, opening cupboards and looking for something.

“Don’t you have any liquor?” She smiled at my return.

“I have a few bottles in the pantry,” I said, “over at the end.”

She leaned into that and then plucked out a bottle, one at a time until she settled on a half-filled bottle of vodka.

“I’m not wanting to have a drink,” I said, imagining she wanted to settle my nerves over a few shots of Stoli.

“Oh, we’re not going to drink this,” Sammi said and smiled.

I blinked at her as she started stuffing what appeared to be a strip of one of my sheets into the mouth of the bottle.

“Is that my….” I started. Then closed my mouth and turned back to my room.

“You don’t have any real treasures do you?” She finished stuffing the linen into the mouth of the bottle.

“Um… no?” I replied.

She started opening up drawers, and I noticed that she had opened up any remaining windows, and I felt a light cross-breeze through the apartment.

“Lighter?” she asked, looking up at me.

“In the drawer, just next to the dishwasher,” I answered automatically.

She tugged it open and lifted a lighter triumphantly.

“Great, you may want to head towards the door.”

She flicked the wheel, then held the flame under the end of the combustible material until it caught. It started to burn slowly. She grabbed a bottle of tequila from the cupboard and tossed it out into the living room, where it shattered and sprayed flammable liquid over my sofa and rug. She then took my hand and led me out.

“We’re going to leave your car, Tom,” she said, as she smiled, “say goodbye to your old life.”

THE ENCLAVE

I felt a flash of heat as the vodka bottle erupted inside my door. I ducked forward then suddenly, the world vanished. We pulsed for a second then the world reappeared in a clearing of a deep green forest.

“Wait,” I stopped suddenly, “Fuck Sammi, what about Trish? That was her apartment too.”

“Well,” Sammi started, “no, there is too much. I’ll need to sum up.”

“Do you always quote movies?” I asked, irritated.

“Trish is like you,” Sammi started, “she needed to be awoken, and now that you have done that chore for me, she will need a new life. Just like you.”

“This makes no fucking sense,” I cursed in frustration.

“Look, a reawakening needs to be planned and executed,” Sammi expressed as she tried to breathe patiently. “Your own was months in the planning, once we identified that you were fae.”

I blinked curiously, “You knew about me for that long?”

“Of course,” Sammie said, “you don’t think eternal beings recklessly go around infecting people with our venom without planning, do you? We are not children.”

I gritted my teeth, as apparently I was a child having bitten my roommate in a fit of lust.

“Tom,” she grabbed my hands in hers, “take a breath. You are proceeding much faster than we planned. You weren’t supposed to activate Trish for at least a week. Your growth rate is beyond what we anticipated, and we need to learn more about who you were.”

“Will Trish be okay?” I asked, “She was looking pretty bad.”

“She is fine, Tom, I promise you.” Sammi assured me, “Would you like to go see her before I take you to your new home?”

“Yes, I...” I swallowed a lump in my throat, “I didn’t want to hurt her.”

Sammi looked at me with a curious expression and a soft, caring smile, “You didn’t harm her at all, Tom. You’ve freed her.”

Sammi took my hand and led me through the brush and onto a well-kept path. I heard the sound of cars and traffic, but all around us were trees and bushes, with this well-kept path curving along broad lawns, illuminated in the darkness with lights on lamp posts.

“Where are we?” How far did we travel?

“Still in town, just in the Park,” she said without specifics.

I knew what she meant by the park and looked around as I recognized landmarks. She led me to one of the many buildings towards a pavilion, then steered me down a short path that deadened into a wall of the ornate renaissance-styled building.

“Um,” I said, confused, “I thought you were taking me to see Trish.”

“Well,” Sammi grinned flirtatiously and leaned into me, “I thought we could have a little rendezvous, just Moi et vous
 .”

I rolled my eyes, and she laughed and pulled on the lattice, causing part of the wall to recede, then the door slid open, revealing a passageway.

“Right this way,” Sammi said, pulling me inside, “Trish is having a bit of a rest, but you’ll be able to see she’s just fine.”

We continued through the passages and turned into a nook. The decor was very homey, with lots of plants and natural effects, and the sound of water rippled through speakers. Trish was curled into a nest-like bed and sleeping.

The flesh of her peaceful face was a few shades darker, and her pointed ears were poking through her hair. Little antennae were also sprouting from her scalp, and her delicate wings were coming in nicely.

“Wait, what?” I thought to myself. Nothing about the scene was expected, but my mind was treating it as usual. I suddenly felt exhausted and had no place to sleep or home to go to. I sighed loudly.

“What’s the matter, Tom?” Sammi asked with a hint of concern.

“I’m a bit overwhelmed,” I answered, “everything here seems normal and simultaneously completely fucking insane.”

She nodded softly, letting me continue.

“Trish looks completely at peace,” I said. “Exactly, as I would expect a reborn brùnaidh should look.” I paused and looked at her for a moment. “And I don’t even know what a FUCKING BRÙNAIDH IS!” I growled.

“Well, it’s another name for a brownie Tom,” Sammi explained with a grin. She shook her head slowly and placed her hand on my chest, which calmed me as she looked at me earnestly. “You’ve had a hectic day, and getting good rest is part of the process. Let’s find you a place here for the night.”

“Why here?” I asked, “Beside the fact that my apartment is a smoking ruin?”

“You need to be supervised, Tom,” she said, “we only set up one place for you. We wouldn’t be responsible if we left a blooming incubus in a hotel. People here can help you and keep you out of trouble.”

“So I’m a menace? A monster?” I asked, looking at the floor.

“Not at all, Tom,” she said and held her hand to my cheek, “It’s only been a day. You have so much more to remember—to relearn.” Sammi continued, “You will be magnificent once the process is complete.”

She took my hand and strode down the hall. She passed a huge purplish ogre bull and waved down the aisle.

“Can I use 12, Ozug?” she called, continuing down the hallway.

“No, that’s taken,” Ozug rumbled, “You can put him in 9, anything special?”

“Nope,” Sammi said, “Just for the night. I’ll come to get him tomorrow.”

“You’re the boss, Sammi,” said Ozug, paging through his magazine.

She opened the door and led me in while I was still looking at the hulking ogre and then back at Sammi’s small delicate form. Then I was in a hotel room—for all intents and purposes. She turned me around to face her and looked up at me calmly.

“Strip, Sleep,” she said. “In that order. No questions, no discussions, no complaints. I’ll fetch you in the morning.” She raised one eyebrow waiting until I nodded.

“Yes, ma’am.” I slurred, already feeling the fatigue set in,

Sammi covered her nose and mouth, then, with a nod, vanished. It was only then that I noticed the fog in the room and inhaled the sweet scent of violets. I stripped sluggishly, even removing my boxers. The last thing I felt was my face falling into the soft pillow before I fell asleep.

SAMMI - ENCLAVE

I leaned onto the counter, my feet dangling. My heels were hanging from my toes.

“How long will the tranq fog last?” I asked Ozug, my manicured fingers running over his muscled forearms.

“Twelve hours, just like you asked for,” Ozug said, attempting a grin.

An ogre’s smile could be interpreted as a lifelong malicious intent in fourteen different geographies, but I knew what he meant to convey. I leaned over and brushed my lips against his cheek.

“Thank you, love,” I simpered, giving a cute smile, “That will be perfect.”

I walked down the hall into the break area and started fixing myself a cup of tea as I processed the mess the day had become. I spied De and Jake sitting at one of the tables and walked to join them. De had shifted into her standard wood nymph form, her brown flesh glimmering under her bark and branches as she smiled at Jake. Jake had grown a bit as he relaxed in his more normal ogre form. His caste wasn’t as rustic as Ozug, but he was still an impressive figure. De smiled as I approached and tapped an empty chair in invitation.

“So…” I asked, “What happened? How did it get out of control?”

“Well, it was going just perfectly,” De grinned dreamily. “I was looking forward to another helping of Tom when he went and bit Trish about four days too soon.”

“Technically, it would have been the first helping,” I said with a look that reminded her that her first encounter was with Tom in Tiff’s body, “where is Tiff, anyway?” I asked, looking around.

“She just had to pee,” De said, “and yes, I gave up the game when I called him Tom. I’m sorry.”

“At that point,” I said, “it was moot. We needed to intervene anyway. Do be careful in the future, though.”

She nodded, and we waited for Tiff to return, and I sipped my tea. I went back through the basics of our plan. Tiff had moved in a few months ago. The apartments had been used for rebirth operations for a few months, and now we’d have to find another location.

Tiff was on station when we installed Trish in Tom’s apartment. After she had settled, De and Jake moved into the adjacent apartment. The coverage was perfect. Everything was going as planned until Tom’s bite.

Tiff slipped back into the room, the perfect picture of an Oceanid, more commonly referred to as a water nymph. She was from the ocean, though, so distinctly different from me. I smiled at her as she settled across from me.

“You drew the lucky straw, didn’t you?” I asked, which made her blush.

“Oh my god, you don’t even know!” Tiff enthused. Her beach slang was part of her regardless of form, “He was magnificent, and though I don’t often partake of the incubus dank, he was quite nice but very overpowering.”

“You ain’t lying,” De said, fanning herself, “That apartment will need fumigating.”

“It’s been taken care of,” I said, “Nuke it from the atmosphere; it’s the only way to be sure.”

“You watch too many movies,” Tiff tittered, “But yeah, he’s fiiine. I might need to get his number when he’s fully reborn.”

“What about Trish?” I asked, “I was only in his car for a few minutes trapped with him and was already feeling sorry for her. Was she okay this afternoon?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Tiff said, “by the time I was in the room, Tom was in full power mode, which made everything seem especially wonderful. She was enjoying herself right up to the time he bit her.”

“According to Tom, she got both barrels and a full shot.” De said, using the vernacular we’d developed as part of the Awakening Operations Team, “So she’ll go quickly through the transformation. I never know if a large dose is better or worse.”

I pressed my fingertips together and closed my eyes. The calculations for venom dosing are much like the three-body problem in physics, with lots of variables and moving objects. A full dose into little Trish was probably a bit excessive, but that meant she’d transition to a full-powered fae quicker. It was hard on the body, and she would probably need to go through some counseling to handle the withdrawal from too much magic too soon.

“You said you only gave Tom one?” De said, “did I remember that right?”

“Yes, barely—I just broke the skin and used a minimal dose.” I reported, “Given his size, I figured going slow would be a good idea. He has shot that idea to hell, though, hasn’t he.”

“Damn! Too right!” De continued, “He has all the numbers down. His shape-shifting was flawless.”

De looked at Tiff and licked her lips as she recalled the morning’s events.

“Yeah,” Jake agreed, “I have to admit I thought I was fucking you,” Jake looked wolfishly at Tiff, and she grinned a colossal smile.

“Well,” she blushed, “We might need to have a date then, letting her eyes drift over his huge muscles.”

I looked up at the TV and willed the volume to turn up. The image was of a fire, and the chyron crawl was reading “Ferocious Fire Fates Five Fatalities.” I admired the skillful alliteration before tuning into the report.



Reporter: It will be hours before the cause of the fire can be determined, and any remains won’t be recognizable until late tomorrow.

Reports say that the fire started in the middle of an intimate party of three and spread into the neighboring apartment.

When tragedy struck, the victims, two inhabitants, and one neighbor were trying to enjoy some of the relaxed social-distancing guidelines.

Fire investigators on the scene claim that alcohol may have been an inadvertent accelerant in the tragedy in this tight-knit neighborhood.

The apartment adjacent to the origin was also consumed. Authorities assume the married couple to have perished as well. Stay tuned for more information.





I paused and refocused on my team so that we could go over the next steps.

“Okay, we still need to plant the remains,” I said as I lowered the volume and looked at my team.

“Well, the intensity of the fire would make it like a crematorium,” De started, “ we just need to plant the skulls and ribs we stored from Vlad’s fuck up, then doctor the lab results to identify the correct people.”

“Do we still have sufficient materials to plant the evidence?” I asked, “I hated what Vlad did, but we can use his screw-up to make this airtight.”

“Vlad fucked up when he went off the wagon,” Jake mused, shaking his head, “One little taste of human blood, and those fucking vampires lose all sense of decency. But yes, we have what we need to plant into the ashes. It should be a quick operation.”

“And the apartment records?” I asked.

“Still in the name of their original inhabitants.” Tiff replied, “This sort of an op, no one notices. The paperwork and the number of bodies will match. The cops will go with the fire report. No one wants to do more work for themselves.”

“Okay,” I said, ”We can deal with anything else.”

I flipped through my phone and looked at my schedule. I nodded to my team, and they rose and departed; De swatted Tiff’s bottom as she waved goodbye. Tiff pushed on Jake's bottom and steered the hulking ogre off towards her quarters, and I grinned.

“At least someone is getting some,” I said, then closed my eyes when I remembered Tom’s scent.

A ROOM AT THE ENCLAVE

Tiff slipped beside Jake, her hair twisting into aqua knots as she took on her natural Oceanid form. Her flesh lost its human tone and cooled into a light aqua with delicate scales. Her hair morphed into a mix of dark aqua tendrils and green algae-like shoots braided together. Her blue eyes flashed as she looked up at the hulking beast she was leading to her room.

“Did you like fucking me?” Tiff’s voice chimed with the undertones of waves and waterfalls.

“Tom looked like you, Tiff,” Jake rumbled, his shoulder rippling as he stretched his arms outside Tiff’s door. “I’m ogre enough to say that I enjoyed fucking Tom when he looked like you.”

Tiff’s eyes sparkled as she opened the door and pushed Jake in, her shoulder pressed into his massive gluteus muscles. He stepped inside to let her feel like she had achieved a victory, then turned and dropped his arms to wrap around her thighs and lift her into his arms. They kissed deeply. Their libidos were on a high after their time on incubus babysitting duties.

“He was bigger the second time,” she recalled, “I had to stretch my mouth….”

She wrapped one arm around Jake’s neck and let her other hand drop-down. She reached under her bottom, and her fingers found the swelling shaft of Jake’s cock. Her tiny fist stretched to wrap around it and massage the large crown.

“Mmmmm, practically as big as you!” Tiff teased as she slipped through his hands to rest at Jake’s feet.

She knelt before Jake and looked up close at his real ogre cock. She felt like her eyes were crossing as she examined the shape. It was bigger than Tom’s, even the second go-round. Its appearance looks like cold stone, but she felt the raw heat of his flesh in her hand.

She opened her mouth and tried to suck in the crown, sucking his pre-cum and feeling it mix with her drool. His scent and taste made her mouth water, saying something for an Oceanid-type faerie. She slobbered all over his head and licked and spat on his shaft. Her hands curled and stroked Jake’s cock as she watched and felt it grow.

“Fuck!” Tiff exclaimed in amazement. “My tight little pussy is gonna love being stuffed with this monster.”

Jake laughed low, his dark fingers combing her tangled braids to watch her eyes. He let her play as he was in no hurry. He would enjoy fucking the real Tiff too. De was always a delightful fuck for a dryad, but he enjoyed variety, and the slippery touch of this Oceanid in heat made his cock ache in need.

Tiff lifted her hands to Jake’s chest and pressed lightly. Jake slid back onto the bed, laying on his back. Tiff followed, her hands still milking his shaft as she continued to crab forward. She rose and hovered, then settled her hot, slick cunt lips along Jake’s thick shaft, coating it with her slippery arousal.

“Are you ever gonna put it inside you,” Jake grinned as he kept his hips still, watching the nymph ride along his shaft, trembling when the swollen head pressed into her engorged clit.

“Mmmmm!” Tiff grinned and moaned, then rose.

Jake lowered his hips as Tiff’s fingers slid around the ridge of his cock head. She chuffed lightly as she ran the tip over her lips, then dropped her hips and felt him slide between them.

“Ooh fuck,” she groaned, “that is fucking huge. I feel you stretching me.”

“Goddamn, you’re wet,” Jake said as she slowly ground down, driving deeper.

“Water nymmmmmpffffffuck,” Tiff bragged with sparkling eyes, twisting her hips to screw down further.

She gyrated her hips as she lowered, then rose. It felt to Jake that his cock was enveloped in a strong whirlpool as her fluid motions milked his shaft. Her breaths became a series of moans and whimpers. He held her hips, then leaned forward to take one of her stiff nipples into his mouth. Jake lifted a large hand to grip a handful of her braided blue-green mane of hair and tugged her head back.

“Yes, oh fuck, Jakey,” Tiff pleaded, “suck my tit. Fuck my cunt. Take me, Jakey. I’m yours.”

“Hungry little nymph,” Jake growled. His hips drove up into her as she arched back, her body caught his firm grasp, “Cum for me, you slippery slut, just fucking cum.”

Her body heard his command and obeyed as her light aqua flesh stiffened and then rippled, her hips jerking. Her thighs clenched involuntarily as her cunt became tighter around Jake’s thrusting shaft, and her spending flowed down his shaft and covered his balls. She shrieked loudly. Jake pulled her head forward and kissed her deeply, silencing her as he grunted. His cock drove deep, pouring streams of his cum inside her.

He slumped back, his hips twitching. Tiff followed him down, sucking on his tongue. Her small hands found his chest and plucked at his firm nipples. She moaned as their bodies stilled, impaled on Jake’s monster dick. She pressed her cheek to his chest and rested. His fingers combed through her braided locks. They smiled as their eyes closed and faded into slumber.

SAMMI'S ENCLAVE ROOM

Sammi slid into her room and kicked off her mundane heels. She sighed, settled into the chair, and picked up the room service menu. The enclave didn’t have enough rooms for many guests, but because of Sammi’s work, she could secure a small room near her charges. The enclave had several services available for their Fae clientele, and Sammi scanned the menu looking for something.

“Just need to take the edge off,” she said as she unbuttoned her blouse.

She put down the menu and dialed the in-room phone. She peeled off her blouse and shifted out of her skirt as she listened to the phone ring on the other end. She had just undone her bra as the other end picked up.

“A number 14, please, room 23,” She sighed as she felt her breasts fall free from the bra cups, “As soon as you can, please. I have to be up early.”

Undressed, she allowed herself a small break, then inhaling, she pressed her faerie shape forward. She was the bays chief Nereid, a water nymph. All of the waterfronts were under her watchful eye. Her form shifted, and her tanned flesh became aqua blue tint. Her fingers became more slender, and the webbing between each finger betrayed her aquatic nature. Her hair turned green, and seaweed weaved between her locks. Her lips were a light coral, and her eyes remained a dazzling light aquamarine. She sighed and then relaxed on her back on the small bed.

She dialed a bedside control, and the bed shifted, into a shallow pool, that magically filled with the salty bay water. She felt herself float in the small nest-like hallow and stretched her toes, slightly swaying. The webbing between her toes stirred a cool current as she relaxed into her element.

Soon she felt a breeze upon her face, a faint buzzing sound filled the air, and she blinked her eyes. She smiled at the head pixie, a fae no more than two inches high that fluttered just over her face. A tingling of bells greeted her ears as the sprite conversed with her.

“The usual would be a delight, thank you. I may need a push at the end. I need to take the edge off after a day of babysitting that new incubus.”

More bells and tingles rose in the air as the host of pixies descended and began touching and massaging her light blue flesh.

“Oh yes, he does have that effect, doesn’t he,” Sammi sighed as she felt the feathery light touches.

Her nipples stiffened as the tiny faeries worked their magic. She arched in the shallow water to ensure the part of her that needed their tiny hands and fingers was above the water. She began to gently writhe as she let herself succumb to the mounting arousal. Their wings’ light touches and gentle air rushes made a compelling combination.

Suddenly she was there, her back arching, the heels of her feet pressed into the cool ceramic of her shallow pool. She pressed her chest up. Her thighs spread wide as she leaned into her peak, then with a shudder, she groaned out her delight, her flesh vibrating from the waves of orgasm.

“Mmmm, perfect, thank you.” Sammi hummed softly, closed her eyes, and sank into the water.

She slipped into sleep as the cacophony of tiny bells faded, and her room darkened into blackness.
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TOM'S ROOM AT THE ENCLAVE


I felt
 my foot hanging off the end of the bed. I growled, reached up with my hands, dug my talons into the mattress, and pulled myself up. I grunted as one of my horns hit the headboard. My foot still hung off the end of the bed.

I pulled my arms back, flattened my hands near my chest, and pressed. I added a full press of my wings, the leathery folds filled with air, and my chest rose from the bed. I pulled up my knees, causing my tail to swish through the air as I rested on my hands and knees.

My head was still cloudy from the gases that filled the room when Sammi disappeared. I shook my jaw back and forth, then lowered my foot to the ground and slid off the bed. I rose to stand up and felt my horns smack against the ceiling.

“Wait?” My thoughts were still a mess. I must be dreaming. “Horns, wings, what the actual fuck?”

I crouched and craned my neck slightly to the side to look in the mirror.

“Ah, That’s more like it,” I thought, admiring my dark burgundy flesh, my scales glinting in the morning light. I smiled, and my fangs glinted in the mirror. My horns weren’t long, just black points slightly curved from my bald burgundy skull. My red irises grew wide as I took in my glorious image.

“What the fuck am I?” I dropped my massive hand to my groin, wrapping my taloned fingers around my tumescent cock. I looked for the door to the bathroom. I needed to piss badly.

I squeezed one leg into the small room and aimed my enormous cock towards the bowl using my hand. The prehensile head shifted and seemed to sense where the stream would need to go. I released a torrent of piss that dead centered the bowl. I drained my bladder, shaking and pulling the foreskin back over the head before pulling my leg back out of the tiny bathroom.

“Don’t forget to close the lid,” Sammi’s voice was bright and cheerful.

I hadn’t seen her appear right behind me. Her fingers gripped my tail so it wouldn’t smack her face. I twisted, and the air flowing from my collapsing wings blew her hair back. I looked at her, and she looked at me, then down at my monstrous cock.

Sammi’s eyes widened in appreciation, “I knew you’d be glorious! You must have been a prince in your previous instance,”

“I can’t fit through a door, Sammi,” I complained.

My deep voice was both foreign and familiar. I growled, trying to turn enough to hide my phallus from her steady gaze.

Sammi inhaled, and her blush deepened. Then she looked into my red eyes, “Just think about the tailor and the clothes we bought for you. Then push that thought of that body to the front,”

Her tone implied it was as simple as buttering bread. She settled into a chair, crossing her legs at the knees and letting one of her heels dangle from her toe. Her eyes were still roaming over my massive burgundy form.

I was still coming to terms with how easily I accepted my glorious form as usual to me. I recalled the way my shape felt at the clothing store. Then, with a mental push, I felt myself shrink. Then I was standing in front of Sammi naked, my cock slowly deflating after my morning ablutions.

“That’s still very impressive!” Sammi gushed as she pulled her gaze away from my phallus and looked me in the eye.

“Ummm, Thank you? At least now I can fit through a door and get out of this room.” I reached for the door handle, and Sammi’s hand went to stop me.

“Clothes, Tom,” she reminded me, “if we are going out in the world, you’re still expected to wear clothes.”

“Right,” I looked around, then picked up the clothes I’d dumped unceremoniously on the floor before I passed out.

“Well, you are magnificently an incubus.” Sammi smiled, making small talk, “How did you like being in your normal form?”

“Aside from being stuck in this cramped space,” I had a time tucking my cock into my boxers but finally managed to get it out of her view. “I felt great. I’m not sure what the native female population will think of me, though. Don’t I look like something from a nightmare?”

“Well, now you know what an incubus looks like,” she simpered, her eyes still enjoying their circuits over my body, “ Can you understand why they thought incubi were sex demons?

I slipped my feet into my new loafers as I stood and smoothed my shirt and trousers. I smiled at my reflection and opened the door. I held it open for Sammi as she rose to her feet. She patted my ass as she slipped by into the corridor. I followed, and she looked back at me.

“Let’s go to your new place. However, I have a surprise for you first.”

“Really,” I drawled, “a surprise?” I did try not to sound sarcastic.

She pulled open a door, sunlight filtered in, and she waved me through to the slightly overcast morning, quite common in this locale. Then she closed the door and waved her hand, and the door slid into place and melded into the wall. She smiled as she passed by me as I waited, then turned back to look over her shoulder,

“Call it a present then,” she said cheerily.

She led me down the walking path at a swift pace, her high heels clicking on the pavement. The weather was warm, with a slight overcast. I knew from experience that the clouds would soon melt away, and the sun would appear. The afternoon would be clear blue skies until the sun dipped lower on the horizon setting up for a glorious sunset—the same as every day.

Sammi pointed to the parking lot, “There it is, see it?”

My eyes landed on a brand new maroon convertible with the top down, highlighted by a ray of sun peaking through the clouds causing it to gleam. I blinked and rubbed my eyes, thinking of pinching myself, as I never really felt I had ever awoke from a bizarre dream.

“That’s too much!” I said, shaking my head.

Sammi opened the driver’s side door and dangled the keys—the electronic fob. I took the keychain, slid it into my pocket, and dropped it into the driver’s seat. Sammie smiled at me, then hurried to the passenger side and slipped into her seat.

“A little makeup gift for torching your apartment.” She explained cheerily, like immolating my old life was as common as picking up a newspaper. She handed me a new phone, the latest model, “Another necessity for your new life. I’ve already installed the digital lock app on it,” then she told me the code number.

I started the car with a push button, connecting to the fob in my pocket. The electronics verified that the owner was in the car, and the engine roared to life. I smiled at the console filled with the latest screens and electronics.

“I am amazed,” I said, “but I still don’t have any money, and where should I go?”

“Oh, right!” Sammi said, opened her handbag, and then handed me a leather wallet, “A thousand dollars in cash —small bills. That should hold you over until we complete your new identity. The driver’s license is charmed so that you won’t be without a license.”

I tilted my head and took the wallet, flipping through the bills and pulling out the driver’s license. My face looked like my face, and everything seemed normal. Except for the name on the license now read, “Rick” also has an entirely different last name.

“Rick?” I asked, “Is that the best you could come up with?”

“We can figure out something else, if you’d like, T.. Rick.” She smiled her dazzling grin, “Remember we had to adjust the plan after you bit poor Trish so we can consider this temporary.”

“How is Trish?” I folded up the slim wallet and slid it into my back pocket before putting on my seatbelt.

“She is excellent, still resting,” she hummed and looked around as I drove through the park, “Now, head down towards the harbor. We have a building down near the Marina district.”

FAIRVIEW APARTMENTS - RICK'S NEW PLACE

I followed her directions, driving west out of the park, then turning south to return to the harbor. It was in the general direction of the new building where we met the day before. I recognized that I should give it a name, but my mind was too filled with other thoughts to focus on the new venue. Sammi directed me into a small residential district just off the Marina district. She pointed me into a below-ground parking garage for an apartment building, and I turned into the parking spot she indicated.

“This is your spot, Rick,” Sammie said.

Sometimes, how Sammie explained things felt like she was talking to a kindergartner. I did appreciate, however, that she was breaking things down less cryptically.

“This new apartment is in your new name. Fae interests own this building, so please don’t make me torch the place. Remember to keep windows open and the fans on.”

She leaned into me and inhaled, “Still very nice, but not as strong today.”

She closed her eyes, and a flush rose in her chest. She stopped, shook her head, her blonde curls sweeping, and then leaned over to kiss my cheek.

“C’mon, let’s go upstairs.” She slipped out of my convertible.

I followed her, clicking the button to lock the car, even though I kept the top down. The elevator doors were already open, and we stepped inside. She looked at me and tapped her bottom lip.

“Rick, I think you’ll find today a bit more fun!” she said with a grin. “We have arranged for you to meet some new friends—entirely human and not another setup with my Ops team.”

“Do you think that’s a good idea,” I asked soberly, “I feel a lot more like myself, uhh, I mean my real self, not like Tom. But I’m still getting adjusted.”

It wasn’t apparent because I was myself, but different. It was like I was wearing some fake skin over myself. It felt normal and also—not typical.

“We will be near,” she smiled, “Fae monitors the building, and the rooms are also monitored. The safety of humans nearby is paramount. We do think you’re ready. We know you need to keep your energy up. Nothing worse than a starving incubus—well, maybe a vampire.” Sammie babbled in her cute stream of thought that was starting to be endearing.

“I trust you, Sammi,” I said, “though I wish you’d trust me with a little more information.”

We got off the elevator, and she turned to face the first apartment. She looked at the number and then over at me.

“Take out your phone, Rick,” she said, “and find the digital lock app; these are the Fairview Apartments,”

I unlocked my phone and found the right app. I clicked on the listing for Fairview Apartments. She was leaning close, watching, then she told me my code.

I tapped out the numbers, and the door lock clicked open. I turned the handle and walked inside. The apartment was a bi-level with high ceilings. The main living space was open to the top of the apartment, and a half-wall extended along the second story.

“Your bedroom loft is upstairs. Everything else you need is down here.” Sammi had the charm of a property realtor as she gave me a tour, “Kitchen, Television, Large leather sofa. We made sure to get the largest bed we could for you. The upstairs ceilings are still vaulted, so you should be able to relax in your normal form.”

I grinned and then pushed out my usual form, her slight form shrunk as I grew. I looked up and then down at her and winked. I pressed up with a thrust of my wings. I rose into the air, my taloned hands gripping the edge of the railing along the half-wall. With a pull with my arms and a twist of my hips, I dropped into the loft. I stood quickly and then spread my wings, meeting no resistance.

The room flashed, then Sammi was standing in front of me. A mischievous look in her eye. Scanning my scaled maroon flesh and broad wings, then down to take in my swelling phallus. Her eyes widened as she inhaled my scent, causing her nipples to harden and press into her blouse.

“You will want to get some appropriate shorts or at least a collection of loincloths,” Sammie’s matter-of-fact voice began to fade, and her eyes lost focus, my scent overwhelming her.

I looked down and nodded, “Perhaps you're right.” I shifted back to my human form, still wearing the clothes I was when we arrived. “That is probably best.”

Sammie sighed with a tinge of resignation as her eyes regained focus.

In my standard human form, I realized my pheromones were returning to normal, and I could feel the sexual energy drop and stabilize. Sammi leaned over the railing next to me, took some deep breaths, and smiled.

“I think you should just concentrate on going slow, Rick,” her eyes holding mine seriously, “See how it feels to feed in this mundane form, how sustainable it will be. No need to call in the big guns right away.”

I smiled and then relaxed, already feeling more in control of myself. I could control how strongly I emitted pheromones and dialed it back to where they were at a minimum. The effect was just under the radar. Something that wouldn’t lead to females uncontrollably reaching for my cock. I had an innate sense that I could dial that up to higher levels without having to shift into my demonic form—a step in the right direction.

Sammi started to walk down the spiral staircase back to the first floor, and I followed her. I’d never be able to maneuver the tight ring in my demonic form, but it was an easy task for my human form. I paused to consider which of the two I should think was ‘normal.’

Sammi directed me to the kitchen counter and handed me a neatly bulleted list.

“This building is fae friendly,” she started, “not all residents are fae, but they all have—how to put it…an acceptance of the supernatural that makes them our allies.” She smiled and ran her finger down the list. “I’ve made some recommendations here,” she continued, “along with their apartment numbers. I’d like you to run down the list, introduce yourself as a new tenant, and make friends. You’ll need a few close ones.”

Sammi smiled and patted my hand as I scanned the list. “Remember that you need to spread your love and care for those you engage with.”

“Do they know I’m coming by?” I was starting to feel like some supernatural gigolo.

“They don’t even know you exist,” she smiled, “at least not yet. I think your reputation will soon spread as you meet and connect with everyone here.”

“So, I’m expected to fuck everyone on this list,” I asked, looking for clarity.

“Well...” Sammie paused in thought before looking up at me, “I think you are misunderstanding what I’m trying to help you with. I’m not telling you to do anything. This is not a to-do list. I don’t expect you to do anything but introduce yourself.”

I looked at her skeptically but nodded.

“To… I mean, Rick,” she continued, “this is your home, your city. Your past connections no longer exist. If an old friend saw you now, they would not recognize you. How you perceive your appearance is very different from how humans perceive your appearance.”

“Okay,” I said and hesitated for a moment, “run through that again.”

“Rick, the way you woke up this morning. That is the real you. That is your normal appearance.” She explained carefully, returning to school-teacher mode, then patted my chest. “This avatar you have chosen is a mirage, like a mask. To all the mundane, what mask you wear, or no mask will be how they view you.”

“So I am a monster,” I added with a nod of understanding.

“You are a glorious and powerful sexual being.” She corrected, wanting to put a positive spin on my mind about who I was, “Mundanes will see your magnificent form and shudder in fear from their lack of understanding. That doesn’t make you a monster. It just means they have no experience understanding what you are properly.”

I nodded as she continued to re-explain this to me.

“You can’t walk down the street in this world in your normal form,” Sammi said, “Remember pitchforks. Mundanes respond very inappropriately to things they do not understand.”

“I want to avoid the pitchforks,” I agreed.

“It’s more than that, though, Rick.” Sammi’s tone became serious. I could tell she cared for me, and what she was explaining was very important to her. “Remember, we are symbiotic. They may reject our appearance but still need our presence in their world. We need to interact with their reality carefully so as not to have them reject our influence. A total rejection of the Fae would destroy human civilization.”

“This is getting a bit too abstract,” I said, “but I get what you’re saying. Look like a human and interact like a human. If I do that, I can feed from the sexual activity I engage in, and the humans can enjoy the benefits of the magic I generate.”

“By George, I think he’s got it!” Sammie smiled.

“My Fair Lady, 1965,” I grinned.

“It was from Pygmalion in 1912, first,” Sammi winked, “but yes, you get me.”

“I’ll try to remember that,” I drawled, “you must have a lot of time to watch movies.”

“Oodles of time, unfortunately,” she grinned, “I’m just a simple Nereid. I don’t have a lot of complex needs. Watching movies helps me relate to our hosts, at least I hope it does.”

She straightened, looked back up at me, and tapped the list, “Anyway, think of this as a welcome list,” she said, “some friendly, safe people that you might enjoy meeting, that’s all—no obligations.”

I nodded, and she pulled out another sheet and slid it over the first list. It was a diagram of the apartment building. I noticed the same name—Fairview Apartments, and a logo on the garage entrance. Sammi tapped her finger on a little stylized fox icon near the edge of the letterhead.

“This icon,” Sammi explained, “you’ll see around town and businesses and locations known to be Fae friendly. Nothing stops you from frequenting other establishments, but these we know are safe. The rest of this is a map of this building. You may want to check out the gym facilities and the rooftop pool area.”

I nodded and picked up the map to look at it, and she straightened up and smoothed her skirt.

“Okay, well,” She smiled and touched my arm. “I’ll leave you to it. I still need to finish shopping and provisioning your new digs. I’ll get your tailored clothes and also get you some casual wear. Jeans, tee-shirt, shoes, gym wear, towels, and loin cloths….”

Her voice drifted off, her eyes lost focus, and she shook her head to snap back to attention.

“Anyway, lots to do! Enjoy!”She opened the door as ordinary people do and strode out of the room.
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RICK'S FAIRVIEW APARTMENT


After Sammi left,
 I walked down the hallway to look in the mirror. I wore comfortable khaki trousers, a golf shirt tucked into my pants, and a slim belt around my trim waist. I wore a pair of slip-on loafers. The same outfit I walked out of the tailor shop yesterday. I sniffed the shirt, recalling that it was also the outfit I was wearing just before my last encounter with Trish.

“Probably still has pheromones,” I grumbled.

I walked up the stairs, figuring I should get used to moving like a mundane. I opened the closet and sighed a sigh of frustration. The shelves were empty. As I stood there and tried to devise a plan B to walk around safely, the closet lit up in a glow. A pair of swim trunks, a stack of tee shirts and a couple of pairs of sneakers, and some flip-flop sandals appeared on the shelf. I picked up the yellow sticky note on top and read the letter in Sammi’s neat handwriting.



Rick, I thought you might need these. Xoxo S.





Another flash and a plastic hamper appeared beside the shelves with another sticky note.



Smelly clothes go here.♡





She’d drawn a little heart.

I started undressing and wondered how many more new things would appear with little sticky notes attached. I pulled on the swim trunks and a printed tee-shirt and slipped on the flip-flops.

Walking down the spiral staircase, I used my phone to snap a photo of the list of names and the map. I slipped the phone into my pocket and exited the apartment. The first number on the list was just a few doors down the hallway on the same floor. I felt good, but also a touch of weariness as I knocked on the door.










* * *



RICK MEETS HIS NEIGHBOR

After a moment, the door opened, and I smiled as I met eyes with the occupant. She was shorter than me, by about a foot, so I adjusted my eyes and looked down at her. Her dark black hair was pulled back into a ponytail, exposing a mocha-colored forehead. I lowered and saw her light brown eyes smile back into mine.

“Hello?” she asked.

Her head cocked slightly to the side as her eyes journeyed from my eyes down to my chest and further. I forced my eyes to bounce up from her chest, which was slight with promising curves.

“I’m Tuh…Rick,” I stammered, still getting used to the new name. “I just moved in down the hall.”

“Hello, Trick!” She smiled and offered her small hand with slim, nimble fingers. Her bangles jingled a musical tone, “I’m Aisha, I’m a graduate assistant at State, but I don’t have any classes today. Would you like to have some tea? I’m about to enjoy my mid-morning tea.”

“That would be wonderful,” I said, and Aisha held the door open for me to enter. “It’s just Rick, thank you.”

“I shall call you Trick.” She smiled and emitted a delightful giggle, “If that is okay, I love the sound of it on my tongue. Please make yourself comfortable.”

She directed me with another jingle of bangles as her arm extended towards her tiny living room and a sofa. I followed her direction, and she waited for me to sit, her hands clasped together at her waist.

“I shall now go prepare your tea,” she smiled, “I will be right in the kitchen. Would you like biscuits too?”

“Biscuits?” I asked, lifting a brow.

The pause allowed me to survey her shape as she smiled. She was slight in build. Her bust was small but still filled her simple tunic. I think that's what she was wearing. It was a simple design but had some intricate stitching along the hems of the top. It hung loosely but cut into an A-shape that fell below her waist. She wore leggings that revealed her trim shape, the bottom cuffs collecting in gentle folds around her ankles and bare feet.

“I believe you call them cookies here?” She saw my flip-flops, and her forehead creased in concern.

“My apologies, Trick,” She said in her musical voice, a British lilt to her Indian accent.

“Could you please leave your sandals by the door? I am sorry, I failed to ask earlier as you now appear quite comfortable.”

“Oh!” I stood back up, “No problem at all.”

I moved to slip my feet from my sandals, then carried them to the door and placed them on the tile.

“Thank you, Trick. I shall now prepare our tea.” Aisha smiled as she repeated her intentions and turned to walk to her kitchen.

I enjoyed the view of her walking away. Though her tunic covered the shape of her bottom, the way her hips moved as she walked was as mesmerizing as the musical jingles of her bangles at her wrist.

The aromas rising from her kitchen as she prepared the tea were strikingly different from anything I had experienced. Such a delicate array of scents seemed to invade my nostrils and coat my tongue as I relaxed into her environment. She had decorated simply with a few works of art on her wall, with candles arranged on a tiny little nook.

“So, Trick, what brings you here?” She peered at me over the counter with a smile.

“Um, starting over,” I figured the truth would be better than keeping track of lies. I felt odd. I didn’t want to lie, “I’m going through a change of ... jobs and everything associated with moving to a new city.”

“Oh, what do you do?” Aisha asked.

“I’m … a … Uhm.” I searched my thoughts, “I’m developing a new property. I think it will probably be like a club or a small venue. I hope it will be fun for a variety of people.”

“That sounds fascinating, Trick,” she smiled, “I shall have to come to see it when you are done.”

I decided she could call me Trick as much as she wanted. Her voice was delightful, and her attitude towards a stranger was refreshing from what I had experienced when I was mundane Tom.

“What are you studying at State?” I asked, “Why aren’t you living on campus.”

“Oh, I am a graduate student,” she said, “campus housing is only for undergraduates. I also like being downtown; many things are within walking distance.” Aisha answered my last question and then realized she left the first part unanswered, “I am studying history, with an emphasis on world religions. It is rather mundane and obscure. So many people expect me to be studying Engineering.”

“Where did you go to school for your degree,” I asked curiously.

Aisha smiled, collected a tray, and carried a pot of steeping tea, two cups, and some neatly arranged cookies. She came, set the tray on the table, and sat near me. She curled her legs underneath her as she looked at me.

“I have a degree in biology from Oxford,” she said. “Then disappointed my parents by not continuing to Medical School.”

“What made you change your mind?” I looked at her, then looked at the tea.

“I found that science did not adequately describe the world and all of its mysteries,” she said. “We will let the tea steep. It will be more strong then.”

“What type of mysteries?” I asked and nodded back at her.

She smiled and shifted closer, her mocha-brown hand settling on my forearm. She leaned closer and slowly stroked her fingers over my flesh, her bangles lightly jingling.

“Science does not adequately explain how a light touch can convey emotion and meaning,” she started.

Her close presence was undoubtedly affecting a specific part of my body. She smiled and inhaled slightly.

“Science does not adequately explain how an aroma can make your pulse race and your breath catch.’

She leaned closer to me, then her mouth parted. I leaned closer as she did. Aisha paused and hesitated. She grinned. She turned and leaned over to grab the teapot.

“Like this tea,” she chirped, looked over her shoulder, and smiled at me, adding a wink.

Aisha poured the tea into two cups, then lifted one in two hands and offered it to me.

“You’re teasing me,” I said, capturing her eyes as I took the cup.

“Not at all! This is tea, Trick,” She smiled at her humor and collected her cup, bringing the cup to her lips.

The tea was a creamy brown. I inhaled the aroma and recognized the flavor as chai. I tasted it, and the flavors that spread over my tongue were more decadent than any chai tea I’d get at a coffee shop.

“This is very good, Aisha. Thank you.” I said.

“Thank you, Trick,” she smiled.

Then she looked at me. Her eyes seemed to blur. She leaned closer again and inhaled through her nose for a moment. Her eyelashes fluttered as she blinked rapidly, and I sensed her flush. Then she smiled her enigmatic smile and looked at me.

“Try this,” she said, taking another sip, putting her cup down, leaning into me, and delicately kissing me. Her tongue slid along my bottom lip and then pressed inside. I opened my mouth, and her tongue slid over mine. The flavors of her tea mingled on her tongue. I learned to put my cup on the table, wrapped my arm around her lower back, and pulled her closer.

“Do not tease me, Trick,” she slowly broke the kiss, her forehead pressing lightly against mine.

“I don’t tease,” I whispered huskily.

I lowered my hands to the hem of her tunic and lifted it. She leaned and kissed me again as I pulled it up and exposed the mocha flesh of her abdomen. I let go of her top, and she finished removing it as my hands went to her bra. Her hands dropped to my tee-shirt, and we tangled together, eager to pull clothes off each other.

I pulled up her bra cups and exposed her dark brown nipples, stiff and crinkled with arousal. I lowered my mouth to envelop a stiff bud but paused as she pulled my t-shirt off. In the process, she shifted and straddled my hips. I ran my hands down the small of her back as my lips finally made contact with her nipples. She groaned and arched to press her small breasts into my stubbled jaw. Her hands pulled behind her to unsnap her bra, then untangle her arms from the straps.

My hands dropped to her bottom, squeezing through the sheer material of her leggings. She dropped her hands to my jaw, lifted my lips from her nipple, and kissed me deeply. She pressed her warm chest against my muscled pectorals and inhaled my scent. The arousal I felt must have activated my pheromones because she moaned in arousal.

“You smell most delicious, my Trick,” she chimed.

Her bangles chimed in my ear as her fingers combed through my hair. I slid my hands up, flattened my fingers against the small of her back, and pressed my fingers inside her leggings. She rolled her hips back to meet my grasp as she arched to keep her breasts pressed against me. Her stiff nipples rubbed against my broad chest as we couldn’t stop kissing. With our lips melded together, our tongues battled to taste each other. I growled, her hips pressing her firm bottom into my hands, and gripped firmly.

Aisha parted the kiss and panted, her light brown eyes looking at me in wonder. Her hands dropped down between us to cup my growing erection. Her eyes widened, revealing the whites of her eyes, as she inhaled through her open mouth. Her fingers traced the outline of my thickening cock.

“Is this for me?” Aisha’s voice slurred, almost drunk with desire.

I nodded, and she slipped down my lap and onto her knees. Her pert breasts slightly bounced as her fingers curled into the waistband of my swim trunks. I pressed my heels into her rug and lifted my hips. She tugged at my shorts, and my cock sprung free, the uncircumcised tip nodding before her glazed eyes.

She leaned and lapped at it, catching a pearl of pre-cum and pulling it into her open lips. Her brown eyes looked up at mine. She continued to lap at the tip as her hands removed my trunks, leaving me naked on her sofa. My cock pulsed, and her mouth opened. Her tongue extended to chase a stream of my pre-cum down the shaft, collected it, then licked up the length to savor the taste.

“You taste almost as good as you smell, Trick.” Aisha’s enigmatic smile was arousing as she savored the taste of my pre-cum in her mouth.

“Don’t tease me, Aisha,” I growled.

I combed my fingers along her gathered dark tresses to reach behind her head and pull her hair free from the bands. She shook her head, and her dark hair fell in a veil around my thighs. Her delicate fingers wrapped around my shaft and stroked to the tip. Her eyes looked up at me as she reversed direction at the top and peeled back my foreskin to reveal my swollen crown. Her mouth descended and sucked at the tip, her tongue sliding along the slit to gather more of my pre-cum as she moaned, savoring the flavor.

I became an observer and watched her as she worshiped my steely shaft. Her mouth sucked on the knob, her tongue confidently pressing into the frenulum as her fingers kept the foreskin peeled down. I trembled, and my hips pushed forward, seeking more of her mouth.

She dropped a hand to squeeze and milk my testicles, weighing them in her palm. Her other hand steadily stroked up and down, spreading the pre-cum and drool from her hungry attention to my crown down the length of my shaft.

I reached down, and my hands slid along her sides. Aisha looked at me lustfully as I pulled her to her feet. My hands dropped to her waist, and pushed her leggings down. She wriggled her hips, and I also captured her black thong panties. Soon they were at her ankles, her ankle bangles chiming. I pulled her towards me, my hands at her hips, and lowered my mouth to her mocha-brown abdomen. I licked at the simple ring through her navel, then lifted her as my mouth traveled down.

She spread her thighs apart with a gasp. I moved my hands to her firm buttocks and pulled her sex to my hungry mouth. She groaned as my lips met her dark labia. My tongue pressed in and cleaved between her lips, tasting her flavor and growling in hunger. My energy level escalated as I lapped at her sex, flicked my tongue over her clit, and pressed the hood back to attack the little bean directly.

Her hands drew along the side of my head as she pulled me into her. I felt her arch her back as I held her, her lower legs wrapping over my shoulders. Her heels pressed into my back, anchoring her arched form as I feasted on her succulent sex. I pressed my tongue into her tight opening as my nose teased her clit, licking up until I felt her tremble.

“Fuck, Trick,” She gushed, her shoulders rolling forward, “I need to feel your prick inside me.”

I lowered my hands, and she adjusted her legs, her dark flesh sliding down my chest. Her ankles slid along my spread thighs as my hands gripped her bottom and eased her lower. I felt my crown press against her thigh, and she puffed a soft breath along my cheek. She lowered a hand down, and her nimble fingers guided my shaft. She arched back as her eyes locked on mine, and she moved my cock to press my swollen crown against her nether lips.

I felt her press her knees into the sofa, and her hips gently shifted fore and aft. Her hands wrapped around my neck as she used her toned hips and abs to spread my leaking pre-cum over her labia. Her stamina and self-control were amazing as she nestled her cunt slowly onto my engorged head. I hissed as I felt her hips roll her tight opening in a circle.

“Just, fuck me,” I growled, “don’t tease me, Aisha.”

Aisha smiled and nodded, then, with a soft grunt, dropped her hips down, and I felt my cock spread her opening, feeling her stop, wriggle, then grind to take my cock deeper.

“Fffuck, Trick,” Aisha gushed, “your cock is gigantic. It stretches me so much. I have never been filled like this.”

Her eyes fluttered, trying to hold eye contact with me. She screwed her hips and ground fore and aft until I felt her bottom resting on my thighs. She paused and inhaled, and I felt her cunt clench around my shaft as she leaned forward and kissed me deeply. As we sunk into a deep passionate kiss, she lifted her hips and then rolled back down. She rode her tight sheath up and down my firm, thick rod and groaned into the kiss.

I held back the instinct to grab her and take over.

“Fuck, Aisha,” I growled, parting the kiss, my hands lowering to grip her firm buttocks, and guided her hips as she continued to grind in slow, steady strokes, “That feels so good, you’re so tight, the way your cunt clenches around my cock, is FUCK.”

We continued like that for countless minutes. She watched me with her light hypnotic eyes, and I was entranced. Her gentle continuous motion up and down my cock was like being stroked by a velvet glove. She tirelessly worked herself up and down my cock. She arched back and rolled her hip as my eyes dropped to watch my cock disappear into her pink folds. Then she pressed forward, her diamond-hard nipples pressing into my chest as she rode me like a horse—bangles at wrist and ankles adding music to her intimate dance.

Reaching a point of wanting more, I leaned into her and kissed her. I wrapped my arms around the small of her back, then leaned forward to a squat. I pressed up, my thighs driving, and lifted her into the air, still impaled on my cock. Her ankles wrapped around my waist as she panted and rolled her hips, continuing to squeeze me with her inner muscles and move her hips around my cock.

I twisted and lowered her to the sofa and laid her on her back. I settled down to my knees and pulled her hips to the edge of the cushion. I grabbed her hips and held her down, then thrust firmly forward till my balls slapped against her ass. I drew back and moved again, stroking in full deep strokes. She groaned and arched her back, hands lifting to her breasts and fingers trapping her nipples. I increased my pace, firing my hips to drive my cock deep.

My ever-streaming pre-cum and her full arousal had our juices dripping down her inner thighs. I moved my hands to the back of her knees, spread her legs apart, and pressed her knees back. I hammered my cock into her. She bucked and looked at me with lust-glazed eyes.

“Fuck me,” She chanted, her musical voice husky with lust and need, “Fuck this cunt, fuck me hard, take me… FUCK, fucking make me your whore.”

I growled as I heard her cursing and repeated her litany. I felt her cunt grip tighten, getting close to her edge, “You’re mine, my fuck toy whore. My little cock toy. You’ll live for my cock. You’ll dream of my cock… You can never get enough. Fuck!”

I dropped my hips, the angle of my cock driving my head into her g-spot. I pulled my hand from her knee and pushed down to press the heel of my hand into her mound, just above her clit. I leaned forward and felt her cunt collapse around my hard cock, impossibly tight. My other hand slapped one of her breasts.

Her eyes widened as she looked at me, then I felt her trip into bliss as her orgasm hit. I slid my hand up to her neck and held her down—one at her neck, the other holding her hips down. My hips blurred, and I rutted into her. I felt her trip again, crying out as her thighs clenched and her legs shook. Then it was a series of blissful crests as I rode her hard. Her eyes looked at me, then closed as her head tossed back again and again. She pressed her head forward, and I clenched, robbing her of oxygen as her flesh reddened.

Then I slammed deep into her, and my balls tightened as my cock pulsed and jets of cum billowed into her contracting womb. I roared as my hips bucked, each mini-thrust sending another torrent of cum. She shook under me, and I pulled my hand from her neck. I lowered over her and kissed her deeply. She shuddered and surrendered her lips to my deep kiss. My hips slowed, and I fell into her, wrapping her in my arms.

I wrapped her up tightly, then rose to stand, her ankles locked around my spine. She shuddered as I lowered myself back onto the couch. I held her to me until she relaxed and her breathing slowed. She shifted, and I felt my cock still deep inside her. Her eyes fluttered open, and she grinned lazily, drunk in her lust.

“Fuck,” Aisha said breathlessly, “Who are you?”

AISHA'S APARTMENT

I blinked and drew back, momentarily confused. Did Aisha forget who I was? Did my powers zap her brain? Was she about to scream rape?

“Um,” I stammered, “I’m Rick, the new neighbor.”

She tilted her head, then tossed her head back and giggled. Her lush dark locks fanned out as she pressed her hand into my chest.

“I know who you are, Trick,” her delightful giggle and the way she said my nickname made me break into a broad grin.

“I meant more; who the fuck are you, and where did you come from.” She leaned in and kissed me and groaned. She clenched her inner muscles and squeezed my cock inside her. Which made her shudder in her post-coital bliss.

“I mean, you show up, have some tea, then fuck me like a god,” Her tone returned, and she shook her head, “Little g.”

“Little g?” I asked.

“Not a GOD god, but …” She drifted off as another tremor went through her flesh. “I am Hindu—at least I was raised as one. We understand there are many gods.” Aisha paused and peered at me. “Are you one of those gods?”

Aisha’s eyes stared at me, and she asked that question in a serious tone.

“Uh…” I looked blankly at her.

“You’re not an avatar of Kama, are you?” She gushed and fluttered her eyelashes.

“Now you’re just fucking with me,” I said and smiled.

She pushed off me, and I felt my cock slip from her tight sheath. She cupped her sex and sighed, twisting to lie next to me so that her dark hair rested on my thigh.

“I almost had you, Trick,” She giggled again, delightfully. Her fingers slowly touched her sex, “I fear it will take a week for me to tighten back up.”

I cupped her bare breast and squeezed, “I hear that it doesn’t take that long,” I pulled on her taut dark brown nipple.

“Oh, you want to stretch it again?” She giggled.

“That’s not a bad idea,” I enjoyed how her coffee-toned flesh looked naked beside me.

“Well, we are neighbors,” she smiled, “you never know what may happen.”

She closed her eyes and just breathed, and I stretched my arms out and relaxed. I was supposed to be showing self-control. I shouldn’t just mindlessly fuck the first neighbor that invited me for tea.

Though I seriously liked that Chai.

I leaned forward and took a sip, then drank the rest of the cup. It had cooled down but still was very good.

“They say chai is good for your manhood.” As she flipped onto her belly, Aisha mused and reached her delicate fingers towards my deflated cock. She ran a finger along the base of my foreskin, and I twitched. My hand dropped and gripped a dark brown ass cheek, and swatted it, causing her to yelp, then my grip made her moan.

“You spoil me,” She leaned and licked the head of my cock, and purred as she enjoyed the taste. She then pushed up, walked towards the hall, looked back at me, and paused at the wall.

“Where were you going when you stopped to say hello, Trick?” Now Aisha was demure, her smile soft, waiting for an answer to her question.

“I was going to the pool, thinking I might swim,” I answered.

“Maybe I will join you after I have showered,” Aisha looked at me for a beat, “you may show yourself out.”

“I hope I’ll see you later?” I asked, slightly surprised at her sudden retreat.

“Oh, you shall!” Aisha called down the short hall. Then I heard her bedroom door close.

I got to my feet and found my swim trunks. That was a bit odd, I thought, a quick fuck. Then she was perfectly fine in disconnecting and carrying on with her day. I remembered that Sammi said I need to give a little back, not just draw energy from my hosts. I pulled a t-shirt over my chest, looked in the kitchen, and found a pad and pen.

I wrote Aisha a quick note and left my phone number. I honestly hoped she’d call. I felt I could learn from her.

ROOFTOP POOL - FAIRVIEW APARTMENTS

I slipped on my flip-flops and left her apartment, closing the door quietly. The hallway was empty, so I leaned against the wall and pulled out my phone. I pulled up the photo of the building map and oriented myself.

“Some fresh air would be a good idea,” I thought, “so would a dip in cool water.”

I looked at my phone and determined the direction of the elevator. The door opened when I arrived, and a cute freckled woman with short pixie red hair smiled at me. I nodded in greeting, then slid past her into the elevator and turned. She turned back to look at me, completing a full turn as she let her eyes wander. Then she lifted her hand and waved as the door slid closed.

“Wonder which apartment she was in?” I thought to myself.

I realized I had lost track of which day it was. I had to think hard to remember that I showed the new building to Sammi on Monday afternoon. I went home and fell asleep, then woke up to Trish sucking on my cock. I scrubbed through that memory and recalled meeting with Sammi and passing out in the cramped room. That meant that this was Wednesday unless I slept longer.

The doors opened, and I saw a locked gate to the swimming area. I pulled out my phone and looked at it. I wanted to facepalm when I read Wednesday printed right on the screen.

“Well,” I reckoned, ”women don’t like me for my brains anyway.”

I found the app, tapped out the digital lock code, and clicked the gate. I pushed myself in and looked around. The deck was empty, which made sense for a Wednesday morning. I knew it wasn’t lunchtime, but it wasn’t far off. I’d take a dip, dry off soaking in the sun, and then get a sandwich at the deli across the street.

I peeled off my t-shirt and laid it on the back of a chaise, then kicked off my sandals, and put my phone on top. I took two quick steps, then leaped into the air and curled into a cannonball.

I roared as my flesh hit the icy cold water. I morphed suddenly into my demonic form. My gigantic maroon form displaced more water and gushed a water geyser into the air. I sunk to the bottom of the pool and didn’t float to the top. I morphed so suddenly into the icy-cold shock it took me a few moments to realize that I was exposed.

“Good thing the deck was empty.” I thought, “I hate when my wings get wet.”

Realizing I looked like a naked demon, I carefully rose to the pool’s surface and looked around the patio area. It was still empty, and I realized that the water temperature might have something to do with an abandoned pool deck on a warm sunny day. I needed to dry my wings, so I crawled on the deck. I tried to keep low to the ground. I spread my wings wide, then shook them gently enough not to cause any lift.

I heard an intake of breath and looked and saw Aisha just outside the gate. Her eyes were wide with shock. Her mouth was opened. It looked like she was about to scream. I hurriedly pushed out my mundane form and held up a hand.

“Aisha,” I said, waving my hand. “It’s just me—Rick.”

She blinked, shook her head, cautiously entering the gate, and looked at me strangely.

“Trick!” Her voice was soft, almost a whisper, “I think you must have affected me. You looked like one of the avatars of my childhood tales!”

I tried to appear calm and not to draw any more attention to the morph and smiled.

“I was, uh, just drying off,” Then looked around for a towel.

She offered me a towel she had over her shoulder. She had dressed in a black one-piece swimsuit. She must have stepped into the invisible cloud of pheromones still lingering from my demonic form as she stepped closer. Her nipples hardened into points, and her mocha-brown flesh flushed. She blinked her eyes and wobbled on apparently weakened knees.

I took the offered towel, then wrapped my arms around her to steady her. My flesh was still dry, as was my suit since I had morphed instantly on contact with the water.

She looked at me oddly. Her irises dilated from the effects of my pheromones. Slowly they returned to normal as the pheromones dissipated in the wind. She felt my flesh, and a look of puzzlement crossed her features.

“Oh, sorry, Trick,” she took a step back and smiled at me, “I think I must have remembered our earlier encounter. I am confused, though. You are already dry.”

“Umm,” I stammered, trying to find some excuse, and was uncomfortable as I tried to explain. “I mean, I was looking for a towel after I was in the pool. Uhhh… Do we have to bring up our own.”

“I thought that I would, but….” She nodded, then pointed to a large sign with “TOWELS” and a rack of towels warming in the sun. “They have some over there for when we forget.”

“Ah, right,” I said, “new guy.”

She looked at me oddly and then smiled. She went to a chaise and laid out her towel. I ambled over to get a towel from the rack and lay it out on the same chaise I had laid my t-shirt. She sat then pivoted, lying out in the brightening sun. Her hair was still damp from her shower, and she relaxed, letting the sun heat her flesh.

I looked at the pool and decided I might test the water. I stood at the edge, then dipped in a toe. It didn’t seem near as icy as it was before.

“I hardly swim,” Aisha said, “the water is frigid. But I enjoy soaking in vitamin D.”

“Yeah, when I first came up, it was icy,” I lowered my foot, finding the temperature more bearable.

I shifted and lowered to sit on the edge and dangle my feet in the pool. It was warmer. I braved catastrophe and slipped into the pool. It was cool, not cold. I wondered to myself if my demonic form had warmed the water. I smiled over at Aisha, who was watching me with her customary smile.

“It’s a nice temperature, not too cold, not too hot,” I reported.

I pushed from the wall to tread water. Aisha shrugged and shifted to stand up, walking to the pool’s side. She dipped her foot in the pool first, then sat to put in both legs. She slipped into the pool and disappeared under the surface for a moment. She arose shortly after, water streaming down her black sheet of hair. She smiled at me and swam closer to me.

“It is quite nice... I wonder when they put in a heat….” Aisha’s words drifted off, and her eyes got a bit vacant. Her face started to flush, and she sighed deeply, making a soft moan. She reached for me, paddling efficiently.

“I don’t know what it is about you, Trick,” she grabbed me and pulled herself against me, “you seem to make me always horny.”

She kissed me deeply, her legs lifting around my hips. One of her hands around my neck pulled my mouth to hers. Her other hand dropped between our bodies and rubbed my cock. It was hardening as her fingers outlined the growing shape in my trunks.

I was confused as I purposefully tried not to emit any pheromones. Her intimate touches were making that hard in a few different ways. I kissed her deeply, my hand wrapping around the small of her back as she ground her crotch into the side of my hip.

As I tried to keep treading water while moving towards the shallow end, I put together the pieces. I had soaked this pool with my natural pheromones during my earlier dip. They had caused the temperature of the pool to rise. My descent had made the whole pool a vat of supercharged incubus pheromones, like adding tea leaves to the water.

My toes found purchase on the bottom of the pool, and I twisted to walk towards an edge as Aisha continued to stroke my cock to full attention. She moaned into my mouth and pressed her breasts against me, rubbing her stiff nipples against my chest through her swimsuit top. Her hand slipped inside the waistband of my shorts and pushed my foreskin back.

I growled as I found the edge of the pool. By this time, the water was mid-thigh to me, and waves were swirling around Aisha’s bottom. I lifted her to sit on the edge of the pool. She looked at me with lust-filled eyes as she parted the kiss. I grabbed her ankles and spread her legs apart, then lowered my mouth to kiss the top of her mound through her suit.

“Fuck!” Aisha ground her hips into me, “We are outside.”

Her tone was off as if suddenly she was aware of where we were, and perhaps we should not be doing what we both separately wanted to do.

I gripped the crotch of her swimsuit and tugged the gusset to the side, revealing her mocha flesh and dark black bush. My mouth pressed inside and sucked at her engorged labia, then cleaved my tongue between them, tasting her extreme arousal. She huffed as she leaned to comb her fingers behind my head and pressed me to her sex. I looked up while I was licking her to capture her eyes. Her hips bucked, her head tossed back, and I felt her cunt clench under my tongue.

I tugged her swimsuit more, exposing more of her sex, and pressed two of my fingers inside, curling up to push into her g-spot. She ground her hips into me as I milked the sensitive spot. My tongue was lapping at her clit, curling to flick the hood back and attack the sensitive bead directly.

“Fuck me, Trick,” Her quiet voice determined. She looked down at me, no longer worried about our location, “Take out that monster prick, and make me your whore.”

“Cum on my tongue first,” I commanded.

Her eyes widened in shock as her body obeyed almost instantly. I was treated with a flood of her juices that I sucked and lapped as my free hand pushed my trunks down to mid-thigh. I grabbed my cock.

“Good girl,” I praised as Aisha shuddered on the pool’s edge, overwhelmed.

Her thighs trembled and clamped against my hand. I rose to my feet, stroking my cock, spreading the leaking pre-cum over my glans. She looked down at it and licked her lips. Her thighs opened, and she slid her bottom to the pool’s edge. I hooked my fingers into the gusset of her swimsuit and tore it open. It snapped back, leaving her pulsing cunt open. I pressed the tip of my cock between her lips and slowly thrust into her.

She rocked back on her elbows to arch back, grinding her cunt onto my prick hungrily. She rippled her hips in a gyration as I sunk deeply into her. My hands gripped her hips holding her there as I started to fuck her with full strokes.

“My god!” Her voice grew louder, utterly unaware of anything but the feel of my cock inside her, “YES! FILL ME! FUCK ME!” She stared at my eyes, their focus glazed with lust and need, “I am your whore, fucking use me.”

I, however, was aware that we were fucking on the side of an open pool. A pool that was probably under surveillance. I ran my arm around her back and pulled her towards me. Pulling her against me as she ground her hips, driving my cock into her. She wrapped her thighs around me, her ankles anchoring her as she rocked. As she worked my cock with her amazingly fit core and inner muscles, I stepped back into deeper water.

“You are a hungry little fuck machine,” I growled.

I was content to let her continue to find her pleasure undulating on my stiff prick until I could stand with her shoulders just above the water’s surface. That should have our lustful thrusts be less apparent to any camera.

I turned and pressed her against one of the tiled walls. She was again fully immersed in the pheromone-saturated pool, her body flushed, and goose pimples rose on her exposed flesh.

She lifted her arms and gripped the pool’s edge, stretching them out as her eyes locked on mine. I grabbed her shoulders, held her there, and hammered my hips into her. She shuddered and came again as I powered my prick into her. She kept her hips cycling as I felt her cunt contract and pulse, her ankles pulling me into her with each thrust.

She put one arm around my neck, her mouth open as her moans became louder as I fucked her harder. I lowered my mouth to hers, kissing her deeply. She returned the kiss passionately, moaning into my mouth.

“Trick, Fuck, yes… Don’t stop... Fuck, more…” Aisha chanted breathlessly.

I felt on edge like I did when I bit Trish. I pushed down the impulse to seal my lips against Aisha’s neck and sink my fangs into her flesh. My tongue slid over the tips, and I held myself back from that edge—Barely.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I growled instead.

Then I began thrusting hard into her. Aisha was cycling through almost continuous orgasms, her cunt clenching at my root as I buried my cock deep and released my load. I could tell she felt the jets of cum streaming into her womb. Her eyes rolled back, and she shuddered in a powerful climax. I bucked, each jerk sending more of my seed into her. Then I stilled and panted, catching my breath.

She looked at me in amazement, and we rested for a moment. However, as the pool waters started to still, her hips began to move again. She started rolling her groin to pull herself back, then drove her cunt back onto my cock. I watched her eyes as she looked at me lust drunk; her gaze was blurry. Her only concern was more of me.

“Oh fuck!” I thought to myself, remembering the concentration of my pheromones. “I need to get her out of this pool!”

I pulled her back against me and waded to the shallow end. She was grinding onto me, her stamina incredible, but I knew she needed rest. I walked up the steps of the pool and onto the deck. My shorts fell to my ankles, and I stepped from them fully nude. I headed to the shower rooms. I desperately needed to get inside and out of view. Someone else might decide to come to the pool deck at any moment.

She slowed while out of the water and away from direct contact with the stew of my pheromones still soaking in the pool. She hung back from me, looking at my eyes. I smiled and kissed her, pulling her onto my cock to hold her still. I kept her in my arms as I found the door to the showers, then slipped us inside.

Once inside, I slowly sat down on one of the wooden benches. She sank onto me and wrapped her arms around me. She then kissed my neck. “You drive me crazy, Trick. I lost track of how many times I had an orgasm.”

She pushed back, then kissed me. Slipping up to her feet as my cock slid from her still pulsing pussy. She looked at me, then sank to her knees. I spread my thighs, and her hands grabbed my cock. Her mouth settled over the top, and she moaned from the taste. Her tongue swirled over the tip, pressing the foreskin back. She sucked all the remnants of my cum, collecting it and savoring it like it was a sweet delicacy.

“You have this wonderful taste,” she said, licking her lips, “Matches your scent, Trick. It just makes me want more of you.”

I enjoyed her cleaning me. I was also relieved to feel the level of arousal lower instead of ramping up again. She finally finished and rose to kiss me. I felt a jolt of energy as she shared her passion with me, understanding this was part of what it meant to feed.

“You ruined my swimsuit,” she smiled and ground her bare sex along my deflated cock.

“We will have to shop to find you a new one.” I smiled and helped her to stand up.

“You are missing yours completely,” she said, looking down at my erection with a smile.

“I think it’s out on the deck,” I said.

“Let me retrieve it for you,” Aisha smiled, pulled a towel from the rack, and wrapped it neatly around her waist.

She left, and in a moment, she returned carrying my damp trunks. She was about to hand it to me when she pulled them close and pressed her nose into them, inhaling. She smiled as she pulled back and gave them to me. Her eyes drifted into a fog for a moment, then—thankfully cleared.

“You do have this amazing scent, Trick.” She rose on her toes and kissed me softly.

I pulled on my shorts as she left the shower room. She stopped at the door and turned back to me. “Thank you for your note, Trick.”

I lifted an eyebrow, then remembered and winked. She smiled broadly. It made her happy to have a connection with me.

“I will put your number on my phone. I shall plan a date for our shopping trip.” Aisha continued.

“Um… shopping?” I blanked. Then I snapped my fingers.“Right, a new suit. I look forward to it.”

“Not as much as I,” Aisha gushed, then left.

I finished pulling up my swim trunks, reaching in to ensure my cock wasn’t showing an obscene outline. Then I looked in the mirror, and aside from almost overdosing Aisha in the pheromone-soaked pool, that went reasonably well. I returned to my lounge and lay in the sun, enjoying the warm sun. I heard my phone chime and picked it up, looking at the face.

It was Sammi.

“Hello,” I said, “how is your day?”

“Well...” There was a tinge of irritation in Sammi’s voice. “Did I mention that the apartment was under observation? I feel like I mentioned that.”

“You did.” I sighed. I figured that my adventure would probably not go unnoticed.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t realize that the shock of icy cold water would cause me to morph, nor did I know that apparently, my demonic form can steep pheromones into the pool water.”

“Oh!” I heard the surprise in her voice, and she continued, “I didn’t know that either. So…” Sammi’s voice faded off. I could feel her thinking, putting things together. “Aisha has gotten a healthy dose then,” she continued, unperturbed, “Seemed she enjoyed herself. We will keep an eye on her. You have to remember, though….”

“I know, feed her back some love. I recall. I also need to find more friends,” I replied, “I do listen to what you say, Sammi.”

“I’ll get someone to replace the water in the pool,” Sammi said, “I’d appreciate it if you would be more careful about fucking the mundanes in public, though.”

“Of course, Sammi,” I said, “apart from Aisha getting dunked in a pool of my... stuff, I feel much more in control than before.”

“I’d hate to have to sequester you in the Enclave,” Sammi warned and clicked off.
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PORT O'SUBS DELI


I lay
 in the sun for a few more minutes, feeling frustrated. I kept learning new things about myself and then getting into trouble. I asked for help, and I received riddles in return. I was trying to be good and follow directions, only to be tripped up by some new facet of my powers and nature. I was growing tired of what seemed to be a repeating cycle.


“I’d hate to have to sequester you in the enclave.”
 Sammi’s warning still echoed in my psyche.

“How was I supposed to know?” I thought to myself, my frustration rising, “That soaking my demonic incubus form in water concentrated my pheromones into a vat of sexual energies that would drive humans wild with unabated lust?”

I sighed heavily after voicing my frustrations aloud. I’d have to learn from these new experiences.

I pulled my tee shirt back on, slipped my mundane toes into my flip-flops, and headed back to the elevator. Coming out of the door as I passed by a gaggle of maintenance men, hauling a sign informing anyone that went to the rooftop the pool was closed.

I could grumble about Sammi’s tone and cryptic messages, but she knew how to get things done.

Part of my brain wondered about a half-dozen women swimming in that pool and what would happen. Perhaps I would run that experiment when I wasn’t on such a tight leash.

I went down to the bottom floor and then to a small deli to order a sandwich across the street. I was energized from the morning with Aisha, but I had a slight physical hunger. Did I still need to eat? Was hunger just part of the—what did Sammi call it? Mask?

It was built alongside the outer rim of the executive hotel on the corner of two busy streets. The store served handmade deli sandwiches to order. It doubled as a convenience store and offered various items for hotel guests and apartment dwellers across the street. The lunch rush was over, and no one was in the store save for the cute Latina clerk behind the counter.

“Are you still serving sandwiches” I paused to look at the girl’s name tag behind the counter, “Celia?”

“We certainly are!” Celia smiled and leaned on her elbows across the counter. “What can I make for you?”

Celia was what some people called thick. I thought more of her as curvy, in all the right places. Her olive complexion celebrated her Latina roots, and her dark brown eyes were accentuated with dark eyeliner and lush lashes. She pressed her lips together as she looked at me, then drew a breath. She had a delicate piercing on the edge of her nostril. Her cheeks flushed as she looked at me, slowly dropping her eyes down my body.

“Okay, I’ll have a look at the menu.” I drawled but didn’t take my eyes off her, and she noticed.

Her grin deepened as she rose from the counter and stood up. She lifted her hands along her body as she slowly twisted, displaying her curves to me. Her top was a white button-down, and her breasts stretched the top promisingly. The tails of the shirt were tucked neatly into a snug-fitting skirt that ran to just above her knee. Her waist was trim, but a tiny bit of muffin top accentuated her lovely curves.

“Just tell me what you’d like,” she teased.

“The whole shebang,” I said, nodding.

“Oh, I like banging!” She was confident. She took another lingering look at my physique, then proceeded from behind the counter. “It’s my lunch break, let me lock up, and we will see what you got, hombre.”

I turned and leaned against the counter, crossing my arms. I appreciated the view of her round juicy butt as she went to the door. She looked over her shoulder like she wanted to ensure I was watching, then bent at the waist to lock the doors at the bottom of the door. Her skirt stretched to its limit around her thick ass.

My eyes lingered at the hem of her skirt. Her legs were firm, not flabby, with thighs that would never have a gap, which was perfect for her frame. She slowly rose back up and turned a sign to display when the store would re-open. Then pulled the blinds down and turned a rod to angle the blinds shut.

Her whole show, and evident arousal, had the desired effect on me. My cock thickened along my left thigh. She turned to look at me, winking, then lowered her gaze to my crotch. To her credit, I barely noticed her hesitate and gasp softly. Her eyes did widen as she took in my thickening manhood.

“So...” She smiled and stood before me, shamelessly reaching her hand out to squeeze my girth, “You’ve brought your meat.”

She stroked my cock lightly through my trunks, her fingers squeezing, measuring the length. Her eyes brightened as she looked up at me.

“I hope that I have a bun large enough.” Celia was fun. I loved her flirtatious banter.

“I was thinking maybe I’d have a taco,” I drawled and grinned.

Her eyes flared, her grin widening as she enjoyed the banter too. She pulled the waist of my trunks towards her, reached her other hand, and pulled my cock free. Her fingers slid up and down as the monster continued to lengthen and engorge.

“You don’t waste any time,” I said and reached towards her running my hand along her jaw.

“I want to maximize my enjoyment,” She grinned as my fingertip tucked into her jaw to pull her closer, and she allowed herself to be drawn, our lips scant inches apart, “Lunch time is often too short to indulge with such delicious entrees.”

I kissed her and saw her eyes lose focus as she inhaled my scent. Her tongue pressed between my lips., and I growled as my tongue slid over her tongue piercing. Her fingers plied at my foreskin, peeling it down and exposing my swollen knob. She spread my pre-cum over the head, then lifted her palm to lick it.

“Mmm,” she softly moaned at the taste, “you brought condiments too.”

I smiled into her eyes as she sank into a crouch. Her Doc Marten boots were a sensible choice for a woman that spent a lot of time on her feet. Her thighs provided a strong base as she lowered her mouth and lapped at my head, collecting my pre-cum and savoring it.

“I have a creamy dessert planned for the end,” I drawled and watched her.

My fingers gripped her snug ponytail. I guided her head deeper into my cock. Her mouth spread wide, and I groaned as I felt the metal ball of her tongue piercing press along my frenulum. She held her mouth down, quickly taking four or five inches into her throat. Her fingers stroked at what was left of my thick shaft. Her eyes lifted to look at me as she exhaled, and drool bubbles surrounded my shaft. She pulled back, then used her hand to spread her spit along my cock.

“I would like to consume all you have to offer.” She kept her eyes on mine, then started to suck my cock back into her mouth for another shot at taking my entire length.

She took more than before, then groaned as she stroked the remaining inches, having accomplished about half her goal. She leaned forward, and I gripped the back of her head and pulled her into me, her lips spreading wide to accept another inch or two.

She had terrific breath control and hardly any gag reflex. She did another turn at bubbling her copious drool and was soon stroking the slick mix of her spit and my pre-cum over the length of my shaft. As she stroked, she looked up at me with a feral grin.

“You want to stuff my taco with this monster, Mister?” Celia asked huskily.

I loved how she turned her words into this sexy, flirtatious game. I grinned and nodded, watching her stroke my cock. She looked back up at my eyes with a mischievous grin.

She leaned back into my cock, while her eyes never left mine. Determined to push as much of my meat down her throat as she could. Her drool allowed her to drive more of it forward, and after a delicious gulp or three, her lips spread and closed, and her nose rested on my pubis bone.

She purred in a victory that felt wonderful along the base of my cock, the vibrations of her throat rippling along my embedded shaft. Her hand cupped my balls and pulled and rolled my meaty sacs. I figured it would be hard to smile with your throat filled with cock, but she managed to give it a good try. Another few bubbles and a bit of a snort as her drool dripped from her nose, and she pulled back and stroked my cock firmly.

“Okay, mister!” She pulled back, releasing my cock, then rose, keeping our steamy eye contact, “My other lips want to suck on this meat-stick.”

She bent over the counter and flipped up her skirt. I turned and gripped her bountiful ass cheeks and then spanked each cheek hard. My cock dripped some of her drool on the floor as I played with her jiggly derriere. I pulled her cheeks apart and realized she wasn’t wearing panties.

I cupped her sex feeling her labia coat my fingers with her arousal. Her juices were almost as slick as her drool sliding down my shaft. I fit two fingers inside her opening. She groaned and pressed back. I ran my thumb over her tight rose, and she gyrated her hips.

“Do I need to wrap this sausage?” I teased, probing her sheath and teasing her asshole.

She shook her head. Her ponytail danced across her shoulders, and then she looked back at me.

“Don’t tease me, Papi,” he groaned, her hips grinding to my touch. “Feed me that fuck-stick. I like it bare.”

I turned to the side and spanked her ass hard. She moaned and pressed her bottom back, and I added three more firm smacks to her round caramel cheeks. They blushed a deeper red as she pushed her ass back, encouraging my fingers to grip and spread her dusky ass.

“I came to have lunch.” I drawled, drawing out the moment, while she ground her hips eagerly, “Why do I need to feed you? You’re such a hungry slut.”

“Don’t complain, Papi,” Celia purred, her hips rolling invitingly, “You feed me right, you can take me home, and I’ll be your fuck toy for the night.”

“Sweetheart,” I parried, drawing my oozing crown over her drooling cleft, pressing into her opening, “You will be begging for more than one night.”

She groaned, feeling the swollen knob stretching, arching her back, and pressing towards me. I met her motion with a firm thrust driving my cock in firmly and stretching her without hesitation. I grabbed her hips and tugged her back to slap her ass against my thighs firmly.

“Fuccckkkk!” She moaned at how I stretched her, then forgot her following taunting phrase.

I hammered into her, driving hard and fast. She tried to crawl forward and retake some hint of control. I leaned over, wrapped my arm around her bountiful chest, and pulled her back to meet my thrusts. My free hand grabbed her ponytail and tugged her chin up.

She tried to twist her head to look at me, then hissed as I held her firm. Driving my hips hard into her ass, I ground my cock into her depths and pressed her hips against the counter edge. My fingers curled into her shirt and ripped it from her chest. Reaching to grip under the cups of her strained bra, I yanked her bra up, and her tits spilled out.

“Fuck!” she gasped, overwhelmed by my sudden ferocity, “My, Fuck. That is... ... fuck, Fuck. FUCK!”

She babbled as I rutted into her like a beast. She could not form words to complain about her torn blouse and bare breasts. I pressed my chest against her back, compressing her breasts into the cool Formica. Then I rose to drive my cock and slam her hips into the counter’s edge.

I released her ponytail, and she craned back to look at me, mouth agape and grunting as her body felt the effects of my relentless assault on her stretched cunt. She grabbed the edge of the counter, then levered her hips to press back and meet my thrusts as she keened and moaned, needing more.

I lowered my hips and leaned back over her, my arm wrapping around her neck. Her hands grabbed my forearm, but too late to do anything but hold on. I craned her shoulders up, and her back arched. I continued to thrust into her, driving with my thighs to slam into her. Her large breasts bounced with each thrust as I kept her shoulder against my chest, my forearm compressing her windpipe and limiting her breath.

“Oh fuck yessssss,” she seemed to enjoy my control, thrilled to have me manhandle her sturdy frame, “Make me cum. God, I’m close.”

With my free hand, I slapped her tit hard, then spanked the other.

“God has nothing to do with this,” I growled deeply, slapping at her flesh with firm slaps. I gripped her breast and squeezed as I drove my cock into her and growled.

“Cum. Now.” I commanded, baring my fangs, drawing the tip along her shoulder blade. “Cum on my cock.”

I stopped just short of plunging my fangs into her flesh and then licked behind her ear. She seized, and then her thighs tried to clamp together. I felt her cunt clench around my cock and then pulse as she screamed. Her entire body was shaking and trembling. Then I made a final thrust into her and shot my pent-up cum deep into her womb.

She trembled, then lost control again as a stronger orgasm overwhelmed her flesh as my seed filled her womb. I held her tightly, my forearm against her throat and my other arm around her waist. Her thighs jerked and clenched. I lifted her from the ground, and her fingers clawed into my forearms as she shrieked in a continuous moan.

“Good girl,” I growled into her ear as I lowered her back to her booted feet.

My grip loosened as I helped her steady herself. She felt like she was relearning to walk as I held her loosely and drew my cock back, leaving her empty, even as I felt her outer lips cling and trying to keep me inside her. She slumped back over the counter as I rubbed her softly, letting her regain her senses.

I pulled at the back of her torn shirt, and she tiredly let me pull it off her arms. Then unclasped her bra and removed that as well.

“Behind the counter, top drawer,” she directed breathlessly, anticipating my question. Her voice was quiet, trying to find a full breath, “fuck...”

I reached down and pulled my trunks back up, stuffing my flagging cock inside the waist. I adjusted the bulge as I walked behind the counter and opened the drawer she indicated. A stack of button-down white shirts inside, neatly folded. I pulled one out and handed it to her.

She rose and looked at me, her eyebrow arching as she looked at her bra in my hand.

I enjoyed the view of her bare breasts, the nipples still stiff and starkly dark brown rising from her caramel flesh.

I shook my head and placed the shirt on the counter.

“You can get the bra back later tonight,” I told her.

She grinned and chuckled. “Win-win,” her smile broadened as she reached for the new shirt.

I pulled a pad over and wrote my name, phone number, and apartment number on the top sheet. She read what I wrote, then looked up at me curiously, her head tilting as she buttoned her blouse. Her braless breasts tested the buttons.

“Rick?” she said, “Not Cassanova, or Marquis De Sade?”

“Amateurs,” I assured her, “I should feed you real food. What would you like?”

“For dinner?” She smiled, and I could tell she remembered her impassioned promise from earlier.“Like a real date?”

“Yep,” I said, “wine and dine you, then make you forget which way is up.”

“Sounds dreamy, Rick.”

“I think you’ll like it, Celia.”

“Lasagna?” She offered. I got the feeling the food wasn’t that important. She was already looking forward to another helping of whatever we had.

“You can make those frozen ones in a pan if you’d like. A nice red wine to go with? Say 7?”

I nodded, “It’s a date. It gives me time to shop.”

She smoothed her skirt back down and tucked in her shirt. Her breasts bounced pleasantly free from her constricted bra. I knew the bouncing and brushing her nipples over the stiff new linen would keep her nipples hard and remind her of our date.

She smiled, returned to the front door, raised the blinds, and flipped the sign back. Then she repeated her little show and bent at the waist to stretch her bottom in her skirt as she unlocked the doors. I saw a gleam of moisture trickle past her knee.

“Hope you enjoyed your lunch, Rick,” she returned, looking at me with her engaging smile. “Hope you come again!”

She winked and kissed my cheek. Her fingers slid through my short hair behind my head. I paused and squeezed around her waist. Then she disengaged, and I headed toward the door.

I waved her bra at her as I walked back across the street. I had to head back upstairs to grab my car keys. I whistled as I walked back across the street. I stopped in my apartment and dropped Celia’s bra on the kitchen counter. Then I grabbed my car keys to drive around the city before I went shopping.

RICK'S CAR

The morning marine layer overcast had vanished as I pulled out of the garage. I started to review the way my day had gone so far. I tallied three good fucks with two different girls. Variety was necessary, or so Sammi kept telling me. The only drawback was the inadvertent morph which ended up with my demonic form saturating a pool with my pheromones.

I demonstrated my care to Aisha and Celia by sharing my phone number with both girls. I didn’t have theirs, but I would when they called. The ball was in their court. I figured I also had an undetermined date with Aisha to replace the bathing suit I ruined.

I seemed to have a propensity toward tearing clothes off my lovers. Maybe I should work on that.

I stopped at a light when I felt a puff of wind and a slight audible pop sound. I looked to the passenger seat where Sammi had appeared and smiled.

“Actually,” Sammi simpered with a mischievous grin and a flutter of her eyelashes, “you have several things to work on.”

“So you’re reading my thoughts now?” My little frustration slipped into my tone.

Sammi smiled and rubbed my forearm, “More monitoring, Rick. I have my own life to attend to. I just happened to be thinking of you. I’ve found out some information.”

I suppressed the urge to rub my face. I liked Sammi—I did. Her mix of everyday conversation, new revelations, and tendency to pry into my life was a bit frustrating, but she was growing on me. I calmed myself, went through the green light, and gazed at her.

“What type of information? Do you want me to go anywhere special?” I asked.

Sammi looked around and noticed we weren’t far from the park, “Could you drop me off at the park? You know where right?”

“Sure,” I smiled and made a series of turns to head in the right direction. It wasn’t far.

“So Tom,” she started.

“Rick,” I reminded her.

“Right, Rick,” She bit her lip, irritated at herself, “I have found some information that might help us piece together your past incarnations.”

“How did you do that,” I asked as we cruised into the entrance to the park.

“Well,” she thought for a moment hesitating, “we took some of your…” she stammered, “emissions and ran them through some tests. The science of it escapes me.”

“My emissions,” I said flatly, “from where?”

“Tiff collected some,” she confessed, “part of our protocol to help us figure out who you are—for everyone’s sake.”

I nodded, not caring that they didn’t get a warrant. I was pretty sure the fae didn’t follow constitutional law.

“It seems...” another pause, as Sammi tried to find the right words, “Your makeup, it’s not genes because you’re not human. But, maybe think of it like that.”

She waved her hands at the sides of her head, frustrated and flustered. I pulled into a parking spot near where I started the day. I parked and idled the engine. I turned to Sammi with a grin. “Tell me, Sammi. I don’t need the nitty gritty as to the how just what did you find out?”

“Well,” Sammi was breathless like she was about to gossip about something scandalous, “Your—whatever traces back in time to some of the largest harems the world has known. The rough geographical data … again not my strong suit … places your essence in the same regions.”

“Harems?” I asked, “I thought they only allowed females to enter?”

“We’re talking Ottoman Empire, Mongol Empire, Siam….” Sammi went on, “All the big ones, Hundreds if not thousands of women in each harem. Do you think a king could satisfy all of their desires?”

“Well, no,” I said, “I hadn’t thought much about it.”

As I started to think about it, my mind flickered and stirred up images. In my demonic form, I was in the center of a mass of writhing female flesh. I was delighting in the lusts and passions. I could almost taste the power I was absorbing from their ministrations.

I blinked and shook my head, feeling flushed.

“See,” said Sammi, “it fits, doesn’t it.”

“Mmmhm...” It was like a feeling of deja-vu. I had glimpsed into a past incarnation. “I used a eunuch human form outside of the harem walls, and inside was able to indulge freely in whatever male form I took on. Even my natural form.”

“Okay,” Sammi said, “we’ll have to keep that in mind. I’m not sure we can create such a spectacle in our time. We will have to think about it. I don’t know. Maybe we don’t need a harem for you—just many helpful friends.”

She continued to speak, her stream of thoughts about what would work. Sammi tried to work out what would be best as I returned to my natural life. She just kept talking until I grabbed her hand. Then she paused and looked at me. I grinned.

“For now, I’m enjoying single dates. Taking it one step at a time.”

She waved her hand in front of her face, her chest flushing, “Oh, I don’t need to know every single detail, Rick.” She smiled and unclipped her seatbelt. “I’ll let you continue your afternoon. I need to talk with the others and tell them what you told me.”

She leaned and kissed me, then exited my car and walked away. She was in her executive attire, and her heels clicked along the path on her way to the side of the building. I put the convertible in reverse, backed out of my spot, and then pulled back into town.

DOWNTOWN MALL

I maneuvered back towards the Harbor district, then pulled into the mall where Sammi and I first shopped. I thought I remembered a specialty grocery shop to hunt for dinner later with Celia. My first stop, though, was the food court.

I tapped my pocket as I exited the car, ensuring my fob was in my pocket. I also tapped my back pocket feeling for the shape of my wallet. I was hungry for food. My turn with Celia had trumped my first attempt at lunch. A good food court burger or two should sate my hunger.

I explored the mall, looking at signs. I enjoyed the flow of the mundanes around me. I was glad I didn’t seem to attract a steady stream of female followers. I let my mind flick to the images I had remembered from past incarnations, and I figured I could make that happen easily if I wanted to.

“Pitchforks,” I reminded myself and focused back on reality.

I found the food court and ordered a couple of giant hamburgers from a well-known chain counter. The regular fries and a large soda should at least take the edge off. I sat in the food court and concentrated on my meal. Trying to push away distractions that seemed to endlessly trickle up as I consumed the mundane food my human form needed.

I recalled that I needed to feed my human partners and started to think of gifts I could give to Aisha and Celia. I also need to pick up a dish for dinner and some flowers. I looked around the mall and saw a famous women's lingerie store. That would be a good beginning.

I examined Celia’s bra when I stopped by my apartment so I knew her size. I’d have to guess with Aisha, but I figured I could find something close. I started wandering around, looking at the delicate ensembles of satin and lace. Alluring shapes of mannequins soon filled my imagination with how each article would fit on a woman’s flesh.

An attendant soon came up to me.

“Can I help you find something, sir?”

Her eyes were green, and her face had light freckles dusting her nose. Her brilliant red hair fell in tight curls around her face. She wore makeup to accentuate her eyes. Her attire was business-like, but her blouse left one extra button open to reveal the alluring valley of her well-shaped bust.

I wanted to tangle my fingers into that maze of curls and push her over a countertop.

Her eyes flared as she breathed, and I had to swallow to maintain my composure.

“I’m looking for nice ensembles for some girlfriends,” I said.

“Friends, plural?” she asked.

“Well, friends that are girls,” I corrected, “but just friends.”

“Buying ‘friends’ lingerie is a bold move,” she used both hands and her fingers to accentuate the word friends and smiled.

I shrugged and couldn’t come up with an appropriate response.

“Do you know your friends’ sizes?” She was back to business and saved me from long spells of silence. I’d tend to drift back to her hair in my fist and her ass...





“Focus, Rick,”








“I do, actually,” and I rattled off Celia’s bra size from memory, “she also has a … well, she’s thick.”

“Not curvy or BBW?” she asked carefully as if I would know the current code words.

“Juicy round ass,” I confessed, “but not extreme.”

“So about her bust, she’d proportionally be...” her salesmanship took over, and she thought for a moment, then led me to a section of the store.

She picked up a few items and then hung each on a set of hooks, telling me about each one as she explained. First was a black satin caged strap bra, which would draw attention to Celia’s full bust. Then she hung a pair of boy short lace panties below the bra, and finished with a sheer lace dressing gown she hung up with the first bra. The effect allowed me to visualize the ensemble on Celia.

“Sold,” I said.

“Great! Now friend number two,” she grinned and tilted her head.

I described Aisha in great detail, perhaps a little too detailed. She took it all in stride, and I followed her to another part of the store. She pulled out a few lacy babydoll pieces, and I picked out a deep red color that I imagined would look amazing on Aisha’s mocha-colored flesh. She added that to the growing collection of garments in her hand and helped me select a variety of panties in both sizes.

She took them to the front counter and started ringing them up.

“Thanks a lot for your help….” I paused, not registering her name.

“Rachael,” She tapped her name tag, which drew my eyes back to her cleavage and the promising curves of freckled flesh.

“I’m … Rick,” I said.

“Had to think about it?” She grinned flirtatiously, raising a brow.

“Your beauty distracts me,” I said, leaning closer.

“Oh? Tell me more….” Rachael winked at me.

I took the chance, leaned over, and related directly into her ear what I wanted to do to her. Her breath caught as I started whispering what I would do with her hair tangled in my fist, shredding her clothes from her flesh. Enjoying every bit of pleasure I could entice from her body until we both sprawled breathless on the floor.

She listened, rooted into place, almost hypnotized by my low growl. It felt like my words entranced her. I continued to feed her mind descriptions of debauchery flowing continuously from my lips through her ears and into her psyche. I could taste her arousal rising, her quickened pulse, and shallow breaths. She closed her eyes and emitted a soft moan.

I stood back up and watched her with a smile. Her eyes met mine; a bit dazed and out of focus. Then she snapped out of the trance my words had induced and blushed. Without a word, she finished the sale, and I gave her the money. She packaged the garments in two separate bags for each of my friends. She then stuffed in my receipt.

“I do hope you shop here again” Rachael was still a bit out of breath, and her flesh was flush under the freckles, “Thank you for your patronage.”

I grinned at her and took my bags, heading to the gourmet market to find something for dinner. I reached into the bag and pulled out the receipt. Rachael had scrawled her phone number along the top. The words, ‘Call me,’ double underlined, then she decorated her name, Rachael, with a small heart. I flipped up my phone, added her digits to my contacts, and put the receipt away.

I did quick work of grocery shopping. The gourmet store had an already chef-prepared Italian dinner with lasagna, a caesar salad, and tiramisu. Instructions for baking the lasagna were included. I also asked for help with some wines to pair with the meal and added a couple of bottles of wine to my list.

Finally burdened with my collection of bags, I made my way back to my car. After stowing my treasures in the trunk, I slipped into the driver’s seat and backed into the parking garage. As I was leaving the building, my phone rang. I pressed a button on the console to answer.

“Hello?” I said, not recognizing the number.

“Trick?” asked Aisha, “Is this you?”

“Yeah, Aisha,” I said, “actually, I was just thinking of you.”

“And I you, Trick,” she replied, her voice making me smile. “I would like to take you shopping with me tomorrow. Are you free?”

“I don’t have anything planned presently,” I said with a grin.

“I need to replace my swimsuit, Trick,” she said, “some scandalous man ripped it from my body!”

“What a scoundrel! What time were you thinking?” I continued.

“Two?” she said with a question in her voice.

“I’ll pick you up at your place. Let’s take my car. I think I owe you a fun shopping date after your troubling experience.” I smiled, remembering our morning.

“It is a date, then!” she confirmed, then her voice lowered into a hushed whisper. “And Trick, it was not a horrible interlude. I quite enjoyed it. I only mourn for the loss of my bathing suit.”

She wanted to reassure me that she enjoyed the morning as much as I had.

“We will get that settled, I promise. Are you home now? I picked up a gift for you?” I asked.

“Sadly, I am not at home,” Aisha said, “I am visiting my parents tonight for dinner. I shall not be home until very late.”

“I’ll save my gift until I see you tomorrow,” I replied.

“Splendid! Goodbye for now, Trick,” Aisha’s voice sounded excited as she disconnected.

I parked in the garage and carried my packages to the elevator. As I was waiting, the earlier pixie-cut redhead from the elevator came up and stood behind me. She was taller than Aisha and Celia, but she still had to look up to see my eyes.

“You’re new,” she said, taking a tour of my shopping bag-burdened body. It was more a statement than a question.

“Yep, just moved in,” I smiled down at her. The doors opened, and we walked in. She pressed the button for her floor, and I stored the number in my memory.

“Would you mind pressing four for me?” I asked, “My hands are full.”

She smiled and then pressed my floor, “Not a problem, but too bad your hands are full?”

“Oh, why’s that?” I asked.

“I was imagining your hands full of me,” She winked teasingly, letting her eyes take another long route over my body.

“Raincheck?” I asked as the doors opened to my floor. I turned to keep eye contact as I backed out of the elevator.

“Definitely! I’m Lana,” She sang out her room number as the door closed.

“I need a planner,” I thought to myself.
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RICK'S APARTMENT


I fiddled
 with my phone to open my door and managed to open it up without dropping a bag. I placed the gift bags on the counter, then checked the time and the instructions on the lasagna. Perfect timing. I’d have dinner ready by seven. I preheated the oven while unpacking the lasagna, starting the timer after I slid the pan into the oven.

I pulled out dishes and plates and set the table. Silverware, glasses, wine fluters, even some linen napkins Sammi had found. Suddenly a flash, a small pop, a bouquet, and some candles appeared on the counter, a sticky note stuck to one of the candles.



Enjoy your date, Rick!





Sammi signed it with a heart for the dot over her name.

“Thanks, Sammi,” I called into the air and finished with the table.

There was still a lot of time until the lasagna was finished cooking. I took my phone and headed to the bedroom. True to her word, Sammi had filled my closet with a collection of outfits for all occasions. It was too soon to dress up, so I flopped on my bed and slipped the phone from my pocket.

I added Aisha’s name to the contact list from my list of calls. Next, I pressed Rachael’s, and the line started ringing, and I held the phone to my ear.

“This is Rachael.” the voice on the other end of the phone said.

“This is Rick,” I said, wondering if she’d connect my voice.

“Oh,” she said, “just a second.”

I could tell she was talking to someone in the room, and she excused herself. I heard a door shut then she talked back into her phone.

“Fuck! Do you know how wet you made me with your devious whispers?” Rachel wasn’t angry or offended. She was aroused and anxious.

“I do now.” I chuckled, “Take off your panties.”

“You’re a mind reader now, too?” I could tell she was moving around, and I enjoyed the idea of her stripping off her panties.

“Where are you?” I asked, my finger tracing the outline of my cock.

“My bedroom, my roommates are making supper, so I have to be—quiet,” Rachael whispered,

“Everything off,” I growled a low whisper as I had into her ear at the counter, “I want everything off and a horny naked Rachael on her bed.”

“Yes, sir,” she gushed, “just taking off my bra, and there it goes—all yours.”

“Kneel for me, Rachael, the center of your bed... face the door, spread your thighs, and bow your head. I want you to center your thoughts on me.”

I stripped off my trunks and shirt and stood naked, stroking my cock. I listened to her breath as she moved into the position I wanted. I could taste her arousal on my tongue. I reached out to feel her and pinpointed her apartment, room, and bed.

“Sometimes you gotta say, ‘What the fuck!’” I thought to myself, “Apologies are better than permission,”

I pushed my form to that spot in my mind.

RACHAEL'S BEDROOM

With a small pop, I appeared in Rachael’s bedroom. Her eyes widened in shock, then arousal. She kept her hands on her thighs and watched me entranced. Her eyes dropped to my cock, and she licked her lips.

“Are you a dream,” Rachael whispered, staying just as I had told her.

“I’m more real than you know,” I snapped my fingers and pointed to my feet, “I want you here—Now.”

Rachael slipped her feet from under her, dropped to her knees on the floor, and then kneeled at my feet, looking up at me. Her eyes flicked to my strained erection.

“Worship my cock,” I sensed her desire and gave her the command she needed to hear.

“Yes, sir,” Her whisper was coated with a delicious moan as she drew out the sound of the last letter.

Her hands reached to stroke my cock. Rachael pushed back the foreskin and lapped at the tip of my cock.

“I didn’t say you could use your hands,” I corrected her with a low growl.

I felt her sexual desire pulse as she pulled her hands behind her back and rubbed her cheek along my cock. She sunk into the submission she craved, and her lips opened up and consumed my cock. She sucked the crown into her mouth and swirled her tongue over the glans. Her eyes lifted and locked on mine as I watched her. She kept quiet as she savored my flavor, my pre-cum flowing over her tongue.

I combed my fingers through her tight curls and gripped them tightly, exactly how I wanted to when I first saw her in the lingerie store. Her eyes widened as I took some control and pressed my cock deeper into her mouth. There was another pulse of desire from deep within her. She craved my fist in her hair, my fingers gripping her flesh, devoted to my service.

“You liked my tale, didn’t you?” I didn’t need an answer.

I asked to remind her of her reaction in the store—a reminder of her desire. The recollection added just the right amount of humiliation to fire her libido even more.

She nodded, with my cock in her mouth, pulling back as she looked up at me, “I’m yours. Use me. Anything, just…” she trailed off, wanting me to fill in the blank.

I closed my fist into her curls and tugged. “Stand.”

The stern command poured into her ear and sunk into her swimming lust-addled brain. She pushed up with her legs as I pulled her to her feet. I looked and saw the door to her in-suite bathroom and pressed her ahead of me to the door. She groaned at the pricks of pain from my hair pulling. I spanked her ass once. To hurry her, but careful not to add more noise that might leak into the main space her roommates had occupied.

I closed the door behind us and then, using my grip, pushed her over the counter. Rachael’s eyes blazed, looking at me in the reflection in the bathroom mirror. I looked up, and while the reflection was me, it was familiar. It wasn’t Tom. It must be Rick.

I snapped back into the present and my willing needy submissive partner.

“Spread your legs,” I growled into her ear.

My cock was pressed into her ass cheek, and I felt her move. Her breaths were short pants—pent-up need. Her face flushed as I pulled her head back, lifting her chin.

I spanked her ass hard because I wanted to. I felt her body shift against the edge of the counter. Her breath caught, and she bit her lip not to scream out. I spanked her again, firmly, watching her eyes. She nodded, her mouth opening as she processed the sharp pain. Everything echoed my whispered scene that warped her mind.

“Thank you sss, Sir, more, please. I’m yours, all of me… anything you need.” Rachael chanted, keening.

I cupped her sex and spread my fingers. Her ass was hot from my heavy blows, her cunt molten and dripping. I pressed two fingers in, and she pushed back against me, craving more. I slapped her ass with my other hand.

“Stay still,” I growled a correction in her ear.

Rachael’s eyes closed, and she stilled her hips from moving, then looked back up at me in the reflection. Like she was checking if she did it correctly.

“Good girl,” I let my lips curl into a grin.

She purred, and I gripped my cock. I painted her engorged folds with the stream of pre-cum oozing from my cock. She whined but stayed still; her need palpable. I slid my swollen knob between her folds and pressed into her. She groaned as her cunt opening stretched.

My thrust was firm, driving my cock in deep.

“AAAHHHHOOOOOHHFUUUCKK,” Her eyes widened when she realized how loud she was, and we heard the stereo volume turned down.

Rachael bit her lip. Her humiliation pinked her cheeks but made her cunt clench. We both stayed silent, my cock embedded in her throbbing cunt.

“Rach?” a soft feminine voice said through her door, “You okay?”

Rachael looked at me wildly, then opened her mouth. I nodded permission.

“Stubbed my fucking toe in the bathroom,” Rachel spoke loudly, swallowing a groan as her cunt squeezed my cock, “I’m fine, just hurt like a bitch.”

“Oh, okay,” came the voice, “Dinner will be ready soon,”

We heard the music turn back up, and she looked back at me.

“May I move,” she asked, “I want to grind into your cock, Sir,” she whispered.

I growled and nodded, “Show me how much you want this”

She pressed her hips back, pushing against me, getting some space between her hips and the counter. Then she gyrated as she leaned forward and squeezed back.

“Fuck...” Rachael groaned at the feeling of being stretched, her smooth slick passage shifting up and down. “You’re a monster, aren’t you? A fucking sex god with a monster cock.”

I allowed her to grind her cunt back into me, fucking herself. I watched her eyes as she stared at me. I gripped her hair tight again, then pulled my free hand over her mouth.

“My turn,” I growled and slammed my hips into her driving my cock deep.

She nodded as I kept her quiet. My hand pulled from her curly locks to the top of her ass. Her cheeks were perfect, two halves of a heart. They rippled as I held her down against the counter and drilled steadily into her cunt. She grunted into my palm, and her hips went still under my control.

I pounded into her until I felt her cunt start to pulse. Then I drove in deep and stilled, pulled my hand from her mouth, and shifted my arm under her neck.

Her eyes widened as I arched her back, revealing her delicious pale tits in the mirror. They were capped with rigid pink nipples that looked like they could cut marble. I dropped my hips and drove my cock into her. The head pressed over her g-spot as my thrusts lifted her to her toes.

She rolled her head back against my shoulder as my arm compressed her neck, holding her against me. I wrapped my other hand around her waist and dropped it to the counter’s edge.

In the mirror, I saw her bright red strip of hair. My fingers dropped, found her clit, and strummed it. Through it all, my cock sawed in and out of her tight cunt, and I could tell she was on edge. She tensed as I growled in her ear.

“Look at yourself,” I growled, and her eyes snapped into the mirror, her gaze staring at me.

I raised an eyebrow, and her focus snapped, looking at herself. Another tremor of humiliation mixed with arousal as she saw her naked flesh trapped in my arms.

“Watch yourself cum in my grip. CUM for me now,” I commanded.

I watched her pupils dilate. Her mouth opened, and then she bit her lips as her body froze and shuddered. Her thighs clenched and twitched as her cunt clamped around my cock. I pulled my arm from her throat and covered her mouth. She screamed into my palm as her body broke in wave after wave.

I drove my cock into her over and over. Her pert breasts bounced as she watched herself. She was like a cock puppet, and I was her puppeteer. With a low growl, I slammed my hips hard and released a torrent of my cum into her womb. She shuddered and thrashed as another orgasm tore through her nervous system.

I stilled as my balls emptied, her cunt clenched and milked my cream. Her eyes blurred as her head lolled to the side. I pulled my hand from her mouth. She rolled her head back, her hand reaching behind my head, pulling me to her. I kissed her deeply, and our tongues tangled.

Her eyes slipped open to look at me, then shifted to our reflection, “Fuck—I’ve never….”

“You will again, often,” My stare drilled into her reflected irises.

“Oh please... Don’t be a dream.” Rachael sighed.

I smiled and vanished.

RICK'S APARTMENT

I flashed back into my bedroom. The timer for the lasagna was chiming, and I hurriedly went down the stairs, my cock bobbing. I took it out of the oven and let it rest. Then shaking my head, I popped myself back into my room. My phone was ringing.

Rachel’s name appeared, and I answered, “That was real. Please tell me it was real.”

“Completely real,” I confessed.

“Fuck Rick, I don’t understand. How…” Rachael gushed.

“Rachael, you don’t need to know how. Your place is on your knees, isn’t it.” I took control of her with my voice.

“Yes, sir,” She moaned, processing my words, her submissive arousal perked.

“Sir or Master? Your choice, this one time.” I allowed her a choice.

“Master,” Rachael breathed.

“Good girl, enjoy your dinner.” I praised her.

“Yes, Master,” I felt her smile before I disconnected.

I wished I had more time, but time was running short. Seven was approaching, and I wanted to look suitable for Celia.

I showered quickly. Then I dried off, looking at my reflection. It certainly wasn’t the old Tom, though some of his mannerisms were still present. My frame was lean and muscular, broad chest and ripped abdomen. My cock hung down between my full testicles, and even deflated was an impressive size. I was ready.

I turned towards my closet to get dressed just as Sammi popped into my apartment in front of me, blocking my way.

“Does the concept of pitchforks escape you?” She was annoyed.

“I was careful, and I was in control. If I weren’t, I would have enjoyed Rachael’s roommates, too, had they interrupted,” I tried to slip past her.

She pressed herself against the door jam, again blocking my way. Her eyes were dark with irritation. I shrugged as if I couldn’t help myself. She dropped her eyes to my cock, and the anger waned.

“Well, that’s not fair,” She let me pass. “You’re not fair with your supernatural charisma and charms. And cock. How can I stay mad at you? And I am mad at you, Rick.”

I slipped past her, pulled on a pair of boxers, then turned to her, “I was attuned to Racheal, her mind, her desires. I played into exactly what she wanted. I wasn’t rash.”

I thought she needed me to explain how I gave Rachel what she wanted.

“That might be true, Rick. I understand her kink.” Sammi said, her blue eyes flashing in irritation, “Her scream was almost a disaster. It was only because we were monitoring the situation and a slight influx of magic that the roommate believed the old, ‘stubbed my toe,’ gambit.”

I scratched the back of my head roughly, trying not to show irritation with the fae folk surveillance network. She could sense that I was flustered.

“We also used magic to keep your volume lower after that.” Sammi continued working herself up more, “You make a lot more noise than you think—all that grunting and growling. I know deep inside you’re a beast Rick, but be careful!”

I shrugged and nodded, “Okay, okay. Pitchforks, I get it.” I turned to my closet to select an outfit. “Lesson learned. I’ll try to exercise some patience. I was in a time crunch. I could plan better.”

“Good, You’re doing great, by the way. Presents for both, and a special dinner. They will appreciate that.” Sammi praised as her voice softened, having worked through her irritation.

“I’d appreciate a soundproof dungeon.” My smirk was meant to be humorous, a bit of banter about all my grunting.

“Did you read any of the maps I gave you?” Sammi smiled, flirting back, “We fae folk do appreciate a good torture session.”

With that, Sammi poofed out of my apartment.

I shook my head and finished dressing. I walked down the stairs to tidy up the kitchen one last time. I picked up the two sheets Sammi had left; A list of names with room numbers to introduce myself and the map of the apartments and amenities. I scanned the list of names, noticed a one, and connected that the number matched what Lana had shouted at me when I left the elevator. I double-underlined “LANA” and smiled.

“For another day,” I thought to myself.

I picked up the map and scanned it, looking at the list of rooms. Sure enough, down in the garage, one room well away from the central apartments, was labeled “Playroom - see management for reservation.”

“Huh,” I thought, “I will have to check that out.”

I pushed the two sheets into a kitchen drawer, scanned the entry and the table, and then lit the candles. I opened the wine bottles to let them decant a bit, and I was serving the Caesar salad onto plates when there was a knock on the door.

A DATE WITH CELIA

I opened the door and smiled at Celia. “Good evening! Hope you didn’t have trouble finding the place.”

“I live here too,” Celia smiled and told me her room number.

Her room number was on the list, which was a mix of relief and disappointment. Relief because I wouldn’t have to introduce myself to a stranger, and a blow for the same reason. I’m complicated.

“That’s convenient,” I said, captivated by her brown eyes, “Honestly, though, I’m hoping I won’t have to walk you home after dinner.”

“Great minds think alike,” Celia gave me her stunning smile. Then stood there looking at me, “You’ll have to let me in first.”

I blushed and backed up, opening the door wide. She smiled and kissed my cheek as she passed me. I blushed again, amazed at my attraction to her, and shut the door. She leaned closer as I turned towards her. I stepped closer and wrapped her in a firm hug. She lifted her chin to look at me. I lowered my mouth to kiss her, and she kissed back.

“Mmm, that’s more like it. Now it feels like a date,” Celia teased.

I stood back and looked at her. She had transformed herself from the deli clerk I first met. Celia wore a simple black dress fitted snug along her curves. The bodice was strapless. Her full breasts stood proudly, stretching the skin-tight material perfectly. It appeared painted onto her body, stopping mid-thigh, and then displayed her shapely legs. She had traded her boots for a lovely pair of pumps accentuating her calves. I let my eyes lift to her eyes.

“You look beautiful,” I said and noticed her eyes had made a similar journey along my body and outfit.

Her eyes and face were made up nicely. Her face and cheeks needed little makeup, but her eye makeup drew attention to her soft brown eyes, and her lipstick was dark mahogany that perfectly matched her olive complexion.

“You look handsome too,” We gazed at each other. She stepped back and looked around.

“Flowers and candles, you went all out.” Celia grinned.

“First guest to my apartment deserves the full treatment.” I held out a chair for her at the table.

She carefully swiveled her hips and descended into the chair, and I helped to push her closer to the table. I retrieved the salad plates and served her. Then filled her wine glass. I sat down opposite and filled my own. I lifted my glass smiling across the table.

“Welcome to my home, Celia; here’s to us.”

“To us,” she said with a grin, “fucking until we can’t fuck anymore after dinner.”

I laughed and took a sip as she smiled, “Plenty of time for dessert,” I said, “There is even tiramisu if we need to be revived.”

The salad course went pretty quickly. We both were undressing each other with our eyes. We both were not very good at small talk. We both were anxious for the after-dinner festivities.

She pushed her plate away, and I stood to get the lasagna. She waited and smiled up at me as I served her a square. I added a serving to my plate and put the tray on the table. I looked at her as I sat down. She hadn’t touched her fork, looking at me.

I looked at her and opened my mouth, “We can eat later?”

I barely got the words out of my mouth before she pushed her chair back and leaned over the table. I leaned toward her, and her fingers grabbed my tie. We kissed heatedly. In our passion, my shirt and her dress were smashed into the fresh lasagna. Only after we parted for a moment, both breathing in the heat of the passionate kiss, did she notice.

“Fuck!” She looked down at her dress, then looked at me and laughed.

My white shirt was smeared with red sauce, cheese, and meat. I shook my head, pulled off my tie, and unbuttoned my shirt. She stood up as I was undressing and turned around. I pulled down her zipper, and we were both in our underwear soon. She had a lovely black lace bra and matching panties.

“Oh,” I said, remembering the lingerie, “I got you a gift!”

I slipped past her, grabbed the gift bag, and handed it to her. Celia looked at the store logo, then lifted an eyebrow.

“Bold move for a first date, Rick,” Celia smirked.

“My bedroom is at the top of the stairs. I’ll put our clothes in the washing machine and meet you there?”

“The bold moves keep rolling,” Celia smiled and kissed my cheek, “Don’t be long.”

It didn’t take long at all. I removed most of the melted cheese goo from our clothes in the kitchen sink. I put the cover on the lasagna and put our plates in the fridge along with the tray. I dumped the wet clothes into the washing machine, added some detergent, and started a delicate cycle. Then I changed my mind and went with a standard cycle—if I ruined her dress, I’d buy her a new one. Then I rushed up the stairs.

My head rose over the last few steps, and I looked over at my bed. Celia was lying on her side, dressed in the diaphanous black lace gown. The caged bra straps were visible as they molded to the shape of her breasts. She forgot to put on the panties, though.

“No panties? Bold move,” I teased, a bit disappointed. Her ass would look banging in the boy-short panties.

“Great job on the sizes, Rick,” Celia’s grin took the edge off the sarcasm. “The bra fits perfectly, but not the panties. It’s okay. You know I don’t wear panties anyway.”

“Well, I did have some help with the bra size.” I slipped onto the bed beside her, my hand lifting her jaw. Our eyes met, and time slowed.

“Mmmm, you did, didn’t you,” she nodded and lifted her lips to press into mind.

Celia rolled onto her back, and I crawled over her, my hand just on the other side of her head. Her lush dark brown locks were free and framing her face. I kissed her lips tenderly, and she returned the kiss. Then we both felt the need to deepen the kiss. She tasted good, and our tongues explored each other's mouths.

“We didn’t kiss this afternoon, did we?” I asked as my fingers combed her hair off her cheek. She shook her head.

“This is the first time you kissed me, you knave,” Celia complained with a teasing grin.

“I should kiss you more.” Her smile glowed, and I did as promised.

We went slower. We kissed each other, fingers touching and exploring. I enjoyed being much more intimate than our first rushed fuck fest. Few words were spoken as we enjoyed the sensations.

I peeled her gown off her shoulders and kissed her breasts. She arched her back, and my hands slid under her back to unclasp her bra. She sighed, looking at me as she felt it relax. I straddled her hips, my cock straining in my boxers, and pulled the cups up and off, releasing her breasts. I tossed the bra to the side and grabbed her wrists.

She looked at me as I pressed her wrists over her head. Her eyelids fluttered closed as I lowered my mouth to her breast. My lips enveloped a dark areola centered by her stiff nipple. Her nipples were thick and long, and I sucked one into my mouth. I flicked the tip with my tongue.

She writhed under me, arching to press her breast into me. Her arms stretched above her, unable to touch me. I teased her breasts and nipples, sucking and gnawing as she moaned. I could feel she wanted more.

I did too.

She pushed at my arms, and I released her wrists. She pressed her hands to my chest and rolled me to the side. I laid on my back, watching her.

This was her turn.

She looked down at my tented boxers. She gripped the waistband and pulled it down, releasing my cock to stand proud. Kneeling at my side, she lowered her mouth and sucked on the tip, licking the pre-cum collected under my foreskin. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

I ran my hand over her round bare ass and squeezed it. I pressed my fingers between her thighs as she stroked my shaft and sucked my crown. She moaned as my fingers wormed along her folds, spreading her arousal. She ground her hips into my fingers as I found her clit and lightly brushed it. Her mouth dropped onto my cock, and I felt my crown press into her throat, and I groaned.

“I want to taste you too,” I confessed.

I gripped her thigh, growling as she lifted it. Her body twisted, and I helped to guide her knee over my head. Her bare cunt, waxed and glistening, hovered over my mouth. I inhaled her scent, which caused my cock to pulse, gripped her ass, and pulled her down to my mouth. I sank my tongue into her and lapped at her delicious fluids. Sweet, musky, and utterly feminine—I fed on her cunt.

She enjoyed rediscovering every inch of my cock, then leaned forward, pressed my cock flat against my belly, and sucked each of my balls. She licked and groaned as her fingers stroked my cock. I felt her cunt clench as she slid back and sucked my crown into her mouth.

Celia crawled forward, and I smacked her ass as her cunt slipped from my mouth. She shifted to the side, reversed, then straddled my cock. She looked at me, lowered her pussy to my cock, then leaned and kissed me as she ground her hips and quivered, feeling my crown draw over her clit.

Celia rose and wordlessly dropped her hand to my cock as she lifted her hips. I looked into her eyes as I felt her shift my swollen crown between her nether lips and fit me inside, dropping her hips down. Her eyes widened, then lidded half closed as I filled her. She moaned slowly until she was fully impaled. Grinding her hips, she smiled and leaned forward to kiss me.

Celia’s breasts filled my hands, and I squeezed and kneaded them as we kissed. She rolled her hips to ride up and down slowly. She kissed me deeply as we did at first. This time our kisses grew moans from each of us as she slowly fucked me. Her cunt squeezed around my shaft as she worked her hips. I pressed her up and lifted my mouth to her breasts, sucking a nipple. She held my head to her breast and continued to grind herself up and down my length.

I pulled from her breast, and I met her warm eyes. I lifted and wrapped my arm around her waist. My other hand combed through her hair and pulled her into a kiss. Then I lifted and rolled and twisted her onto her back. She purred and looked at me with open eyes.

“Mmm, now fuck me, Rick,” Celia grunted and lifted her hips.“I need you to fuck me hard.”

I rose to my knees, gripped her thigh, and thrust deep inside her. I shifted, finding the right spot, then started hammering into her with hard strokes. I grabbed Celia’s breast in my firm grip as my hips drew back and slammed in deep. I built up the pace as she purred under me, her hips lifting to meet my thrusts.

I growled, moved my other hand to her neck, and pressed her into my mattress. Her eyes flew open, and her hands grabbed my forearm, holding on as I limited her breathing. My thrusts accelerated. I shifted and dropped my hand from her breast to her crotch. I made a fist and pressed down into the top of her cunt, grinding my knuckles into her clit. Then with her throat gripped firmly in my grasp, I rutted hard and fast.

She moaned out, then tried to suck in a breath. My grip tightened, and she bucked underneath me, unable to pull in enough oxygen. I watched her eyes and sensed her hunger at my edgy play. Her face reddened. I growled as my hips slapped against her thighs. My knuckles ground into her clit, adding pressure which compressed her cunt around my stroking cock.

Suddenly she was there, on the edge of orgasm. Her eyes pleaded as she exhaled weakly and tried to inhale again thinly.

I growled, “Cum like you’re my whore,” I watched her closely.

Her reaction, muddled from oxygen deprivation, took a moment before she responded. Then she bucked hard as she peaked. She thrashed under me, her thighs clamping against my side, her cunt convulsing around my cock. Her eyes flashed open, and her head tossed back. I released the hand at her throat, and she inhaled deeply, then was rocked with another orgasm as I continued to fuck her. I grabbed her hips with both hands and thrust hard, grinding at the limit of my stroke, and then I roared as I came.

My cock pulsed inside her, billowing streams of built-up cum into her womb. Her eyes widened in awe as she bucked as yet another orgasm raced through her nerves. Then I lifted my hands to her head. My fingers combed into her hair as I lowered my lips and kissed her. I pressed my weight into her, feeling her breasts pillow into my chest. She gasped as her arms wrapped around my back. We kissed, lost in each other, as our bodies slowed and came to rest.

I pushed up and smiled. Her smile was soft, but her arm was tight around my back. She lifted to kiss me again, looking into my eyes, searching them.

“Don’t move.” She squeezed her cunt around my cock, relaxed, and squeezed again. My eyes rolled back at the sensation. Her grin widened as her eyes brightened. She purred, “You didn’t think this was going to be one and done, did you, Rick?”

I shook my head and kissed her again, my hips drawing back as her cunt tugged at my cock. Then pressing in deeper, starting another slow build-up.

“Good boy,” Celia cooed as her hips mirrored mine.

We kissed deeply as she used her inner muscles to grip and pulse around my cock. I slowed my thrusts, pausing to feel her pussy clench around me before drawing back and pressing back deep. After countless repetitions at the slow, indulgent page. I pushed back, pulling my cock from her cunt; she looked at me with a slight frown of confusion.

“Roll over,” I growled while stroking my cock, “Lift your ass.”

“Mmm,” Celia was already rolling, understanding the next step, “Thought you’d never ask.”

She slid her knees up and arched her back, lifting her round ass and gyrating, offering her ass to me. I grabbed her ass cheeks and curled my fingers into her flesh. She purred and pressed back.

“Wasn’t asking,” I growled and spanked her ass hard.

“Aaaighmmmm,” she expressed as she felt the sting of pain and moaned as it morphed into pleasure.

I spanked again, more brutal, and felt her arousal shift up more. I raked my nails over her flesh to elicit another reaction. I peppered her ass with hard spanks and firm grips. Her caramel flesh bloomed in a deeper red hue as I manhandled her. She extended her arms out in front of her, lying outstretched, her breasts pillowed under her. She surrendered to me, and it felt delicious.

I cupped her sex with my fingers. I pressed into her as she rolled her hips and ground back. Two fingers, then three, jammed into her molten cunt. She tossed her head and looked over her shoulder with lust-filled eyes, purring.

“Enough teasing—Fuck. Your. Whore!” Celia growled with bright, eager eyes.

I pulled my fingers out and stroked my cock. I spread her slick juices with my bulbous crown combining them with my pre-cum again oozing from my glans. I pulled her ass up, aligned my cock, and slammed into her tight pussy with one stroke.

“Fuck yes!” She encouraged and pressed back, twerking her hips, “Use me, make me your bitch.”

I gripped her hips and steadied her, another spank to her ass as I hammered into her hard. My thrusts pressed her forward in the sheets, inching to the headboard. She felt it with her fingers, then flattened her hands and pressed. Her posture stabilized, and my thrusts hammered into her. Her body flexed as it absorbed my rutting, her cunt stretching to accept my cock.

She was moaning in a continuous stream. She cursed in Spanish and begged for more. I lowered over her round backside. I bit my lip to prolong the heavy fucking. I gripped her dark mane of hair and tugged back. She arched back as she growled. She tried to look back at me, but my grip controlled her motions.

I pulled back more, inducing her to arch back and lift her chest from the bed. I reached around her chest and pulled her up with my other arm. I lowered my hips down, still driving up into her. I released her hair and wrapped my arm around her throat, pulling her back against my chest. Her head tilted back, and her dark hair spread over my shoulder as she looked up at me.

I turned and lowered my head to kiss her deeply as she gyrated her hips. I gripped her breast, my arms crossing over her body. I kept her close as my cock curled, pressing into her g-spot continuously. She moaned into my mouth as my fingers pulled at her nipple. She parted the kiss to look at me.

“Fuck, you drive me crazy,” Celia purred, enjoying how our bodies entangled, then her eyes flashed. “now make me cum.”

I pulled my fingers from her nipple, and she yelped, then moaned as my cock drove into her. My hand dropped and spanked her clit, eliciting a shriek and a moan as her cunt clenched. Then my fingers were rubbing her firm clit, rapid circles like I was playing her body like a guitar. Her body thrummed in my grip, vibrating like a standup bass.

“Cum,” I growled the command looking into her eyes. “Be my slut. Cum like my whore. Fucking cum.”

Her mouth opened as she crested into orgasm, I could feel her cunt clamp down, and her thighs clench. Her lower body trembled, losing control. The wave of bliss transmitted through her body, and she thrashed in my arms. I didn’t stop flicking her clit while I kept fucking her.

She closed her eyes and let out a continuous series of moans, orgasms shooting through her, her juices dripping down her thighs and making a puddle under us. I didn’t stop until she went almost limp in my arms and sagged back.

I lowered her to the bed, and she sprawled, rolling to her back. Her eyes were hazy with lust, finding mine, then dropped to watch me stroke my cock. She licked her lips and then opened her mouth, pressing her breasts together.

“Fuck yes.... please, Papi,” She purred. She growled, “Paint your bitch, mark me with your spunk, fucking claim your whore.”

I stroked and grunted, my hips jerking as I came hard. I felt my cock pulse, and my balls tighten, then ropes of thick white cum sprayed over her bright caramel flesh. I was amazed at how much I came leaving streaks of white cream over her breasts and abdomen. She spread the goo into her flesh.

I crawled to my knees, gripped a handful of her mane, and fed her my cock. Her eyes rolled back at the taste, and her tongue lapped the cum leaking from my tip. Her hand stroked my cock, milking it, purring as she sucked every drop of my cum. She then pulled back, smacked her lips, licking to capture stray drops, and then swallowed. Then showed me her empty mouth.

Keeping my fist in her hair, I lowered and kissed her. I slid beside her and wrapped her tightly in my arms. She purred with contentment. Her body was warm and flexible. We relaxed into the bliss filling the room. We settled together, finding our way under the blankets and spooning as she fell asleep in my arms.

I wasn’t far behind.
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NEXT MORNING, RICK'S APARTMENT


“Fuck!”
 Celia cursed loudly, which startled me awake.

Spooked, I quickly felt along the top of my head and was relieved to feel hair instead of horns. I pressed up and rotated to sit on the edge of the bed.

“Hey! Loverboy!” Celia growled with irritation as she appeared completely naked at the top of the stairs, “You never put the laundry in the dryer, and now I have nothing to wear. I need to go back to my apartment to change for work.”

It wasn’t easy not to admire her full breasts bouncing as Celia moved around my bed and collected her new bra and the lace dressing gown. I had to keep myself from lusting after her curvy ass as she bent at the waist to pick up something from the ground. She held up a small pair of thong panties, clearly not her size or the style I had picked for her.





“Those aren’t the right panties.”








I kept my thoughts silent as I grabbed Celia’s gift bag from my bedside table and looked inside. Celia’s bag had Aisha’s much smaller panties instead of the boy-short panties I wanted to see stretched over Celia’s bountiful ass. Rachael must have mixed them up while I was whispering in her ear.

Celia looked at me with irritation as I dropped the bag and headed downstairs. She started pulling the caged bra on, fuming.

“Hey!” she called out as I disappeared down the spiral staircase, “Are you gonna help, or what??”

I quickly tossed the laundry in the dryer and started it. Then grabbed the collection of the correct panties from Aisha’s bag. I hurried back up the stairs.

Celia glared at me as she pulled the lace gown around her bare caramel flesh, which looked spectacular, draped over the black caged bra I’d picked out for her.

I held out the stack of multi-colored boy short panties, and she looked at them and then back to me. She huffed and pulled the black pair off the top. I put the rest inside her bag, extracted Aisha’s, and set them aside.

“Great, I’ve got your dried cum all over me,” She pulled the panties up and over her delicious round bottom; they fit perfectly, “While realizing that you have two different sizes of lingerie gift bags at your disposal.”

“Well, I did get the sizes right!” I offered a feeble excuse, which didn’t mute her irritation and frustration.

“They just mixed up the bags,” I tried again, holding out her gift bag as a peace offering.

“Perfect, I can do the slut walk of shame to the elevator in a nice set of panties,” Celia huffed and looked at me with irritation as she snatched the bag out of my hand.

Celia plucked up her pumps and headed down the stairs. She looked around and then at me as I looked over the loft ledge down at her. She scowled for a moment, then paused. Her eyes softened, and she let out a sigh. “I’m late. Can we talk later?”

“Sure, of course,” I nodded.

Celia smiled softly. Then she looked at her phone, noted the time, and pulled open my door. She left quickly and, cursing under her breath, slammed the door behind her.

“Okay,” I murmured, “I need to work on my morning after the game.”

I collected the more petite thong panties and took them down to put them in Aisha’s gift bag. I heard my phone chirp. I climbed the stairs back to my room, found my phone, and expected to see a text from Sammi. Instead, I saw a picture of Rachael’s bare breasts. Her nipples were rigid with arousal.

I pressed the photo and saw her full text:






May I cum, Master?











I typed back hastily.






No.











I tossed my phone back on my bed and headed to the bathroom to relieve my bladder when Sammi appeared behind me.

“At least you're consistent,” I drawled as I shook my cock. I took a little longer, milking the shaft for her enjoyment, then slid past her to find a pair of boxers.

Sammi enjoyed the view and turned and followed me back into my bedroom.

“How can you know so much about what I’m doing but always poof while I’m taking a piss in the morning?” I asked, opening my closet.

“Maybe that’s why I poof when I do?” Sammi grinned and winked, one of her fangs caught on the edge of her lip.

I didn’t answer her and pulled on a new pair of boxers, then laid on my back in the bed and picked up the buzzing phone.

Another text from Rachael was on the screen with the simple text: “






Please!?











She included a picture of her spreading her pussy lips apart and displaying her aroused clitoris.

Sammi slid beside me, put her head against my shoulder, and looked at the phone as I tapped my reply, “Oh, cute! I like the landing strip. You do like redheads, don’t you?”

I pressed send on my reply to Rachael:






No. Did I give you permission to play with yourself?











“Look at you, Mr. Dominant!” Sammi leaned on my shoulder, reading along.

I looked at Sammi with irritation, “Why are you here?”

“Well, I have more news for you,” Sammi looked back at the phone. The screen flashed an incoming video call from Rachael, and I declined.

Then looked at Sammi sternly, “Can this wait? I need to show her some affection.”

“Oh yes, you’re right. This isn’t urgent at all.” Sammi poofed, leaving me alone. I reached out with my thoughts to ensure Rachael was where I thought she was and teleported back to her apartment.

RACHAEL'S BEDROOM

I appeared lying beside Rachael as she tossed her phone in frustration. She gasped as she saw me, rolled into me, and kissed me heatedly. I wrapped my hands around her hips as she straddled me and grabbed her ass as she started to grind against my erection through my boxers.

“Master,” Rachael whined, she’d worked herself up, “You drive me crazy. I dreamt of you, but then I couldn’t sleep. I know I was bad for touching myself. I couldn’t help it.”

She kissed down my chest and ground her bare cunt against my erection through my shorts. She looked at me through humid eyes, biting her lower lip. She whined again needfully.

“Fuck me, please, fuck your slave,” Rachael whined pitifully.

Something about that irritated me. She wasn’t being submissive. She was just horny. She thought she could top from the bottom to get what she wanted. That wasn’t the dynamic I felt in the store or her apartment last night.

I gripped a handful of her hair and bucked her off me, tossing her back onto the bed. Her eyes closed tight, and she grimaced in pain as I rolled over. I kept my fist tangled in her locks as I stood and loomed over her. I pressed her cheek into the sheet. Using her head for leverage, I pushed her firmly into the mattress as I rose onto my knees, then slipped off the bed. She keened in a mixture of arousal and pain as I continued to press her head into the sheets.

“On your knees,” My growl was followed by a firm yank of her hair before I released her head and stood glowering over her.

She scrambled to recall what I had just commanded.

“You need to find your center.” I whispered to her, “You need to listen and obey.”

She slipped into her posture, tried to slow her breathing, and froze.

Time had seemed to stop.

She wasn’t moving at all.

Then Sammi flashed into the room and looked at me. “Actually,” she said, “this will only take a moment.”

“What the fuck did you do?” I cursed, exasperated.

This morning wasn’t going exactly as planned. In my frustration, I exclaimed a bit more loudly, looking at Rachael’s frozen form. Sammi had her hands on her hips, her eyes widening at my volume.

“Shush!” She leaned to whisper, “This time freeze radius isn’t wide enough to cover the apartment. Her roommates might hear you.”

“Then tell me what is so damned important,” I hissed quietly.

“You cannot transport humans,” she said, “not without knowing a spell of protection.”

“Thank you,” I said quietly, nodding. I took a breath to consider what I was about to do. Now I was more relieved by Sammi’s sudden appearance.

“I was just about to take her back to my room,” I admitted.

“I know, but you’ll have to find a different way,” Sammi smiled, “Sorry, I had to intervene.”

I nodded, and she kissed my cheek, “Be careful Rick,” Sammi vanished and time restarted.

Rachael was breathing rapidly again, trying to find her calm center. I crouched beside her on her bed, and my fingers found a new grip on her hair. I wanted to give her a bit of pain to focus on, which she did with a wince.

She slowly calmed down. I felt her relax with a sigh. I loosened my grip and then tapped her shoulder as I crouched down.

“Let me look at you,” I said, “show me your eyes.”

She lifted her eyes to mine, rimmed with tears of frustration. I brushed her eyes and collected her tears on my fingers. Then sucked the tears from my finger.

“Good girl,” I nodded at her.

Rachael relaxed at those words, and a small smile crossed her lips.

“You need to be like this when you reach out to me. Get me your phone, and unlock it.” I told her.

Rachael crawled across the bed and picked her phone up from the tangle of sheets. She had not slept peacefully. She returned to her kneeling position and handed me her phone.

I nodded thanks and brought up my contact details. I added my address to my pieces. I also took a selfie to attach to my contact card. Then handed the phone back to her.

“Now you know where I live,” I told her quietly.

I could share some details. I needed to be careful with her, though.

“Do not show up at my doorstep unannounced,” I looked at my watch, then back to her, “Do you have work today?”

She shook her head, then looked at me, “Permission to speak, Master.”

“Speak freely, Rachael,” I said, “what happened?”

“I got scared,” She took a deep breath, found her center, and looked at me.

“What happened last night was so unexpected. So perfect. I thought it was a dream. I know it wasn’t. But suddenly you left. I started obsessing. Wondering if you were going to reject me, never call….”

She quieted, her mind tumbled through her emotions, and looked at me, “It’s not fair to do that to a girl, even for a night. I need you to ensure I’m okay before you leave me like that.”

I bit my lip as I understood what she had told me. I knew I acted rashly and selfishly. I was rushed, trying to do too much at once, and Rachael had paid the price. I sat back on the bed and leaned against the headboard. I pulled her back against my chest, my hands wrapped around her abdomen in a secure hug. She tilted her head back against my shoulder.

“You’re right.” I could feel her relax as she listened to me, “I’m sorry. You deserve better than to be left alone in that state. I was wrong.”

She looked up at me and lifted her hand behind my head, pressing her fingers through my hair along the back of my head.

“It’s not that, at least not only that,” She took another trip through memories and emotions, then turned her eyes to me, “I’m a grown woman. I know what I want, and you fed that so perfectly. It’s that sudden vacuum without your presence. I felt alone and isolated. I knew it was irrational. But I couldn’t pull myself out of it.”

I didn’t quite understand her words, but I nodded. She shifted her body and turned to look at me, her bare breasts pressed against my chest, and she kissed me tenderly, “I don’t care if you have other lovers. I don’t want exclusivity. Just more of what you gave me. I also need to know you care about me as a person, not just a toy.”

“I’d like that,” I smiled and relaxed as our eyes connected, “I did enjoy what we experienced. I should have ensured there was enough time to finish it right. You deserve that. I want to know more about you and care about you. I hope you can trust me again.”

“It means a lot that you shared your address with me,” Rachael’s eyes lit up as she smiled and blushed, “It is a little thing. Sharing your photo, too, shows you do care. That you didn’t just use me.”

“I didn’t want just to use you, Rachael,” I said, looking into her eyes. “I wanted to feed you, give you what you need. I couldn’t ever take and not give back.”

She smiled and kissed me. She hugged me, and I hugged her. We sat for a long moment, just touching each other. She sighed a contented sigh and placed her head on my shoulder. I combed my fingers through her copper curls, then tightened my grip.

“Fuck,” She almost purred, “you know what that does to me.”

I relaxed my grip. “I do, and I can’t wait for our next time. I have plans today, though.”

“I do too, which was why I texted, I just needed to cum, and I can’t without permission. I know I’m weird.” Rachael confessed.

“You should cum, then,” I grinned and sent her a push with my powers, “Cum for me.”

She grinned and began to laugh at the absurdity. Then her eyes widened and her back arched. Her thighs clamped together as her body was overcome with a sudden orgasm. She hugged me tight as the waves worked through her, then slumped against me.

“How did you….” She looked at me in awe and lost the words she was going to say.

I smiled, “That’s a secret. I owed you a gift. Did you enjoy it?”

She nodded breathlessly as she looked at me, awash in the afterglow.

“Are you free tomorrow?” I asked her.

Rachael put her hand to my chest, still catching her breath, “I work until five tomorrow. I’m free after that.”

“Be at my apartment at seven. Trust me?” I said

“Of course, Master.” Rachael nodded with a soft smile.

I kissed her gently, “I look forward to seeing you then. Are you okay?”

She smiled and nodded, “I’m perfect now, Master. Thank you. Should I wear anything specific?”

I grinned and kissed her forehead, “Entice me.”

Then I popped back into my room.

RICK'S APARTMENT

I thought through my day as I showered, making a mental list of things to do. I needed to apologize to Celia. I had to be ready for Aisha by two in the afternoon. I wanted to introduce myself to Lana. However, I didn’t want to try to cram too much into a single day again. I turned off the water and opened the door to grab my towel when I looked into Sammi’s intense blue eyes.

“It’s like you want to catch me naked,” I grinned. Her eyes always captivated me.

We shared smiles, and her eyes never left mine. There was something unspoken, and then she flashed into her water nymph form for the first time for me. My eyes widened as she stepped into the shower on her webbed toes, completely nude. Her turquoise flesh was the perfect compliment to her startling light blue eyes.

“Maybe I do...” Sammi pushed me back into the shower, “Turn the water back on, please, I need it.”

I did as she asked and let my eyes wander down her fae flesh. Her hair had transformed from her blonde business cut to a tangle of dark green and navy blue tresses, braided with strands of seaweed. Her aquamarine flesh shimmered as the morning light glinted over her scales.

Sammi pressed her bare breasts into my chest and dropped her hand to my stirring cock. She rolled her wrist and stroked my cock. With her free hand, she closed the shower door. Sammi lifted on her toes, straining to kiss me. Then dropped to her heel to kiss my broad chest. She could not reach further up, even on the tips of her blue-green toes.

Sammi lifted both her hands, combed her fingers behind my ears, and then pulled my head towards hers. We kissed deeply, and she tasted cool and fresh like a spring. Her dark blue nipples were hard, as large as dimes, and extended half an inch from her aureola. They were perfectly shaped on her pert breasts. She was so much smaller than me. I had to lean over her, even in my mundane form.

She broke the kiss, then lowered down, squatting. She sucked at the tip of my cock. And licked the pre-cum oozing from my crown. Her eyes closed as she savored the taste. Then as she lowered to her knees. She lifted her brilliant blue eyes to lock with mine, sucking my cock between her lips. I gathered her tangle of hair into a tail, gripping it tightly.

Sammi trembled and felt my desire and responded to my control. She blinked as she spread her lips and pressed further onto my cock. I pulled her head into my hips, and she nodded, encouraging my movements.

Sammi pulled her mouth from my cock, and stroked it with her hands again, looking at me.

“I need this, Rick,” We shared a look, so many unspoken thoughts passed between us, “Being around you has made me a bit crazy. My dreams are filled with thoughts of you. It is hard to work when I’m so unfocused.”

She licked her navy blue lips and then continued to suck my cock. One of her hands cupped my balls, her webbed fingers collecting the heavy orbs and squeezing. I closed my eyes and inhaled. The steam from the shower added a mist making the scene even more surreal.

I growled at her. Something about her struck a chord deep inside of me. Something in my real presence resonated. “Let me focus on you.”

Part of me wasn’t sure of the command structure. I had considered her like a handler from a spy movie. Mostly at arm’s distance. Though I also knew that handlers used sex as a way to control their agents. At the moment, I didn’t care. I just wanted her.

Sammi looked up at me and kissed up my abdomen to my chest. Her fingers stroked my cock, pulling the foreskin back. She ran her thumb over my slit, spreading my pre-cum. Her eyes watched mine; it was like she could intuit my thoughts.

“We’re not crossing any forbidden lines, Rick. There don’t need to be any lines at all. We are both consenting fae.” She said with hope-filled eyes.

“You know my nature,” I reminded her. I was an incubus, “You’re okay with who I am? I’ll fuck just about anything that moves.”

She reached up and gripped her webbed fingers into my shoulders, pressing her cool flesh against mine. I dropped my hands down her back and grabbed the soft scales of her ass. Their edges secured my grip on her slippery flesh, and I pulled her up and kissed her deeply.

“So long as you fuck me.
 ” Sammi’s brilliant blue eyes locked on mine, “That’s all I want. Please fuck me now.”

I nodded, and a thought passed between us.

She spread her thighs and wrapped her legs around my waist, her ankles crossing at the base of my spine. I gripped her ass and lifted her above my rigid cock. She dropped one arm and guided my crown to her slick bare lips. The scales of her labia were fine and silky, and my cock slipped against her tight opening. She rolled her hips, ground down, gyrating as she groaned, feeling me stretch her tight cunt.

“Fuck, you are glorious
 ,” Sammi beamed glowingly as she lifted her core using surprisingly powerful thighs.

Sammi gyrated as she screwed down, her cunt accepting more of my girth with each repetition. My eyes locked on hers as her fingers gripped behind my neck. She rode her hips up and down slowly, entranced by how my thick rod stretched her insides. Her hips circled; it made my cock feel trapped in a whirlpool’s suction. I turned and pressed her back against the wall, then slowly took control.

I lowered her down slightly, then grabbed her hips. I pulled her away from the wall, and she leaned back. I enjoyed watching her azure flesh turn darker blue as she flushed from my full strokes. Her head tossed back, her blue-green locks plastered to the tile wall. Her full breasts bounced in small circles in time with my thrusts.

I leaned into her, fucking her harder and faster—I picked up the pace. She moved her hands back, pressing on either side of her head to keep my thrusts from driving her skull into the tile. She pressed her hips forward to meet me each time, and we locked eyes in the throes of our passion-filled coupling.

I pushed my power at her and felt her cunt clamp around my cock.

“Oh fuck, YES,” She screamed as she came, her body tensing as waves rippled through her, “Fucking don’t stop, fuck me. FUCK!”

I rutted into her, my hips blurring as my cock slammed into her repeatedly. Her thighs tightened against my hips as her core trembled in waves. I slammed into her and released. A torrent of my hot cum billowed into her pulsing womb. I pressed her against the wall.

Sammi wrapped her arms around my neck, pressed her mouth beneath my jaw, and bit me again, this time with both fangs. They sunk in deep and felt her venom shoot into my flesh.

I shuddered as I felt her venom spread through my nervous system. Reflexively I growled and turned to lick between her shoulder and neck. I bared my fangs and drove them into her flesh, releasing my venom into her bloodstream. She immediately bucked, her mouth opening wide and releasing her bite.

It was like nothing I’d ever felt before.

Sammi tossed her head back and shuddered, her whole body bucking. My cock pulsed, abruptly shooting a second load into her as I leaned against her. She clung to me, trapped between my hot chest and the cool tile. Both of us panted, struggling to slow our breaths.

I found my strength and stood. I wrapped my arm around the small of her back. I turned off the water. I opened the door and stepped out, my cock still firmly inside her.

I walked, still dripping wet, to my bed, leaving a water trail behind us. We soaked the sheets as I laid her down. I slid back to extract my cock, before sliding beside her on the mattress and wrapping her in my arms.

We spent long moments just breathing. Our bodies shuddered in jerks as our venom quickened in our veins. I closed my eyes and kissed behind her ear, and growled, “You bit me again,”

When I could find words, my fingers snared in her hair to turn her eyes to look at me. She grinned happily. “You bit me back. We’re even.”

“No ill effects. You’re not going to change into a brownie, are you?” I asked.

“No, baby,” Sammi smiled and kissed me gently, “it is the way we finish, sharing our magic.”

“Fucking intense,” I groaned and rolled onto my back.

She shifted and laid her head on my chest, looking into my eyes. Then she shimmered, and her mundane form appeared, her blonde hair falling like a golden sheet of satin along her cheeks. The dry hair dampened as it soaked up the water pooled on my chest.

She leaned and kissed me, then rose, “That was incredible, Rick,”

She stood up cheerfully; her mundane nudity was as arousing as her nymph form, “We will have to do that again, lots.”

Sammi disappeared down the hall and returned with two towels and the clothes she had discarded before she stepped into the shower.

She handed me a towel as she dried one side of her damp hair. I slid to the edge of the bed and stood, drying myself. I turned towards her and used my towel to rub her back and bottom. She was primarily dry. Her mundane form was only wet from the moments we had just shared.

She smiled at me and returned the favor.

We wordlessly dressed, and she returned to her business attire. I chose a pair of khaki slacks with an orange golf shirt. I was pulling on my belt when she turned to me, her eyes shining with renewed vigor.

“What I was going to tell you earlier, before...” She started, lost her train of thought, rushed to recapture it, then continued, “Well, with Rachael and then... Well!”

I grinned, “I understand. What did you find out?”

Sammi grinned her conspiratorial smile and leaned close like she was sharing a juicy secret, “Well, we found where your past incarnation stashed your treasures.”

“Treasures?” I felt my eyes widen.

“Yes, it seems your favorite way to store your wealth in past incarnations was in hard currency, gold, jewels, and other treasures buried in an underground vault. I hear it’s like Aladdin’s cave in Arabian Nights.”

That raised my eyebrows in surprise. Though mostly because it would be cool if I had a genie lamp stored somewhere or a flying carpet. I decided it’d be better not to say that aloud.

“Anyway,” She smiled; long silences made her uncomfortable, “our teams have located it and are developing a plan to extract the gold and treasures. It will take a while to liquidate and exchange it into more spendable currency. We found one off-shore account tied to one of your more recent avatars. It looks like the last deposit was about ten years ago, from an account in the Philippines.”

“Interesting, How did I get from the Philippines to here, and am Filipino??” I asked,

“You’re an incubus, silly.” She smiled indulgently. She never lost patience in repeating lessons to me. “Remember, your mundane form is like a mask. You choose it subconsciously to fit in with the current culture around you. You probably sailed on a merchant ship here. Somewhere along the way, you recycled and got stuck in your old mundane form. Then when we woke you up, you adapted to this… much better version.”

“So, how much money do I have?” I was curious, not concerned.

“In the one offshore account, there are about ten million dollars. We will connect it to your accounts for this identity. For the other stashes you have, we estimate over a billion dollars. It’s hard to estimate how much it will be until it’s liquidated.”

“Wow,” I was struck dumb.

“See, You don’t have to worry about money. Though if you spend, spend, spend, you’ll draw undue attention to yourself. Which we don’t want.”

“I understand,” I nodded, then pulled her close to hug her—not in celebration. I just wanted to wrap her in my arms. We shared another long look; then, I lowered my arms. We both had more of the day to get to.

“It’s good to know, but I have no immediate needs. Maybe I need to get a laptop or something like that. I’m taking Aisha shopping later today. When will I be able to use my credit?”

“Immediately—not a problem. What else do you have planned today?” Sammi asked.

“I owe Celia an apology.” I took the time to relate our rough awakening, “Then I may chill and wait for shopping with Aisha. Yesterday was a bit crowded.”

Sammi smiled impishly, “I may be able to help you with the chill part if you get lonely….”

Then she winked and laughed and was gone with a pop as she transported.

Showered, dressed, and feeling charged thanks to Sammi’s impromptu visit, I was ready to start the day. Before I went downstairs, I remembered my quick exit from Rachael’s bedroom. I pulled out my phone and was relieved there wasn’t a stream of texts from her.

I tapped out a quick message to Rachael:



I hope you have a great day.





I waited and saw the icon change saying that the message was read, then the cycling dots that revealed she was typing back.



You too! xoxo





I smiled. That was good. She was back to normal and seemed okay with where we left things.

I walked downstairs and opened the dryer. I removed Celia’s dress - It looked fine, not shrunken or malformed from the trip through my washing machine and dryer. I slid the skirt onto a hanger. I examined my shirt and trousers, saw no marinara stain, and hung them in the laundry room.

I tidied up the kitchen from the aborted dinner last night. I filled the dishwasher and started it. Then I went back upstairs to collect the soaked sheets and started laundry.

I grabbed my car keys, phone, and Celia’s dress and left the apartment.

PORT O'SUBS DELI

I realized I hadn’t had much to eat since the burger at the mall. So I walked to the elevators on my floor, thinking there may be a coffee shop in the hotel lobby across the street.

Since Celia never called or texted me, I didn’t have her number yet. I walked first to the deli, carrying her dress, and entered with a smile. She leaned over the counter with her chin in her hands and looked up as I entered. She smiled back, her eyes widening.

“Did you bring me my dress, Romeo?” Celia asked with a stunning smile.

She seemed genuinely happy to see me. She stood up, came from behind the counter, and hugged me tightly. I looked down at her, held her jaw in my hand, and then kissed her softly. She returned the kiss, slowly letting it deepen before she pulled back.

“Forgive the bitch that inhabited my body this morning.” She blushed, her eyelashes fluttered, and her eyes flashed, “She hadn’t eaten and was grouchy.”

“Did she get something to eat? Because I was going to get something at the coffee shop.” I offered.

“I had a bite, but I would love a venti caramel mocha,” Celia grinned.

“I’ll be back in a flash,” I handed her the dress and kissed her forehead before I left.

I walked out of the deli and around the corner to the entrance to the hotel. The lobby had a coffee shop inside the main doors, and I turned inside. It was doing brisk business this time of the day, so I stood in line. As I watched, I saw Lana’s unmistakable red hair bobbing behind the counter.

I grinned as I waited. She was intent on being a good hostess for her customers and didn’t notice me immediately. Lana was slightly shorter than me and taller than either Aisha or Celia. Her trim figure was attractive; her chest size was modest but perfectly proportional. She had on a green apron and the standard black blouse. I observed her quietly until it was my turn, then her eyes brightened, recognizing me.

“Lana, right?” I asked, and she nodded, “I’m Rick.”

“Now I’m sorry that I have my hands full, Rick,” She flirted, recalling our elevator conversation from the day before. “What can I get you?”

“A venti mocha and a venti caramel mocha,” I gave her Celia’s order and a coffee for myself, and I felt my mundane stomach grumble and looked through the baked goods. “And some coffee cake, and a cheese danish, A demon needs to eat from time to time.”

She called out the order, and her helpers started making the drinks and preparing the food. She entered the items into the register, then looked up at me.

“So you’re a demon, huh?” She winked at me, and her smile was contagious, “Don’t get many of those in these parts. Everyone has moved on to medieval dragon hunters.”

I looked at her blankly, not understanding.

“You know, from that show. The Con is filled with those cosplayers.”

What she said didn’t help me understand what she was talking about. I took out my wallet and opened it to pay, keeping my quizzical look focused on her.

“You’ve never heard of the Comic-Con?” She looked at me with renewed interest and tilted her head, “Well, hallelujah, there is hope for the human race,”





If only she knew.








She looked at the register. “That’ll be $11.65.”

“Sorry,” I passed over a twenty, “I am new in town. Keep the tip.”

She smiled broadly and put the change in the tip jar, “Thank you much.”

I grinned back and waved, “We really should meet so you can clue me in on this … Con thing.”

“I have a feeling, doll... We wouldn’t do much talking.” She winked.

I chuckled, and nodded, then repeated her room number.

“You got it, hon. Hope to see you soon,” Lana turned and gave her full attention to the next customer.

I grabbed my drink and food from the counter, then headed back to the deli. Celia smiled from behind the counter as I approached.

“Mmm,” She smiled as she tasted the hot sweet drink, “I need the caffeine.”

“You know that’s mostly sugar, right?” I corrected, “The rush you feel is the sugar rush.”

I leaned my hip against the counter and started eating my cheese danish. She looked at me and smiled.

“I did enjoy the rush you gave me yesterday,” she teased, “all of them.”

“Me too,” I said, “sorry I overslept. I didn’t know you had to be in early.”

“My fault, entirely.” Celia smiled and rubbed my hand. She looked down at the counter and then at me, “So you have another girl too?”

I nodded; I wasn’t going to lie. It would be better to explain to lingerie bags the truth.

“I’m not very good at monogamy.” I smiled softly at her.

I did feel drawn to Celia, more than I thought I would. We had great chemistry. I wanted very much to see her again.

“I get that,” Celia held my gaze, and searched my eyes, “I’m not looking for a relationship, just maybe something more than a random hookup.”

“I’d like that. I would very much enjoy learning more about you.” I admitted.

Celia grinned broadly, her eyes sparkled, and we continued to watch each other. I continued to eat my baked goods and drink my coffee. She quietly sipped her coffee, then had to help a customer. We broke our synced glances, and I slid to the side of her counter as she did business.

When the customer left, she walked around the counter. She slid against me and wrapped her arms around me. I lowered my mouth and kissed her as I hugged her close.

“I promise I won’t get jealous.” Celia looked at me, her fingers lightly curling through the short hairs behind my ears, “I just want to keep you close, at least for a while.”

I nodded, wanting to keep her close. I felt protective of her. It was a strange feeling for me.

“I’ll be right here. I want to know more about you.” I changed the topic, and like usual, it was an awkward segue, “I am going shopping later today, though—with another girl in the building.”

I knew I was risking souring the moment with the full disclosure. I reasoned that no secrets were better than the feeling of hiding who I was. She smiled genuinely, kissed me, and then stepped back to return to her counter.

“That sounds cool. I hope you have fun.”

Whatever spell we had experienced was broken. She was still happy as we finished our coffee. The glances stopped, and we settled into normalcy. I finished my coffee and deposited my trash in the can near the door. I looked at her and waved as I backed out of the door. She smiled, waved, and blew a kiss.
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CHAPTER
 10











RICK'S AND SAMMI DRIVE


I was not too
 fond of the way I left things with Celia. It felt off and sour. She deserved better than a monster like me. I couldn’t get her out of my head, though. I was drawn to her. I tried to put her out of my mind as I strolled back across the street and took the stairs into the parking garage. I got in my car and pulled out of the garage. I called Sammi while stopping at the first light.

“Hey there, tiger,” she said as she answered, “miss me already?”

“I wanted to see if I could visit Trish?” I asked, “Is there some secret code to get into the Enclave?”

“Hmmm, I think she moved. Let me look, and I’ll call you back.”

“Okay,” I said and hung up.

I decided to cruise down the harbor and look at the waterfront. After two lights, Sammi appeared in my passenger seat with a flash of light and pop.

“I thought you were going to call?” I looked around to see if anyone had noticed her sudden appearance. She waved her hand nonchalantly. “Oh, I wasn’t busy! So I figured I’d take you on a field trip, show you around.”

“I was just interested in seeing how Trish was doing—not a tour,” I grumbled but couldn’t help but smile at her grin.

“We’ll see her,” Sammi patted my hand reassuringly. “She’s not in the Enclave anymore. She’s free in the wild, like you. TURN HERE!”

As she pointed through my window, I swerved to make the sudden left-hand turn from the right lane. Two lanes of traffic behind me laid on their horns as I swerved severely in front of them. Narrowly escaping a three-car accident, we continued down the street she had indicated.

“A little warning next time would be nice.” I was grumbling again.

“Sorry!” Sammy cringed, then continued nonplussed, “Take the freeway north. We’ve got a ways to go.”

She gave me general directions, and I understood how to get there. It was about a twenty-minute drive with no traffic. During this time, there were just pockets of traffic along the route. Sammi held my hand, and it felt good to share some affection with her. I wondered how our relationship would change after our interlude in the shower.

I looked at the clock on the console. I didn’t want to be late for my date with Aisha. After a quick time-distance calculation, I figured I had enough time. Sammi looked at me and smiled. We couldn’t talk much with the top down. So the drive was quiet. When I pulled off the interstate, she started talking more and giving me directions.

“Trish,” She paused, taking a breath; the long silence on the drive had left a backlog of words that needed to come out, “Well, now she’s Jess. She had to get a new identity too. You knew she was a brownie, right? Right, I remember. She recovered nicely. No harmful side-effect from a double-shot of incubus venom. She says it was amazing. Her story entertained the staff, and you’ve attracted a lot of admirers. De and Tiff go on and on. Anyway, right... Trish, or Jess, I mean. She chose a slightly different appearance from her original self.”

“Oh?” I got a question in, and I sent my thanks to whomever.

“You’ll see,” Sammi smiled, “she’s the same girl underneath. She got a great assignment for a brownie.”

“Wow, this neighborhood is pretty posh,” I said as we cruised down a curvy road, the large mansions were set further apart.

They hugged the road, and beyond the large estates were small craggy cliffs along the coast. The air smelled of the sea with breezes cooler than downtown.

“In here,” Sammi said, pointing, giving me a moment’s notice.

I cruised into the driveway to an electronically controlled gate. “It’s Sammi, Visiting Tri—Jess.”

The gate rose, and I pulled into the drive. I looked over at her with a grin.

“You need to work on remembering our names,” I joked.

She smacked my arm, “She just got her papers this morning. Give a girl a break, Tom.”

“Rick,” I grinned and laughed.

“Park here, near the garage, RICK,” She emphasized my name but couldn’t hide her bright grin.

I parked just outside an extended garage and got out of the car. Sammi was tapping on her phone, so I walked around and opened her door. She smiled as I offered her my hand, and she swung out.

She smiled and winked at me, “Such a gentleman. I just texted Jess, and she’s on the way. Remember, she may not recognize you.”

“How could I forget the guy that fucked me into faerie-land?” asked Jess, walking around the corner.

I did recognize her, although she was a few inches shorter, with dark black straight hair, high cheekbones, almond-shaped eyes, and a warm honey skin tone. In other words, she looked nothing like the Trish I knew. Yet, I knew, without a doubt, that Jess was Trish.

Something innate about her reinforced that I knew her. I wondered if I knew her in my previous incarnation since much of my wealth was in the Philippines. Was this mask she was wearing now something I recognized from my earlier life?

Her dark brown eyes sparkled, and she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tightly.

I smiled broadly and wrapped my arms around her, “I’m so glad you’re doing okay. I was apprehensive about you.”

Jess looked up at me, lifted to her toes, and gave me a full kiss, her brown eyes warm and radiant, “You bit me!” she smiled impishly, then bared her fangs and bit me back.

Her venom was bright, and it made me shudder. She teased her tongue over the small punctures from her needle-like fangs, and I growled.

“Damn,” I sighed. It was hard to describe what a dose of faerie venom felt like, but it was magical. “I thought I had ruined your life, and now it seems you want another dose of me.” I winked.

“Maybe I do?” She grinned and winked but continued the conversation, “Besides, mundane life was sucking. Living with you was the brightest part of my life. Even though we barely interacted. I was in debt, with no prospects. Now I’m living the highlife, keeping stuff running at the Estate! You changed everything.”

“The Estate, what’s that? What are you running?” I asked.

“This is the Estate.” She swept her arms to indicate the low resort-like building that hugged the cliff face. The Pacific Ocean loomed in the distance. “I’m a brownie, so domestic service is my superpower,”

“So you’re a housekeeper,” I teased.

“Tom,” she started.

“Rick now,” I corrected with a smile.

“Whatever,” She punched me in the side.

“I work for a great mundane,” Jess reported, “she lets us do what we need to do, doesn’t micromanage, and… there are some fringe benefits I’ll have to tell you about someday. Also, this scratches my submissive itch like nothing else. Making people happy makes me purr.”

“I’m glad you’re happy,” I smiled, “I wish I knew you better before we both changed.”

“We were both trapped, Rick. Now we can be who we were meant to be.” Jess hugged me again.

I looked at Sammi, who was all smiles, watching us from a step away. I waved her over, and she came and hugged us both.

“You guys were a fun operation,” She looked back and forth at each of us, “a bit unpredictable, and I would have liked it to be a bit slower and in control. But I’m so delighted to see you both happy.”

I hadn’t thought about it, but I was much happier as Rick than I ever felt as Tom. It wasn’t just the amount of sex I was engaged with. Jess had embraced her new persona so well that it was infectious. I may be grumpy about not getting all the answers I wanted. But I also knew Sammi supported me in all things.

Sammi and Jess continued to chat about something, so I looked around the grounds. The mansion felt like a resort. It was an expansive, understated building running along the cliff’s ridge. It appeared to be built right into the side of solid rock, then anchored with structural steel. It was built to last and was largely unnoticeable from the nearby road. The grounds of the Estate were a mix of trees and wooded paths. I blinked as I saw a fox trotting towards us, passing without fear, and zig-zagged down the track.

“Who lives here?” I asked Sammi and Jess.

“The bosses,” Sammi shrugged like I should know who they were. “They moved into town a few years ago and completely integrated with the fae folk in town. They have been great and have awesome ideas to help us build our community, collaborate, and benefit our hosts.”

“Sammi was telling me if it wasn’t for them, we probably would still be trapped,” Jess said. “Before they came along, many of the faes could not recycle. They developed a program to find stuck fae and help them with magic to recycle. Like Sammi did for us.”

I checked the time on my phone and sighed, “I probably need to go. I have a date in a bit and need to drive back.”

“Save a date for me?” Jess said, “I do want to thank you. You changed my whole outlook on life.”

“It was all because of her,” I winked at Sammi and smiled back at Jess. “I’d love to have a date with you.”

I handed her my phone. “Give me your digits, and I’ll give you a call.” Jess tapped in her number and sent herself a text.

“Now we have each other’s number.” She grinned.

“Do you need a ride back to town, Sammi?” I asked.

“No, I need to go check in with my boss,” Sammi frowned and then looked and me and smiled. “She’s not at the Enclave today. So this trip was a twofer. She will be thrilled that this operation can be marked complete. Have a great date, Rick.”

I hugged them both tightly. Knowing that Trish/Jess was happy and healthy made me smile back at the Fairview Apartments. I parked. I headed back to my apartment and put on the sheets. I checked my phone, and I had enough time to take a quick shower and dress nicely for Aisha.

Soon I looked sharp, dressed in dark navy slacks, black shoes, and a crisp white short sleeve shirt. The lines of the clothes accentuated my new physique, and I could walk confidently to Aisha’s apartment with her gift bag in hand.

SHOPPING WITH AISHA

I knocked on the door, and it wasn’t long before the door opened, and I was treated to Aisha’s smile and soft brown eyes. Aisha opened the door wide and invited me in. She was dressed the same way I had met her: a tunic and leggings.

Today’s version was a bit more formal, the tunic was burgundy with golden trim, and the neckline was slightly open, exposing her mocha-colored bust modestly. She looked radiant when she smiled.

“I brought you a gift,” I said and held out the bag.

“Thank you, Trick,” Her charming voice once again made me grin. She peeked inside. “Oh, this is a bold move for a first date.”

“I hope you like it,” I grinned.

“I hope you like it, Trick,” We smiled at each other, and her eyes glinted with promise. “Maybe I should model it for you now?”

“If you did that, we probably would get distracted from getting you a new swimsuit,” I said gruffly with a wing.

Aisha stifled a giggle but nodded her agreement.

“Where would you like to go shopping,” I asked.

“Up in the valley, I think. More time with you than the mall down the street.” Aisha grinned and collected her handbag.

“You have a very scheming mind. I like that about you.” I grinned back.

I offered her my hand, and she took it with a smile. We left her apartment and went down to the garage. I escorted her to my car and opened the passenger door for her. She slid in, and I walked around the car to join her in the driver’s seat. I departed the garage and decided to get to the valley via the freeway that wound through the park. It was a perfect day to drive in a convertible.

“This is a great ride, Trick! I'm glad you offered to drive.” Aisha said, examining the interior.

“I just got this car a few days ago as a perk for my new job” mainly telling the truth seemed the best path. It certainly made it easier only to remember one set of facts. “I love driving it around town. I haven’t had to put the top up once.”

She smiled and reached her hand over, and stroked my thigh. Her eyes were full of mischief as she looked at me while letting her fingers search for my cock.

“I would like to ride with you more, Trick,” she said flirtatiously, adding a bout of groping as a relish.“Oooh, I have found it.”

Aisha’s fingers traced the outline of my shaft, and it started to get hard. She hummed soft approval.

“If you keep that up. I won’t be able to walk through this mall and buy you a new swimsuit.” I growled pleasantly.

She made a cute little frown and reluctantly pulled her hand away, then leaned in and kissed my cheek, “Concentrate on driving me
 , Trick.”

While limiting the groping, my enchanting passenger’s onslaught of innuendo was still a high priority. She smiled and lightly bit my ear.

The double meaning and the sensuousness of her breath on my neck didn’t help calm the beast rising in my boxers. As we approached the mall, I concentrated on finding a spot to park, and my arousal waned. We parked inside, but I pulled the top up, locked the car, and went inside.

“Come
 with me, Trick,” she looked at me with a glint in her eyes.

My mind vacationed with her skillful double entendres flowing from her lips. Her smile clued me in that she was aware and would most likely continue to tease me in the middle of the mall. I suddenly was worried about becoming aroused in a public place. It wouldn’t be like locking the doors of Celia’s shop if we found a dark corner. I took a deep breath and held her hand while she steered me to a well-known department store.

We browsed through different areas. I wasn’t familiar with the layout of this store, so I just wandered around, following Aisha. She found something to admire in various departments. All the while, I watched her, and my mind went back to imaging her in different positions about the store.

I was teasing myself now, which, while pleasant, might not have been the best.

She finally found the area with the bathing suits. She had her eye on a one-piece number similar to the one I ripped.

“Why not try a bikini?” I asked, “I think you’d look great in one.”

“Perhaps I should model both for you,” She grinned at me, “then let you make a choice.”

She seemed to enjoy the promise of modeling clothes and lingerie for me.

I looked around and saw a large dressing area where she could try them. I nodded towards the place, which didn’t seem to be monitored by an employee.

“You try them on over there.” I offered, then became reluctant with the possibility of things getting out of hand in public. Sammi’s reminders to be careful rang in my memory.

“Or... I could buy a few, and you can give me a fashion show back at my place.”

“An intriguing choice. Would you buy me more than one suit? Why would you do that?”

I leaned closer and growled in her ear quietly, “I have a sneaking suspicion that I might rip another one off of you.”

Her eyes widened, and now it was her turn to try and control her arousal.

“Then you’d at least have a backup.” I reasoned.

“Very practical, Trick,” biting her lower lip as she watched me with humid eyes, “I choose to give you a private show; how many should I get?”

I became more active in the selection process, and soon she was carrying a collection of suits. I maneuvered her to the women’s intimate apparel section, and we started looking at different bras and panties.

“You have already gotten me a gift, Trick,” she reminded me with a grin. She blushed at several of my selections, “I do not think I will be wearing any of these very long with you around.”

“The fun part is watching your expression when I rip the delicate things from your flesh because I want to see you naked,” I growled and left down to whisper into her ear.

She smiled distractedly. I felt a bit of pride in our banter and our self-control in the public place. Regardless, she started handing me panties, bras of different styles, and a few dressing gowns.

Finally satisfied that we had enough choices to have more fun in the afternoon, she looked up at me.

“Okay, Trick. Thank you for pampering me with all these choices. We should go now.”Aisha was anticipating the next part of our date as much as I was.

I found a register, and the clerk started ringing things up. Noticing the collection of intimate apparel, she grinned. Then looked up at me.

“Our policy is no returns on intimates and swimming suits, mister,”

The clerk looked at me and then at Aisha. Her expression was oddly condescending towards Aisha. “Just thought you’d want to know.”

“Oh,” I said, “we won’t be returning anything, but thanks for the warning.”

“What if one of these doesn’t fit her?” The clerk asked, still ringing things up.

“I’ll tear it off her and toss it in the trash,” I gave her a grin. I was not too fond of how she pried into our business. So I watched her warily.

“Not gonna save this for another conquest down the line?” I was surprised to see the clerk sit back and let her eyes explore my physique.

“Uh, no.” The attention I was getting from the opposite sex was new to me. Her leering was off-putting. “I’m buying these for her only.”

“Well, it’s your money,” She dismissed me, pursing her lips to look disapprovingly at Aisha.

I was glad to pay cash for the items and leave. I wouldn’t say I liked how she talked to me and dismissed Aisha. I also was uncomfortable with how she looked at me. She wasn’t unattractive physically. I found her personality disgusting, though. The whole encounter left an odd taste in my mouth.

I carried Aisha’s bags for her, and we went back to the parking garage. We found my car and proceeded back to our apartments the way we came. Knowing the destination wouldn’t be public, and we drove with the top up, Aisha became bolder.

Her fingers soon found my bulge, and she turned in her seat. Giving my cock her full attention, she gripped it and stroked it slowly.

“I have become addicted to your cock, Trick,” she confessed candidly, looking at me with growing arousal that made her eyes appear more prominent.

Her fingers pulled at my belt and unbuckled it. The drive home wasn’t far, but she continued to unbutton and unzip my trousers, then reached in and fished out my growing cock. She looked up at me and unclipped her seat belt.

“Slide your seat back,” Aisha said, and it wasn’t a request. She was impatient. Perhaps my flirtations in the mall had pushed her slightly too far. She smiled as I did her bidding. Her eyes lowered, and her mouth descended. She gave me one more command, “Drive safe.”

I drove in the slow lane, keeping my eyes on the road. Her eyes were on my cock. She moved her trim form to kneel on the passenger seat, then leaned over and licked the tip of my cock. Her fingers stroked the shaft in her soft grip. She moaned at the taste and enveloped my cock with her lips, sucking vigorously to extract more pre-cum from the slit.

I took the exit to our apartments and stopped at a stop sign.

“We’re almost home,” I said, “and I love what your mouth is doing to me. But I need to concentrate on street driving, and I need to shift.”

The convertible was a manual, so my hand constantly moved the gear shift. With her draped over the gearshift, it was hard to drive. She sucked hard once more, then pulled back up and kissed my cheek.

“Thank you for the taste, Trick,” she said, “I will behave now.”

She pushed my cock back into my trousers, carefully zipped up, and belted between my intermittent shifting and a few more stop lights. We pulled into our parking garage without further incident. She was out the door before me and pulled her bags from the back seat. I joined her and put my arm around her as we headed to the elevators.

RICK AND AISHA AT RICK'S PLACE.

We decided in the elevator to go to my apartment. Aisha took her bags of new clothing up to my bathroom upstairs. I quickly detoured past the washing machine to pull out the clean bedding. I quickly made the bed while Aisha changed into her first outfit.

I sat on the bed and waited. I wondered how many outfits we’d get through before I ripped it off her and ravished her properly. Then she reappeared dressed in the replacement of her one piece. It was nice but not sexy.

“I like the new color,” I said tepidly, “orange looks good on you.”

She smiled, turned to the side like a model, and then walked back to the bathroom for item number two. It didn’t take long, and she returned wearing the babydoll nightie I had gotten as a gift. I smiled as she had nothing on underneath except the matching pair of thong panties I bought for her.

I stood up as she came in, took her hand, “I think this is perfect,” and leaned down to kiss her.

“You like this one?” Her eyelashes fluttered coquettishly, then she smiled and kissed me thoroughly, “It does not leave much to the imagination.”

She was right. The babydoll nightie, though not see-through, was lacy and diaphanous. I could see her dark halo and the hardness of her nipples. I reached up and pressed my palm against her breast. She pressed her chest out invitingly, and I closed my fingers to feel her breast, then tugged at the firm nipple through the thin material.

She finally pulled from the kiss breathless, and I kept pulling at the thin material of her top. I dropped my hand to grab near the bottom hem and lifted. She smiled as she lifted her arms, and I pulled the nightgown off her toned mocha-colored flesh.

“Is the fashion show over, Trick?” Her tone was teasing, but the way she pressed her palm against my chest made me growl.

“For now, Yes.” I nodded.

She worked at the buttons of my shirt, then pulled it from my trousers. I unbuckled my belt. Then I shifted the shirt off as she undid my pants and pushed them down. I shifted my legs to kick my trousers away, and her hands gripped my bulge, tracing the outline of my hard cock. Her eyes looked at me, her hand fishing my cock from my boxers.

“Good, Now I can continue what I started in your car.” Aisha looked up at me.

She sank to her knees and hooked her fingers into my boxers. She licked her lips, and her gaze shifted, watching my cock as she pulled my boxers down. My cock bounced once it was unburdened from my shorts. Her hands gripped the thick shaft, with more length to spare. She traced the top of her tongue over the head, which made me clench my inner muscles and caused my cock to bob.

I lowered down to sit at the edge of the bed, spreading my thighs. She kneed forward as I shifted my boxers entirely off. Her mouth opened and slipped down my engorged tip, her tongue pressing and flicking the underside of my cock. I gathered her hair in my fingers, pulling it away from her face. I wanted to watch her worship my cock.

Her brown eyes lifted to lock on my own as she slowly lowered and rose. I moaned at the feel of the soft suction and her talented tongue. One of her hands dropped to cup my balls, tugging at the full sacs. She pressed my cock forward and licked down the bottom of my shaft, then sucked in one testicle at a time.

“You look hungry,” I was enamored watching her enjoy herself.

She smiled at me and managed to nod while still sucking on a testicle. She pulled it from her mouth and then kissed up my shaft. I lowered my hand to pull her up as I reclined. She was easy to pull up and kiss while my hands dropped to her ass to squeeze her cheeks. I growled as I felt her warm flesh slide up my body.

“Take off your thong.”

She slid down and then pushed her panties down. I slid back onto the bed and watched her climb towards me. She licked her lips and returned to kissing and sucking my cock. With hardly any resistance, I reached for her thigh and pulled her bottom over my head. She spread her thighs around my head as I lifted my mouth to her smooth bare cleft. I licked her sex and groaned at the taste of her arousal.


“This was the type of feeding I needed,”
 I thought.

As I licked and probed Aisha’s pink folds, the energy in the room rose, and my pheromones started to rise. Aisha hummed on my cock, becoming more animated in how she sucked and licked. Her increase in pleasure cycled back into me. I could feel my energy level rise as my powers fed on our lust and passion.

I pulled her cheeks apart and lifted my mouth. She purred as I found her tight ring, probing her anus with my tongue. I pressed a finger into the puckered rose as I dropped my mouth back to lap between her fragrant lips. She pressed her hips back, urging me to push deeper. I felt her hand drop between my thighs and probe under my scrotum. I bent my knees slightly to rotate my hips and felt her small finger press against my anus.

I growled the series of sensations and nerves sending tremors of lust through me. I slowly pumped my finger into her ass and felt her mirror my motions. I used my other hand to spread her lips, then pressed two fingers into her cunt, as my tongue lapped at her clit. She grunted, and her hips rolled. I was treated to a trickle of her fluids as she pressed back to push my fingers deeper into her.

As I plunged my fingers into her more deeply, I felt her moan and pulled her mouth from my cock. She grabbed the shaft and stroked it as she tossed her head and moaned deeply. Her hips pressed back as she worked my fingers deeper.

“Trick,” She managed to moan, her hips cycled frantically, “Do not stop, gods, I am about to cum.”

I pushed with my power, and her body convulsed, tripping into an intense orgasm. I felt her cunt and ass pulse around my fingers. I lapped hungrily, drinking streams that flowed around my fingers. Her moans peaked, then crawled forward and escaped my fingers. She continued to crawl down my torso, then straddled my hips.

She rose and reached to grip my cock. She faced away from me but turned her head to look at me as I lifted on my elbows, licking her arousal from my lips. She smiled as she pressed the tip of my cock against her glistening labia, and her mouth opened. She moaned as she rocked back. I felt my cock slide into her, stretching her tight pussy.

Her hands gripped my knees as she worked her hips, rolling them as my cock disappeared. She shifted forward, riding me reverse cowgirl style, giving me a delicious view of her firm ass. I reached and grabbed her ass and helped her find her pace. Then spread her cheeks, licked my fingertip, and pressed my finger into her ass. She tossed her head and growled at the double penetration.

Her ass sucked in my finger easily, and I added a second finger. Her eyes closed as I stuffed her, my fingers driving in deep as she pressed back into cock. I filled her with every stroke. I concentrated on her and pulsed my powers in small bursts, which compelled her to work herself deeper and increase how close she was to her peak.

Suddenly she reached her peak, and she rocked back. Her cunt clenched around the root of my cock. I pulled my fingers from her ass. Then sat up so I could reach around her and grip her breasts. She arched and rolled back, still impaled on my cock. I pulled her back against my chest and reclined prone on the bed.

One hand gripped her brown breast, holding her against me. The other hand dropped to her waist to hold her bottom against me. I rolled my hips to curve my cock deeper, then cycled back into her tight quivering cunt. She moved her head back over my shoulder and moaned.

Captive in my arms, I took over. I cycled my hips fucking her in rapid thrusts. I dropped my hand from her waist to her sex. I found her clit and strummed it like a guitar string. She shrieked and bit her lip to stay quiet. I felt her stiffen, her thighs clamping shut as she rolled into another intense orgasm.

I fucked her tirelessly while she cycled into a series of full-body crests, writhing on top of my chest. I held her tightly around her bust. My fingers pressed and circled her clit, I bared my fangs, then, in a fit of lust, raked the sharp points against her shoulder, closed my mouth, and pierced her flesh, and my venom shot into her. I sucked hard, tasting a mix of my venom and her blood.

She arched excessively as my bite pushed her into yet another orgasm. I tightly held her and slammed my cock in deeper. I shot my load in jets buried in her spasming cunt. I pulled my fangs from her flesh and held onto her as my hips bucked, emptying my balls. She was shuddering, in waves, cresting to a peak, waning slightly, then cresting into another. Eventually, she relaxed, and her weight rested fully on my chest.

She just breathed, and so did I. Coming to my senses from the intense experience, I closed my eyes.

With a start, I realized what I’d done. I checked that she was breathing and her pulse. She was fine, just spent. She wasn’t going to change into a faerie. I wondered what my venom would do to her. She rested on me, nearly dead weight, for a long moment. My hand covered her sex, my cock still deep inside her.

Eventually, she shifted. She twisted on my chest, and my cock pulled free. She rolled over and then straddled my hips, her groin pressing my cock against my firm abdomen. She smiled and moaned as she ground her hips against my cock, then stretched to kiss me. Her tongue slipped between my lips. Her hands cupped my jaw, and then she combed behind my head.

I kissed and wrapped my arms around the small of her back, feeling her slowly grind and press herself against me. Her eyes fluttered open as she pulled from my kiss.

“You bit me,” she said, “did you not?”

I nodded slowly, and her soft smile spread into a grin.

“You are a monster
 .” she smiled and kissed me again, closing her eyes.

“You have no idea...” I growled, dropping my hand to squeeze her ass, my arms drawing her up as my cock stiffened.

“I have experienced beast mode now,” she smiled, “you cannot scare me.”

Never dare an incubus.

I pushed my natural form forward as I held her tightly. Aisha’s lithe body lifted as my bulk grew under her. Her hips lifted as my colossal cock inflated between her thighs. Her eyes widened in shock but not fear, eyes a bit unfocused—maybe from the venom. Aisha pressed her hands into my chest, rising to look at my glorious form. Her mocha-brown skin is a nice contrast to my burgundy-scaled flesh.

“You are
 a monster,” Aisha repeated, emphasizing a different syllable.

My wider hips stretched her thighs. Her hands dropped to my slightly scaled cock. She gripped it and stroked it, watching it with awe. Her eyes were entranced as she watched a stream of pre-cum spill from my crown when she pulled the foreskin back.

Her eyes flicked up at me, “I do not think it will fit, Trick,” fitting her hand around my girth. Her fingertips were unable to touch as she stroked, “It would tear me apart as you did my suit.”

I smirked, my red irises locked into her brown eyes. I grabbed her hips and lifted her quickly into the air. I growled, ready to try out intercourse with my proper incubus cock, “Never know until you try.”

I squeezed an inner muscle, and my cock twitched. My tail swished between my thighs, and I steered my shaft between her thighs as I held her above my hips. I felt my prehensile cock shift in my groin. The shaft thinned, and the crown stretched like it could sense the scent of her engorged labia. My tail flicked over her folds and worked the tip between her slick petals, and I lowered her against my crown.

She watched me, eyes wide, as her hands held onto my own gripping her hips. She writhed, unable to move out of my grasp, and groaned as my tip pressed into her folds, my tail holding her open.

“Oh fuck, I feel you going inside….” Aisha shuddered as I slowly lowered her down onto my drooling cock head. I felt my crown thin to slide in further, then widen, pulling her deeper down my shaft. I was breathing hot clouds of pheromones, and her eyes blurred in lust. My prehensile cock wormed in deeper, until her thighs rested on my hips. She was spread wide like she was riding a horse. She leaned forward and kissed me.

“I cannot believe it,” She groaned, licking my lips. Eyes wide in wonder. “I am stuffed with your monster cock.”

I held her hips tight against me, and my cock worked in and out. Aisha gazed into my eyes as the shaft spread wider, stretching her cunt to the extreme. My tail flipped back and then waved forward, whipping her ass. She groaned and pressed forward from the strike. I pulled her back onto my shaft and gripped her hips.

I used my tail to swat her ass and move her hips. She tried to close her thighs but was unable to because of my wide hips. She was the captive toy to a beast, unable to do much but enjoy the ride.

Enjoy it; she did!

The intensity of my cock sliding in and out and the sharp, bright stings of my tail soon had her writhing in pursuit of another peak.

I moved my hand, large, strong fingers capped by dark talons. I gripped her breasts, the feet sinking into her brown flesh. Her eyes widened, lost in her lust. She was shifting and grinding, panting and moaning. Her breaths pulled even more of my magical pheromones through her lust-drunk mind.

She leaned forward, her hips lifting and rolling. Her hands grabbed my horns like handles, and she worked herself on my throbbing cock. I could feel it ripple inside her, swelling wider, then thinning to allow her to grind deeper.

I finally pushed with my power, and she crashed into an enormous orgasm. She was bucking hard, practically levitating. I wrapped my tail around her neck, and she lifted a hand to pull at it as her breath caught in her throat.

Another pulse and another bucking orgasm shot through her flesh, and her eyes widened. I released my tail, and she slumped forward. Then I slammed my hips into her, my cock pulsing, and pumped rivers of incubus cum into her womb.

Aisha froze as I filled her, stiffening as yet another orgasm shot through her overloaded senses. Overcome, she slumped against my chest.

My arms wrapped around her and held her snugly. I managed my breathing, slowing my heart rate, as I felt her relax. I pushed my human form back to the front and kissed her forehead as she dropped against me.

I closed my eyes and rested. I felt our sexual energy pulsing through me, charging me. I reveled in the feast of lust and passion I had enjoyed. Aisha slowly stirred, then slipped to my side, curling against me, shuddering in the aftershocks. With her hand across my chest, we closed our eyes and rested.

I enjoyed an interlude of darkness and slept.

She stirred first, then sat up with a gasp. I turned to her as she held her hand between her breasts and blinked rapidly.

“Are you okay?” I rubbed her thigh, watching her curiously.

I noticed the room was getting pretty dark. The dim light from the windows revealed we both must have fallen asleep. Aisha continued to blink, but her breathing slowed. She looked at me, her face confused, then her lips turned into a smile as she was able to focus on my eyes.

“It has gotten dark. Is that still you, Trick?” She leaned and kissed me softly, her fingers combing through my hair.

I kissed her back, then turned to flip a switch and turned on the task lights around the room. She smoothed her hair back, and we kissed again.

“I had this weird dream of turning you into a demon.” She smiled, and her eyes sparkled as her fingers pressed into my chest.

I just looked at her, not knowing what to say. She smiled and pressed her breasts against me to kiss my lips. I wrapped her in my arms and stroked her back.

“Dreams are weird,” I finally responded. It wasn’t a lie. But I reasoned she at least deserved a good response.

She retreated and then crawled back off the bed. She watched me with a smile the whole time. Then as she stood and walked naked back towards the bathroom, she winked.

“What time has it gotten to be Trick?” She leaned over to pick up her thong panties, and I enjoyed a long look at her naked bottom, stretching, “I have a meeting at the university this evening.”

I reached for my phone and unlocked it.

“It’s 6:34.” I rubbed my face trying to determine how long we had slept.

“I am sorry, Trick,” she frowned, “I will have to model these clothes for you some other time. I have to go.”

“I understand.” I shifted onto my feet and found my discarded boxers.

Aisha hurried to the bathroom to get dressed. She soon returned with her shopping bags. She held them out to me.

“Do you want to hold these until I have time?” she asked.

“I bought those for you, Aisha,” I smiled and hugged her, “you enjoy them. You can send me snaps on your phone if you’d like.”

She kissed me quickly. She was running late. “Thank you, Trick. I enjoyed our afternoon. I shall consider sending you scandalous photos to entice you.”

Then she was down the stairs and out the door.

RICK HAS ANOTHER VISITOR

I pulled on a pair of gym shorts and a tee shirt. I scratched my head and felt my stomach rumble. I had satisfied my sexual hunger. It was my mundane stomach which some nourishment. I used my phone to download an app for a chain pizza restaurant. Then created an account and ordered two large pizzas and some soda. The app said it would be about thirty minutes.

I flipped through my phone and thought about the last few days. I had pretty good relationships with three women, and I was ready to get to know all of them more. I was intrigued by Lana and wondered who I would meet on the list. I walked downstairs and picked up the list. I found Celia’s apartment number and circled her name.

There was a knock on the door. I put away the list, then went and opened my door. Smiling up at me was Celia. I grinned broadly.

“I was thinking about you. Come in.” I smiled and hugged her to my chest.

She slipped into my embrace, her chin lifting to look at me. She wasn’t in her work outfit, so she must have stopped by her apartment to shower and change. She was wearing comfortable-looking yoga pants and an oversized sweatshirt. She leaned up and kissed me gently.

“Are you sure?” she teased, “Is your shopping date over?”

“Yeah,” I shrugged, “she left for a meeting. I ordered too much pizza for dinner. Are you hungry?”

She nodded with a smile, “I am. I could even eat some pizza too.”

“Think we can behave until we eat this time?” I grinned, and her eyes sparkled.

“We never ate last night, and all I’ve had to eat were those two pastries at breakfast.” Celia said, “Did you forget the leftovers, Romeo?”

Celia nuzzled my neck, then walked to the kitchen. She pulled out the lasagna tray, then opened it. Then she looked at me, around the kitchen, with a grin and shook her head. “Do you not know how to operate a microwave?”

She quickly found where the plates were and busied herself with reheating our lasagna from last night. I found the wine bottle and poured us each a glass. Then we sat and ate, talking about mundane things like the weather and her job at the deli. The pizza arrived, and we attacked that ravenously. I think both of us had forgotten about food.

It felt good to interact with Celia. She had a bubbly personality, smiling often. We laughed as we polished off most of the leftover lasagna and one of the pizzas. Then she cleaned up the kitchen, pointing me to my sofa. “Find us a movie to watch.”

I nodded, then scratched my head looking for a remote.

“I’ll put stuff away. Remember tomorrow to eat food. There is another whole pizza,” Celia called from the kitchen.

“Yes, mother,” I teased back.

I tried to figure out how this TV worked. It had a streaming box, and the apartment building provided the service for tenants. I went through the menu, looking at different streaming services I was already subscribed to but wasn’t sure what to watch.

“What type of movie are you interested in?” I asked.

I heard the microwave popping and reasoned she was popping popcorn. Perhaps she hadn’t heard me. So I kept flipping through the options looking at the different movies or TV shows.

She returned and settled into the leather sofa beside me. She put a bowl of popcorn in my lap and leaned against my shoulder.

“Let me do that for you,” Celia smiled at me and grabbed the remote.

I grabbed a handful of popcorn. I watched as Celia flipped through the menu, found a service she liked, made a quick decision, and then started the show. The opening credits were soon scrolling down the screen.

“A murder mystery?” I asked.

“It’s gotten some good buzz,” she replied, putting her fingers into the popcorn bowl.

We didn’t need to talk. We didn’t need sex. We just enjoyed being near each other. I kept my arm around her shoulder, her head resting on my chest. She would lean up to kiss me during slow parts, then return her attention to the screen.

I figured this was part of the symbiosis between fae and humans. Having a mundane night and enjoying each other’s company fulfilled some everyday needs in Celia. I figured if she was happy, I was delighted. She had undoubtedly fed my non-food-related hunger yesterday.

I let my hand wander, and she smiled and enjoyed my touches. She reciprocated with small caresses and tender kisses. We finished the popcorn and the bottle of wine. It seemed both of us were fine, just hanging out.

When the movie was over, she turned off the TV. She turned to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. I felt her breasts through her sweatshirt as she leaned and kissed me. She teased my lips open with her tongue to deepen the kiss. I responded in kind, enjoying the feeling of her in my arms. I dropped my hands down her back and caressed her.

Then she parted the kiss, her eyes blinking as she just looked at me. “Thank you, Rick, for dinner and a nice movie. It was special to spend time with you.”

I smiled back at her, squeezing her lightly, “I enjoyed it too. I like spending time with you.”

“So we don’t have to fuck to be friends?” Celia teased but watched my eyes with interest.

“Celia, I can’t lie — I enjoy fucking you,” I paused a long moment, then winked. “You are a special person. I’m happy to be with you. No pressure for anything more.”

I felt like her soul purred, and she rested her cheek against my chest and hugged me. She was like me and didn’t always know what words to say—often replacing conversation with humor and teasing jabs. I felt that we communicated without words and somehow had gotten closer. Her response felt like she agreed with me.

“Is it okay,” She hesitated, resting in my arms. She looked back at me, “If I slept in my bed, we called it a night.”

“Of course,” I smiled and tipped her chin up to kiss her, “I had a great time just being with you.”

Another unspoken reaction told me I was on a roll. Celia rose to her feet, and I followed her to the door. She turned and kissed me again, and I kissed her back.

“Buy me breakfast in the morning?” she said, “From the coffee shop?”

“Certainly,” I replied, “What time?”

We agreed on a time, and she slipped out my door to return to her apartment.

AND ANOTHER VISITOR

I checked my phone, and it was about 10 PM. I checked my energy level and was physically tired, but my romp with Aisha kept my batteries charged. I locked my door and headed up to my loft, stripping down to my boxers.

With a flash, Sammi appeared. She stood before me, looking curiously at me, “Early night? Are you on the outs with Celia?”

“Not that it’s any of your business,” I smiled softly. I couldn't be cross with Sammi, “We just had a quiet night. I think I fed her everyday needs. She left smiling.”

“Good for you, Rick,” Sammi smiled, then suddenly got nervous. Her eyes shifted towards the floor, then returned to my eyes, “I’d like to take you somewhere. Or is it too late?”

She was skittish, which wasn't like her. What she was asking was very important to her. I smiled at her softly, “Where are you wanting to take me?”

“My house—my home?” It was a statement with a small question at the end. Her eyes were watching mine, hopefully. I felt she hadn't asked my people over to her place before.

“I need to be back in the morning to bring Celia breakfast,” then I smiled at her reassuringly. "Sure, I’d enjoy seeing your place.”

“It’s nothing much...” Sammi smiled and reached out and held my hand, then we flashed, leaving my apartment empty.
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SAMMI’S HOME


Sammi
 and I stood in a collection of reeds, the air pungent with brine. Sounds of wildlife from various bird calls, insects, and other creatures filled the darkness of the night. I looked around and saw only distant lights to the North, South, and East, which betrayed we were still near the city.

“Where are we?” I asked, still wearing only my boxers.

Sammi had pushed out her Nereid form when she transported us. I understood her nature better. This salt marsh we were in was part of her habitat, what she protected—creatures and the humans near the bay.

“I live in the south bay,” Sammi smiled, her eyes flashing—an azure flesh seemingly aglow in the moonlight, “In the wildlife refuge.”

Sammi waved her hand and spoke something under her breath, and part of the reed marsh evaporated, and a small cabin appeared. Instead of a walkway to the porch, the porch overhung the shallow waters. I could tell the building was floating and would rise and fall with the tides.

She took my hand, guided me through the knee-deep water, then sat on the edge of her porch. She smiled at me and leaned against my side.

“I don’t bring many people here, Rick. It’s my safe place. You make me feel safe too.” Sammi said.

I pushed my demonic form to the front, and the porch sunk slightly lower in the water. Sammi chuckled and widened her eyes. Then let her lightly scaled fingers trace down the maroon scales of my chest. I intentionally cut off any pheromones, wanting to enjoy just being in Sammi’s sanctuary and this quiet intimacy.

“I don’t know why. I feel safe around you too. I’m honored you’d want to share this space with me.” I said.

Sammi’s blue eyes danced in the moonlight. Her cabin was dark inside, with no electricity. My eyes adjusted to the darkness, and I enjoyed looking at her. She let her eyes drift over my muscular form, her fingers tracing the edges of my scales. Her webbed fingers slid slowly from one scale to another. She glanced down, then giggled as she saw my flaccid phallus. She pushed up and stood on her porch and then looked over her shoulder.

“Loin cloths or shorts, Rick.” Sammi smiled, disappearing into her cabin, her voice chiming as she went inside, “I’ll pick you up some. I’m sorry I forgot.”

The insides of her cabin illuminated in a soft glow, greenish blue, like natural phosphorus disturbed in the wake of a boat. She returned and handed me a natural fiber towel. Then she slipped into the water and stepped between my knees. She tucked the towel around my waist, covered my cock, and gently patted it.

She smiled into my red eyes as she sunk into the bay waters. She rested comfortably between my legs, her forearms and one cheek resting on my thighs. She ran her webbed fingers along the outside of my thigh.

Sammi sighed happily and explained, “I don’t want to be distracted by that... I just wanted to have you close. Don’t ask me to explain why.”

I nodded and combed my talons through her waves of multicolored hair. She closed her eyes and smiled.

“I think I understand. Sitting quietly, like this, shares our magic differently than overtly using our powers or venom.” I said, enjoying the fee than overtly using our powers or venom.”

She nodded, and her eyes remained closed. She rested content on my thighs while letting the waters of her bay soothe her and reconnect her to her surroundings. Water from my shower would never make her face so calm as she felt in the waters of her front porch. I continued to comb my talons through her tresses and watched her as she relaxed.

“What does our venom do to humans?” I asked.

Sammi’s eyes fluttered open, and she raised her head. “Hmmm… why do you ask?”

“Well, I may have bit, Aisha.” I admitted, then continued to recount the events of my date before revealing, “I also fucked her in this form.”

Sammi’s eyes grew wide, more in fascination than shock or judgment.

“That…” Sammi’s eyes tilted towards my covered junk, “Fit? Inside little Aisha?”

“Yeah.” I shrugged, “Apparently, it works more like a tentacle than a rigid cock, though it can just be a cock too.”

“Really?” Sammi’s eyes widened and lost a bit of focus, then she shook her head and returned to the topic, “And you bit her while she climaxed?”

I nodded, not feeling a bit of shame. I was curious about what would happen, but recalling our coupling, I had no remorse. I wondered if I should. I felt like there was some line I was crossing. Sammi watched me and then pressed her lips together in thought.

“Well.” She took a moment to collect her thoughts before continuing, “Venom can be considered a concentration of our magic like you and I shared.”

I nodded, “I remember. That was amazing. Does it work similarly in humans?”

“Humans respond to magic in different ways. Venom is such a concentrated dose that it can be overwhelming. What happened?” Sammie asked.

“She had a big orgasm that lasted much longer than normal,” I explained, glad we could have this discussion without judgment or jealousy. “After that, I revealed my demonic form. She wasn’t frightened or afraid, more captivated. I fucked her again, and she had another series of orgasms. Then we both fell asleep for a couple of hours. Then she awoke with a start, like from a nightmare.”

“She may have thought the second pairing was a dream...” Sammi mused, looking up at me. “Venom can be considered a strong psychedelic, like an LSD trip, but more organic.”

I nodded, recalling what Aisha remarks, “When she woke up, she mentioned that she dreamt of fucking me as a demon.”

“You need to be careful, Rick,” Sammi said cautiously, her eyes only showing concern for me. “I don’t think a bite every once in a while will be an issue. However, it would help if you remembered that continuous exposure to such concentrated magic could affect a human’s soul. Like illicit drugs and chemicals affect their physical bodies.”

Sammi lightly kicked her feet in the calm waters and looked at me. Her eyes showed concern. She kicked and pushed herself out of the water, then rested her bottom on my knee.

“I should share more of what we know about your type.” Sammi’s tone was severe.

I gulped, suddenly anxious. Sammi placed her hand lightly on my chest, which was calming. “Incubus fae can be problematic. It was one of the reasons we had to treat your awakening with care.”

“I’m listening,” I gripped her waist with my hand to help keep her on my lap.

“For any Fae, there is a light path and a dark path,” Sammi began, “dark fae see the world differently than light. They want to accumulate and maximize their power. They use that power to subjugate our hosts. They want to enslave humans to their whims and desires.”

“Light fae want what is best for human and faerie alike,” she continued, “We see the symbiosis and how we can benefit each other. But light fae is also wary of humans. Humans can be much like the dark fae, seeking power, enslaving faeries, or corrupting them. Because of this, we have often retreated from the world of men, into our realm.”

“I can see why,” I reasoned, “humans can do some horrible things.”

She nodded and then lowered her gaze, thinking of what she wanted to say.

“When fae retreat, the world gets worse,” she explained, “wars, destruction, famine, and disease occur more frequently. It’s a known pattern. We have to, with purpose, be in the world and co-exist with humans. Only then the world get better.”

Then she looked into my eyes and kissed my cheek. “I want you to work in the light,” she said, “Be part of the good we bring….”

“But…” I said, already sensing it.

“Almost always incubi choose the dark path,” She said. Her eyes fixed on mine, searching, expressing concern and love. “They enslave, then subjugate—dark fae addict humans to their venom, their pheromones—women especially. We studied harems, sexual trafficking, and slavery. When we find the source of those things, a dark incubus is often involved.”

She stopped and searched my eyes, her arms wrapped around me. Tears welled in her eyes, and she pressed her cheek to my shoulder.

“I didn’t know your background...” She paused, then words spilled out of her in a stream. “I saw a man trapped in his life. I wanted to free you. I know I did, but I may have also unleashed a….”

She wouldn’t allow herself to say the word.

“A monster.” I completed her thought for her. “I could become a monster. That is your fear.”

She nodded and then cried. Her voice caught, and she looked up wildly to find my eyes. “I don’t think you are, Rick. But I’m afraid.”

“It comes down to a choice, though,” I said, trying to comfort her, “I’m not inherently dark or light, right?”

She lifted her head and nodded with a sniffle. “It is a choice, Rick….”

“But…” I again started her next thought. I couldn’t let her hold anything back. I needed to know all she knew of my type. I needed to know the truth.

“You have such strong needs. Like a vampire, another type of fae who almost always takes the dark path.” Sammi explained, “We call those types feeders. You have to feed yourself with sexual energy. The more powerful you become, the more sex you require. It will spiral. It always does. You’re cursed….”

Her voice caught in her throat as she finished her sentence. Her fingers pressed to her lips, eyes wide. It felt like she wanted to pull the word back and swallow it, keep it from being heard.

“It’s a blessing.” I smiled, my fingers running along her cheek. My thumb wiped away a tear. “To bring such joy to humans, it’s a blessing. But every blessing can be twisted into a vice. It’s a choice, Sammi. I want to choose to bring a blessing.”

Her eyes searched mine. Then she pressed her lips to mine. We kissed for a long moment. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and my arms held her tight around her waist. She parted from the kiss and looked at me.

“I hope you’re right, Rick. I believe in you. I love you.” Sammi’s eyes widened, and she again looked like words were escaping against her will.

“I love you too, Sammi,” I smiled, and I meant it. It sprouted a stream of questions in my mind. “I am also an incubus. It’s my nature. I can’t help that. But I want to find solace with you, find my center, with you. If you allow me, I fear I would follow the dark without you. You are so bright with light. I want to follow you.”

She leaned into me and kissed me. I kissed back tenderly. I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her to straddle my lap, and she wrapped her water-chilled legs around my warm waist. We kissed tenderly, enjoying our embrace. I had to concentrate not to let my arousal boil. It was the hardest thing I had ever done, but for this moment, I wanted our embrace and kiss to be sacred. We would have many times to share our lusts and passions.

Finally, she pushed back, her cool fingers running along my jaw. Her brilliant aquamarine eyes searched mine. “You constantly amaze and surprise me, Rick.”

With a smile, she shifted off my lap, rose to her feet, and then offered me her hand. I took it and rose to my full height.

“Do you think you can share my bed tonight?” Sammi asked, her voice fragile. She looked me up and down, “Like this, fae with fae?”

“Nothing I’d like to do more.” I unfolded the towel, turned, and wrapped it more snugly around my waist.

She led me into her cabin, and I had to duck and turn to enter. She showed me to her bed, and I sat and curled into it, leaving just enough space for her to slip beside me. Her bed, made of woven reeds, lowered into the salty water with a wave of her hand and words under her breath. Water bubbled up through the reeds. Wrapped in each other's arms, we closed our eyes in the darkness and slept.

MORNING IN SAMMI’S CABIN

My eyes snapped open suddenly. The warm light of sunrise bathed the interior of Sammi’s cabin. I looked down to find Sammi’s tangled hair bobbing on my growing cock. The towel was soaked and crumpled to the side. She stroked her fingers up and down the shaft, licking at the tip, sucking in the pre-cum.

Noticing my movement, Sammi looked at me feverishly. “Oh, good, you’re up.” Sammie managed a bright grin as if frantic fellatio was a typical morning ritual, “I fucking need you. I can’t stand it.”

Lust dilated Sammi’s eyes as she sucked frantically to urge my phallus to full hardness. The water of her reed bed was splashing around her knees. Her other hand was between her azure thighs, fingering her needy pussy.

Then I put two and two together. We slept in a pool of primarily stagnant water. Even with me consciously throttling my pheromones, they still seeped into the water. I laughed and collected Sammi’s hair into my fist and tugged.

She purred at my control, looking at me lustfully. “I know!” She responded to my laugh with an eye-sparking grin. “I know, Rick! Just fuck me, please….”

I tugged, released her hair, and pulled her up to kiss me. My hands spread her thighs apart so that she could straddle me. I reached between her thighs to grab my engorged cock, and pushed my foreskin back. The tip was pulsing, oozing my slick pre-cum over the shrouded crown. Sammi lifted her hips as I pressed the end of my monster against her slick velvety lips. She groaned as she felt my head thin, push inside her tight opening, and expand to pull deeper inside her.

Her eyes widened in awe as my cock slowly wormed into her cunt. The head cycled from thin to thick, shifting deeper with each undulation. She sunk—eager to feel my shaft inside her; the deeper it went, the more she groaned. I felt my cock expand to fit inside her, stretching her sheath. She lifted and pushed her hands into my shoulders. I raised my hands to her breasts, cupping and squeezing. She started to ride, first tentatively easing forward to pull slowly away from the base of my cock. Then ground back with a moan as I filled her. The cycle of friction inside her fed her lust, and she began to move more quickly.

Her eyes fixed on mine as she rode. She licked her and then bit her lips. My cock had become completely rigid - thick and veined, straining to seek her depths. Her thrusts were hard, slamming herself down to the root. Her mouth opened as she moaned in a continuous song of lust. My thrusts met hers, pressing her forward only to have her sink back down. I licked my lips, feeding on her passion.

She dropped her mouth to one of my hard nipples and bit. I arched back as I felt the magic from her venom course through my nerves—an extraordinarily different sensation in my natural form. I unfurled my tail and wrapped my arms around her waist. She groaned as I held her hips down—impaled on my cock. I whipped her ass repeatedly with my tail.

She bucked and moaned, trapped in my arms. She bit my other nipple and arched back. Then I took over and slammed my cock into her. I drove my hips into her in cycles, repeatedly forcing my whole length into her.

She arched back. I moved a hand to her chest and sat up. Now it was my turn. I bared my fangs and sank them into her shoulder. Then moved to her upper chest. Each bite pushed her over the edge, and she came hard. Her cunt clamping around my monstrous cock. I fed on her lust, which made my cock throb, sending her to orgasm again. My final bite was around her nipple, and I flooded my venom into her.

She practically levitated, and I had to wrap both of my arms around her hips to keep her lodged on my root. I bucked into her, and the feedback of her now continuous orgasms pushed me over the edge. I roared out, making birds startle into the air around her cabin as I shot pulse after pulse into her. She was shivering as one orgasm rose, broke, and grew into another wave. Each shot of my cum blasting into her fed this tsunami of orgasms.

Then I stilled. Slowly Sammi started to relax but still trembled with aftershocks. Her eyes filled with emotion and tears, and she kissed me, holding my jaw in her fingers. We kissed until we both calmed. Then she waved her hand to cast a spell, and the bed rose out of the water.

Breathless, she rested her head on my chest. My hands ran up and down her back, dropping to squeeze her ass. She rose, and my cock slipped from her cunt. Sammi crawled up my torso and kissed me, her breasts pillowed on my upper chest. I held her and kissed her.

“I love you,” we both said as our eyes met and smiled.

Then the mood shifted, and I laughed, and she giggled.

“I never have….” Sammi couldn’t finish the sentence. Too many things had gridlocked her thoughts.

“The dangerous life of the girlfriend of an incubus,” I said, “the first of many.”

Sammi blinked as she thought about it, then kissed me. Parting the tell me soberly. “I would love you just the same if that was our last time.” She paused as she thought about what she had just said and broke into a smile. “I’m also glad it won’t be.” Sammi smiled, then her eyes softened. “I also know you need to spread that love, and I am fine with that. Don’t you need to bring Celia breakfast?”

“Yeah,” I pushed my mundane form to the front and was back in my boxers. I had left my phone at my apartment and had no idea what time it was. I blinked and looked at Sammi. “Is that odd? The way I suddenly am dressed in whatever manner I was?”

“That’s how it works,” Sammi smiled and explained more. “Your mask goes into … I guess it’s like a shelf where you store things, and you take it out the way you put it in.”

“Do you know what time it is? I left my phone at home” She looked me up and down and focused for a second on my boxers. She giggled and looked up into my eyes. “It works with your fae form too. If you ever find a pair of shorts that fit.”

Sammi stood, and she transformed into her mundane form in a flash, fully dressed in her business attire and heels. She pulled her phone from her purse and looked at the time. “It’s quarter to 7 AM,”

“I promised Celia I’d bring her breakfast at nine. So I have some time to spare. What should we do?”

BREAKFAST ON THE BAY

Sammi grinned and took my hand. Then we poofed back into my apartment.

“Take me to breakfast,” Sammi smiled.

Sammi flipped through her phone as I slid on clothes for the day. Then we went downstairs, and I retrieved my phone and keys from the counter. Sammi opened my door and smiled at me. “I know this little cafe right on the water. It’s walking distance.”

“Show me the way.” I smiled and took her hand.

We enjoyed walking together. Sammi chatted pleasantly, and I listened. The restaurant was just down the way, past the large hotel where Celia worked, then along the waterfront near a shopping plaza.

The day brightened as we sat at a table near the bay. For once, the morning marine layer was missing, which meant the day would be warmer. The sounds of the bay filled the air as we ate Eggs Benedict and shared smiles. I let my thoughts return to the previous night. I had spent a quiet, intimate evening with Celia and enjoyed being close. Then spent the night with Sammi and professed my love to her.

“You don’t mind me having more than one lover?” I asked.

Sammi looked at me curiously, and I told her about how I spent the evening with Celia. Sammi cocked her head and smiled, and it reminded me of the first selfie she sent me.

“It’s in your nature to be polyamorous, Rick,” she said, “I can’t change that part of you. I have to embrace it. You should embrace your nature too. The way you spent quality time with Celia fed her. That’s the balance you must find along the path of light.”

“Okay,” I nodded, then tried to connect to memories from past lives.

In that exercise, I realized that I didn’t experience relationships in those past lives. I didn’t care about the nubile feminine thralls that constantly surrounded me. They were interchangeable. None were more important than any other entranced thrall I fucked in past incarnations. I never wanted to know them, only fed from their lust and passions.

It was different this time, and I think it was Sammi’s influence. I enjoyed time with each girl I met. My power wasn’t growing as it had in past lives. It felt different like an extra power was growing inside me. I understood what Sammi meant when she said symbiosis. I benefitted more when I fed love into my human partners instead of only feeding on sexual energy. It took time, however, and I wondered how many relationships I could maintain at once.

Without the burdens of relationships in past lives, I enthralled hundreds of women at a time. It increased my power but robbed them of their soul. They withered while I grew. In the end, I realized it was a net debt. I always took more than I gave back.

“Love is infinite, Rick,” Sammi’s words broke me out of my reverie. She reached across the table to take my hand. “But love comes with a cost. It needs a balance. You must feed the love for you to benefit. I believe in you. You’ll find where that balance is.”

“I think I’ll need your help,’ I finished the last bite and sipped my coffee. “I want to follow the light. You’ve already shown me the benefits of this path. I know I am greedy, though, which can lead to bad decisions.”

“You have extreme needs,” Sammi said practically, “You need variety; you’ll need to find more partners. You can’t limit yourself to just three or four. I know that about you.”

“What about you,” I asked, “It doesn’t seem fair.”

Sammi smiled and squeezed my hand. “I’m a nymph; we are natural introverts,” she explained, “I am glad to have you in my life, but I can’t be with you all the time. I enjoy the solitude of my home, taking quiet time to connect with everything in this bay, everything I must protect.

She looked across the bay at the island. The town was waking up. Cars were moving over the bridge, planes taking off and landing in the distance. She looked back at me.

“I need to focus on my needs, too,” she said, “I know that not all of my joys will involve you. Nymphs might not be monogamous, but we’re not always polyamorous. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We are eternal, after all.”

“I don’t feel like I just met you a few days ago,” I said, “Do you think we’ve met before?”

“Hadn’t thought about it,” she said, putting her napkin on her plate.

Suddenly she was all business. She paid cash for the meal. Then she stood up, and I took her hand. We walked back to my apartment, and she entered my room.

“I have a lot to do today. We are starting another operation. A new op is always busy with planning and scheming. I will probably be working into the night.” Sammi looked at me, hugged me tightly, and rose on her toes to give me a soft kiss. “You have a date with Rachael if I remember. Focus on her. I will be just fine.”

She squeezed me, then lowered herself to her heels. With a wink, she vanished with a soft pop.

CELIA’S BREAKFAST REVELATION

After Sammi poofed to start her busy day, I smiled to myself. I still had some time before the deli opened, so I showered quickly and dressed in a new set of clothes. I smiled at myself in the mirror.

Then I took a moment to remember the movie I shared with Celia and centered her in my mind. I didn’t want to be distracted, and I tried to focus. I thought the focus would help me make good decisions and stay on the right path.

I pocketed my keys and left my apartment, walking out the entrance and down the stairs. I walked across the street and grinned as I opened the door to the deli.

I smiled at Celia and asked. “Venti caramel mocha and a cheese danish?”

She looked up at me and gave me a half smile. “Sure, Rick, that sounds great.”

Her expression was off. I felt my gut tightening as she looked back down at the paper she was reading. Was she mad at me? What had I done? I forced a smile. “Great, be right back.”

The trip next door was routine. Lana had the day off, as there wasn’t any sign of her. The male barista took my order, and it wasn’t long before I was back inside the deli. Celia greeted me with a warmer smile and came behind her counter to hug me and share a tender kiss.

Celia took her mocha and pastry. “Thank you,” she walked back around the counter, her brow creased in concentration. Then she leaned her elbows on the counter and looked up at me.“Who is she?”

“Pardon?” I asked, surprised. I leaned against the counter, took a bite of my pastry, and looked at her curiously.

“The blonde you took to your room this morning?” Celia said with a half smile and blushed at her probing question, “I saw you go in when I opened the store.”

I connected the dots and considered denying it. Something inside me seemed to resist telling outright lies. So I chewed slowly before saying. “Oh, Sammi,” I said, “We work together. We agreed to meet for an early breakfast, and we had just finished.”

I parsed what I said, and it was all true. Inside my mind, part of me grumbled at the pieces I’d left out. I was troubled that a half-truth was still mostly a lie. I honestly never felt this way before.

“Rick, I saw her go in with you. I didn’t see her leave. Is she still up there, waiting for you?” Celia asked, her face clouded with emotion.

“No, she left for work.” That was easy to say because it was entirely accurate. “She didn’t leave the way she came, and she has her transportation.”

The last phrase was also all true, but I again felt a twinge of not telling the whole truth. I reasoned I had to be a bit deceptive, or we would have to face more cosmic truths.

“So you’re saying she was here just for a breakfast meeting?” Celia asked, which was a fortunate phrasing for my answer.

“Yes, we just had breakfast in the village,” I replied.

“What do you do?” Celia asked with genuine curiousness.

“I’m in property management. We are working together on developing a property with a local client. It’s still in planning.” I explained,

Honestly, I was still planning. I still hadn’t met the local clients, but nothing I said was false. I smiled and leaned on my elbows across to look at her. “Why so many questions? You’re not jealous, are you?”

Celia exhaled, then looked at me. Her eyes fixed on mine, and she chewed her lower lip. “I don’t want to be, Rick. I know you said you weren’t good at monogamy.”

“But...” I led her and continued to smile, I was glad she remembered, but I wanted to hear her thoughts.

“I enjoyed our time last night. It was special. Then when I saw you holding her hand, I thought you must have called her for a booty call after I left.” Celia looked at me with a raised eyebrow.

“I didn’t call her for a booty call,” I assured her truthfully.

Celia smiled genuinely. “I’m glad you didn’t. I’m sorry.” She leaned and kissed me. “I have to figure you out. How you fit, because I can feel myself becoming a bit crazy.”

“Celia,” I assured her, “When I’m with you, you’re the only thing on my mind. I promise you.”

I knew when I said it that it was the truth. It was odd for me to admit that to myself. I knew I’d have to look at my relationships differently. I had to be honest. I couldn’t hide things. The half-truths I was giving Celia were not at all satisfying. I closed my eyes and focused on her, and kissed her tenderly.

“I can’t be monogamous,” I said, pulling back from the kiss. “So, how can I tell you how special you are to me without making you crazy when you see me with someone else?”

“Why can’t you be monogamous? I’m curious. Is there something about me that isn’t enough?”

“It’s not you,” I said.

I was struggling. The conversation was difficult to navigate, with emotional land mines littered in all directions. I had never had this conversation in any earlier incarnations. If I had any conflict with a female, I’d only lock my eyes on her and push into a trance. Force my will on her. I would enthrall her in several ways to bind her to me and rid myself of all the questions.

With Celia, I felt completely different. I enjoyed her personality and the way she challenged me. Inside the bedroom and outside of it, Celia helped me see the world differently. So I knew her questions were important. She needed answers, not misdirection.


“You could tell her the truth,”
 A tiny voice inside my brain suddenly streamed through my consciousness.“Let her know everything. Then she can decide what she wants.”


“I’m an incubus,” I said evenly, holding her eyes.

She looked back at me, her head tilted, trying to see if I was serious, then chuckled. “You’re good, Rick. You almost had me.”

I lifted an eyebrow, then walked to the door. I bent and locked the doors, then closed the shutters.

“What are you...” Celia started to ask.

Her words remained in her throat as I flashed to my demonic form. Over seven feet tall, waving tail, marooned scaled flesh, and dark talons tipping my fingers. She was awestruck. I carefully unfurled my wings. I revealed my full glory.

“Sex demon,” I said in a deep voice.

Celia fainted.

I shot forward, my right-wing curling to catch her, scattering a display of chips. My hand caught her head before it smacked the ground. I flashed back to my mundane form.

Celia regained consciousness quickly, eyes blinking. She must have inhaled remnants of my pheromones because her cheeks flushed and her nipples hardened. She looked at me, then pushed back to crawl away in a panic.

“What the fuck are you?” She growled, turning half away from me and glaring at me over her shoulder.

“I’m fae, an eternal magical creature that feeds off of sexual energy,” I admitted my true nature, hoping frank honesty would calm her.

“You’re a demon?” Celia relaxed some, as my mundane form wasn’t near as threatening.

“Demon is such a pejorative word,” I said, attempting a comforting smile, and continued. “I’m an incubus. That’s what we call fae like me. Energy feeders come in many types. Vampires need blood energy. Nymphs draw energy from nature. I feed off of sexual energy.”

“You read too many fantasy novels as a kid.” She looked at me, eyes narrowing. “You're a nerd—admit it.”

I looked at her blankly, puzzled. I didn’t know how to respond. Then she broke into a grin and laughed.

“Your face right now!! You’re totally cool with being a demonic-looking sex god. But don’t dare call you a nerd,” Celia laughed.

Celia’s look softened, and she crawled over to me and wrapped her arms around me. She kissed me and cupped my stubbled jaw in her hands. She looked at me, her eyes a mix of wonder and curiosity.

“You don’t reveal that to everyone, do you? But I’m special, and you wanted me to know.” Celia asked, her voice quiet and calm,

“Busted,” I said, “I can’t lie to you, I don’t want to, but I also can’t. I’m not sure why.”

She thought pensively for a moment, then looked at me. “Did you fuck Sammi this morning?”

“Yes,” Her eyebrow raised, and I hurried to explain. “But at her house, not mine.”

I shrugged and continued. “Sex demon. It’s like breathing.”

“So you can deceive but not lie.” She looked at me carefully. “Do you love her?”

“Yes,” I felt trapped in Wonder Woman’s lariat. “I am polyamorous by nature. I love many. It’s literally what that word means.”

“Do you love me?” She continued her third degree and pressed her advantage, knowing I couldn’t lie to her.

“Yes,” I knew it must be true as the words left my lips. “I do. I love you.”

Her eyes brightened, then narrowed. She had one last question. “Are you a nerd?”

“Guilty,” I lowered my eyes. “You’ve discovered my true nature.”

She laughed, then kissed me and wrapped her arms around me.

Celia looked at me, “I think I love you too. I have to wrap my mind around what that means. I’ve never loved a supernatural being before.”

“I am glad you know,” I confessed, “I don’t want to keep secrets from you. I need to feed, and I can’t feed just from you. I would destroy you.”

“So... it’s not just an excuse,” she reasoned, “You’re screwing other girls, so you don’t kill me.”

“That’s one way of looking at it.” I agreed.

Celia half-smiled, nodding her understanding. Then I stood up and cleaned up the scattered chip display together. Then I fixed the blinds and unlocked the door. She returned behind the counter, and I went to my side. We both sipped our coffee in silence. It felt like that’s how we both liked to process things.

“So what do you plan to do today,” she asked, taking the last bite of her pastry.”

“I want to introduce myself to another resident of our building. She works in the coffee shop.”

“Lana?” Celia asked, then looked me up and down. “Yeah, I can see that.”

“What do you know? Give me some intel.” I felt odd asking her about someone I intended to fuck very soon.

“She is a freak; kinda hippy, parents were all in the free love movement. We’ve had lunch before and shared gossip. She’s bi so that you know. I’m not. She’s fun, though.” Celia dished all that she knew.

“I feel like there is a ‘but,’ coming,” I said.

Celia looked at me carefully, choosing her words with care. “She would be good for you, no strings whatsoever.” Then her eyes met mine, somberly, “Don’t expect me to be thrilled about your plans to fuck other girls. I can accept that you need to. I don’t need to know every detail.”

“That’s fair,” I said, “You know I’ll answer any question honestly. You can decide on the questions. I was answering your question.”

She sighed and looked at the countertop. “This is going to be hard for me. I will struggle with it, even if I know what you are. That’s my nature.”

“I understand, Celia,” I said.

“Are you free tonight?” Celia asked.

“After 10 PM, I should be,” I answered because I didn’t think Rachael would want to stay over.

“Would you like to stay the night with me?” Another carefully worded question.

“I would,” I said, “Tonight will be just for you.”

“Try not to be too late,” Celia replied. Satisfied, she came around her counter and lifted her arms behind my shoulders.

“And shower first.” She said, seeing through my careful answer.

She hugged me, then pressed up on her toes to kiss me. Her fingers curled behind my head. I hugged her around the small of her back. We kissed tenderly, lightly, promisingly.

“Mmm, have a good day, Rick,” Celia said.

I winked as she looked over her shoulder, was out the door, and crossed the street.

MEETING LANA

After leaving the deli, I walked back up the steps into my apartment building. I went to the elevator and pressed the number for Lana’s floor. I didn’t have anything else to do.

In the back of my mind, I knew I needed to think about the building, the venue, and the planning. I understood that Sammi would set up a meeting with the clients. So I was in a holding pattern waiting for more information.

I checked my energy level. It was normal, maybe a bit low. My time with Sammi was fulfilling, but being fae on fae, the sexual energy was already magical. The last human feeding was Aisha, and I felt slightly hungry. The elevator doors opened, and I went down the hall. I remembered Lana’s room number because she had told me many times. It made me smile a bit.

I knocked on the door and waited.

There was a pause, then a mumbled, “Be right there.” Some stumbling and then another grumble, “Fuck.”

A few seconds later, Lana opened her door. She peered past the edge, saw me, and opened it wider. She wore a dressing gown, but it wouldn’t be correct to say she was wearing it. The tie was loose, and I could see the sides of her well-proportioned breasts and bare flesh the rest of the way down.

“Up here, cowboy.” Lana chuckled with a lilt to her voice.

“Right.” I lifted my eyes to her and focused. “You said something about a fuck?”

She broke into a smile and reached to pull me inside. Lana closed the door behind me. “I like the way you think, Rick. You don’t mind sharing, do you?”

She pulled me into her room, and lying back on the bed was a brunette with large full breasts. The unfamiliar girl cupped her breasts and played with her nipples. She turned her head to look at me. Her green eyes sparkled as she let her eyes take a lingering journey up my body.

“Chels, this is Rick,” Lana’s fingers worked at my belt, “Rick, this is Chelsea, a friend of mine in town from England.”

“Charmed, Rick,” Chelsea rolled onto her belly, her breasts pillowed against the mattress, revealing her deep cleavage.

“Likewise, I hope I’m not interrupting.” I pulled off my shirt, as Lana had my pants already to my ankles. Soon only my boxer briefs were on. The thick outline of my cock under my briefs was between Lana’s fingers as she stroked it. I looked down at Lana and then back to Chelsea.

Lana was older, maybe in her late thirties. She gave off a MILF vibe, though I doubt she had children. Chelsea was younger, probably in her early to mid-twenties. Chelsea’s fabulous curves contrasted Lana’s lean frame and modest breasts. Lana’s hair was a short pixie cut of vibrant red color. Chelsea’s hair was a lush light brunette falling past her shoulders.

I hooked my fingers in my shorts and pushed them down. Lana grinned as her fingers found the flesh of my cock, and stroked, then, using that as a handle, pulled me to her bed.

“Chelsea is a flight attendant,” Lana said as she crawled beside her friend.

I crawled up on Chelsea’s other side with a growl. “I need to get more frequent flier miles.”

I combed my fingers into Chelsea’s brown mane of hair, then kissed her. Chelsea twisted towards me, kissing back eagerly. Lana lowered her mouth to capture one of Chelsea’s firm nipples with her lips.

My growl made her shudder as I pressed my tongue into Chelsea’s mouth. Chelsea’s hand pressed against my chest, then traveled down over my muscular chest and abdomen. It was my turn to shudder as her hand found my cock, and stroked it. Chelsea parted the kiss and looked up at me with a glint in her eyes,

“Long…” Chelsea managed to make that word last five seconds as she pulled her fingers down my cock, “flights make me hungry,” Chelsea opened her mouth and sucked my swollen knob between her lips. Her eyes rolled back as she licked along my foreskin, pressing it back. “Fuck, you taste divine.”

Chelsea panted and licked her lips. She stroked me with one hand and sucked and bobbed on my cock. Lana kissed her way to Chelsea’s smooth bare mound. Lana’s bottom was facing me, and I slapped her ass firmly. She moaned into Chelsea’s sex and pressed her hips back, inviting another firm slap on her pert bottom.

I cupped Lana’s pussy, and my fingers slid over her bare lips. I recalled from seeing her answer the door Lana had a red landing strip, which reminded me of my date with Rachael later. It was going to be a good day.

I moaned as I felt Chelsea’s fingers cup my heavy balls and milk my testicles. She pushed her mouth onto my swollen cock and tried to fit all of it into her mouth. My free hand gripped the back of her head to press her firmly into my groin. She nodded, moaning, making my flesh tingle as my head invaded her throat.

“Fuck” I said.

All I got was moans and whines in response, as my partners both had full mouths. I leaned towards Lana as my fingers spread and opened her lips. I twisted slowly, so Chelsea could continue to practice her masterful oral skills. I lay on the bed, completing a triangle of bodies. I reached up to grip Lana’s ass and pull her down. The lips of my mouth pressed between the lips of her pussy, and she arched her head back.

“Oh fuck, yes!” Lana’s head tossed back, and she ground her hips into my mouth.

Lana lowered to head back down, nuzzling into Chelsea’s pussy. I felt Chelsea moan as Lana’s tongue returned to her clit. I groaned at the sensation flowing over my shaft. I fed on triple the energy. With just one person, I could only feed on my partner's sexual energy. Playing with two at once, I felt both of their lust and fed on both their energy. My magic reflected part of the energy into my partners. The passion in the room was cycled higher like the first small waves of a tsunami.

Chelsea crawled forward, stroking my dick. Her thumb rolled over my glans, spreading her saliva. I felt Lana shift over me, twisting to follow Chelsea as she crawled forward. Then I felt Lana’s tongue sweep along my crown and moan. Her rock-hard nipples pressed against my abdomen, and she tried to consume my whole cock. Chelsea continued to shift as I pushed two fingers into Lana’s opening, and she ground down. Her eagerness to be filled had me add a third, and she pressed her hips back.

Chelsea took the opportunity to straddle my waist. I felt her hand press my crown between her wet lips, slick with arousal. As she lowered down, I lifted my hips to drive my cock into her. I fucked Lana’s cunt with three fingers, my tongue flicking over her clit. I felt Lana shift, her head arching. I could sense Chelsea’s hands in Lana’s hair. Chelsea shuddered while I felt Lana’s chin against my cock. I cycled my hips to thrust deeper into Chelsea. Chelsea gyrated her hips, making my cock stir deep inside her.

Lana rose, and I felt her breasts lift from my abdomen. Then, as I thrust harder, I felt her hard points tap into my flesh with each stroke. Her mouth was glued to Chelsea’s breast consuming one of her hard nipples. I couldn’t see it, but I could tell.

“Fuck, Lana, suck harder. Fuck.” Chelsea encouraged her friend breathlessly, the only one of us with an unoccupied mouth.

I smiled to myself as her words confirmed our physical configuration. Lana started to buck, and I curled my fingers against her spot, milking under where my tongue was flattened into her clit. My nose was wedged between her lips, inhaling the heady scent of her sex. She grunted, then I felt her cunt clench around my fingers. Her hips jerked, and I felt her squirt. I moved my mouth to capture the stream. I used my other thumb to circle her clit as my three fingers continued to milk inside her. She shuddered through a series of orgasms, then pressed forward to escape my fingers.

While Lana curled beside us, her thighs clenching and mouth open in a silent moan, I focused on Chelsea. Her breasts bounced as she rode my cock. Chelsea’s flesh flushed as she watched Lana shivering from her orgasm, then looked at me lustfully.

I sat forward and grabbed her thighs. She arched back as I pulled her, then crabbed forward. I rolled her onto her back, her thighs spreading out as I rose, twisted, and knelt between them. I spread my knees apart and moved my hips. My cock remained embedded in her cunt through the reversal of our positions. I pressed her knees back until they were beside her full breasts, then I took complete control.

She was bent in half, held open to my thrusts by my firm hands and arms. She tossed her head back as I thrust harder, deeper, faster. Her eyes flared and locked on mine, then fluttered as my head slid past a sensitive spot. I focused my thrusts, pressing into that spot over and over. Her head was tossing back and forth. I pulled a hand up to grip her throat.

Chelsea’s look of lust as I held her under me was all the consent I needed, “Cum for me, you needy slut—Cum until I say to stop.”

With that, she bucked, and her cunt convulsed, then rippled. I continued to slam into her, feeling her cycle from one crest to the next. Her face turned red, then blue as she tried to breathe through my grip. I timed it carefully, removed my hand, and spanked one of her tits. She sucked in a breath, then arched her back, shuddering from another orgasm. I gripped her tit and held her down.

It was my turn.

I fed from her and felt Lana move. Lana rose to her knees, hugged against my side, and watched as I fucked her friend. Chelsea’s eyes were wild, unfocused as she bucked hard, melted, and then came again. I focused, rammed my cock in deep, and tossed my head back. I roared as my cock pulsed and filled Chelsea’s cunt. Lana covered my mouth with hers and kissed me deeply, her tongue trying to find my tonsil.

I pulled back, feeling Chelsea’s cunt clenching as my rod pulled free. Lana dropped her head from my mouth to my cock, sucking the head. Her eyes rolled back at the taste. Chelsea continued to buck, her body still tripping from one orgasm to the next. I realized my command still compelled her. She wouldn’t stop until I told her to.

“Shhhh,” I said, “you can stop now, Chelsea.”

She relaxed like a rag doll. Her legs spread wide, arms tossed in either direction. Her breasts trembled as she tried to find her breath. Her eyes closed, her tongue tracing her lips. Tremors traveled through her flesh, then slowly, she blinked, and her eyes found focus.

“Bloody hell...” Chelsea managed to mumble on the edge of incoherence.

I gripped the back of Lana’s head to pull her from my cock. She looked up at me, lust drunk.

“Fucking Jesus, who are you?” then her fogged eyes found focus, and she licked her lips.

“I’m Rick,” I released out a contented sigh.

I lowered myself between the two girls to catch my breath. They twisted into me, lips kissing my chest and hands stroking my thighs. Their hands met at the base of my cock, and stroked together as a team.

“Insatiable,” I growled.

They nodded in synchronicity as we began round two.
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RICK’S APARTMENT


I left
 Lana’s apartment around noon. Both Chelsea and Lana were sleeping, cuddled together. Their flesh was soaked with sweat and other fluids, mine and their own.

I stank of sex but felt utterly charged. My human form was hungry, though. I returned to my apartment and ate the rest of the leftovers; a large pizza and about a quarter pan of lasagna. I also drank about a gallon of water.

Satiated in many ways, I climbed up to my loft and stripped off my clothes. I walked to the shower, turned on the water, and just stood under the spray.

I didn’t feel any undue connection to Lana or Chelsea. They were not looking for that type of love. They wanted sex, and I wanted sex. It was pure feeding. I wondered if I owed them something in return.

I felt a pop outside the shower doors. Some rustling, then the door slid open. I smiled into Sammi’s eyes and kissed her, welcoming her into my shower. “There must be an alarm on my bathroom door,”

The water soaked Sammi’s blonde hair like a sheet down the back of her head and halfway down her back. Both of us stayed in our mundane forms. I found her soul sexy and any other mask she wore.

“Rick, sometimes a fuck is just a fuck.” She answered my earlier question regarding Lana and Chelsea. Her playful smile was contagious.

“Monitoring me?” I asked.

She nodded with a mischievous grin and confessed, “You are a fun beast to monitor. Sometimes I can’t tear myself away.”

Sammie was endearing in the way she was so captivated by my activities.

“There are no secrets between you and me. Watch me all you want.” I said.

“Well, I can’t do that always...” Sammi’s eyes blinked rapidly. She managed to find the soap to start washing me: “I still have a job that requires my attention.”

I relaxed and enjoyed her careful attention to cleaning. She knew what she was doing and what fluids she washed away. I felt she just wanted to help me return to who I was. She had me turn around, then washed my back, bottom and legs. Then she handed me the bar of soap.

“Now do me.” She smiled and lifted her arms, offering her breasts.

“Best for last,” I said and turned her around.

“You’ll make my ass feel bad talking that way.” She shook her pert derriere at me.

She looked over her shoulder at me with her bright blue eyes and smiled. “So Lana was fun? I put her name on the list because I know she likes sex. It’s okay to just like sex. You need friends like that too.”

“So you made a list thinking I was going to fuck
 my way through it.” I soaped up her bottom, giving it extra attention to compensate for my earlier slight.

“As I said, Rick.” Sammie explained, ”It was a list of suggestions. You chose to fuck them both. I didn’t even know Chelsea would be there. I hope you enjoyed it.”

“I did!” I turned her around to start on her lovely full breasts, smiling down at her. “I understand better now why I need friends like that.”

I cupped her breasts; they were soapy and slick, then continued, “I know Celia’s not going to be like that. She needs more love.”

Sammi looked at me, opening her eyes after closing them as I soaped her breasts, and smiled, “That’s good, Rick. You need more love as well. I love you, no doubt. But I know you are poly, you will have many lovers, and they will all be different.”

I spent a few moments making sure her nipples were extra clean, and Sammi seemed to appreciate my work. Then I soaped down her firm abdomen and cupped her sex to clean. Then we both helped each other wash the suds away. It might have been odd to use our lips to ensure the suds were gone completely, but we both felt it necessary to be extra sure.

After we finished, Sammi wrapped a towel around her chest. It almost fell to mid-thigh on her petite frame. I wrapped my towel around my waist and fell right at my knee level. We went to lie on my bed and continued to talk.

“Rick, you must know I love you, everything about you.” Sammi began, “I accept you for what you are, and I am fine. Completely fine with your many lovers. It is who you are.”

I nodded; she had hammered that point home a few times, and I was starting to believe it. “I am not human, though.”

She combed her fingers through my hair behind my ear. “Your human lovers, like Celia, will struggle. You need to expect that, but they can also grow in that struggle. Mature as they accept you for who you are. You can accept them for who they are. It might not last, but that is true of every relationship we have.”

“I feel like I’m in a counseling session, doctor” I smiled and leaned closer, capturing her lips in a soft kiss. “I get it, Sammi. I’ll be working on this for a while. I understand.”

“Good.” She smiled and kissed my forehead. “Now we do need to talk about the building. You have a meeting with the team tomorrow at one o’clock. We will meet at the venue, and I’ll make all the arrangements. You are much more stable, but you will need to know that management members still have questions about having a full-fae incubus on the team.”

She paused for a moment, reflecting. “We haven’t talked about halflings yet, have we?”

I shook my head. “Not that I remember. My brain is sometimes foggy about what you have told me about.”

“So, by and large, humans and fae can’t procreate.” Sammi began the next lesson. “All the buckets of yummy cum you shoot into all your friends are sterile. From a genetic standpoint, you’re shooting blanks. It is chock full of magic, which is a valuable part for your playmates.”

“Okay, so they don’t need to be on the pill, and I don’t need to wear a raincoat,” I summarized.

“Probably... Mostly...” Sammi paused, and tilted her head to think, then continued. “There have been times where fae and human copulation has resulted in offspring. Those offspring are called halflings. The new hybrids that result are genetically human, but they can have fae-like powers. They can pass these powers along to their human offspring. Over generations, they usually get weaker and weaker.”

“Do we know why they were able to procreate?” I asked.

“Gaia knows?!” she shrugged, “We are trying to research it, but it’s complicated.”

“Your partners are made up of some halflings and some fae?” I asked, intuiting the reason for this discussion.

“And some humans,” she smiled, “They are unique. I think you’ll like them. They are concerned about safety, however, and they’ve worked hard to increase the magic in the city, making it safer for the fae. They are worried—they don’t want to regress.”

I felt a bit irritated with the prejudgment involved. I guess it showed on my face, and Sammi took my jaw in her hands to capture my eyes.

Sammi searched my eyes intently. “Once they know you, Rick, They will see what I see. I know they will.”

I nodded, and she looked at her watch. “When is your date with Rachael?” She asked, “What is your plan.”

“I get this masochist vibe from her,” I said, “she seems to buzz with BDSM themes, control, pain, dominance, submission...”

Sammi nodded, looking at me curiously, then I continued. “I was thinking about reserving the playroom downstairs. It would be better than my place. I like her, but I’m not sure I want her in my apartment yet.”

“Can you be safe?” Sammi asked, “The playroom is for SSC — Safe, Sane, and Consensual interactions. Consent is mandatory, and forms and registered safe words are required. Do you know how to play like that?”

“Safe, Sane, and Consensual,” I repeated, “I remember reading a lot of BDSM smut as Tom, but I confess I don’t have experience with BDSM play. I am dominant but haven’t used hardware before….”

I couldn’t complete the sentence, suddenly overcome by memories of past incarnations. I closed my eyes, and my thoughts filled with past lives and encounters. Scenes of torture flashed before my eyes. My mundane form then wore priest robes and heard confessions. Gripping whips and flailing flesh til it bled. Binding helpless women in chains, forcing them, beating them. I shivered and hung my head.

“The Inquisition...” I breathed and looked at Sammi.

“Mmmmm.” It was like she expected it and pursed her lips in thought. “Another location we’ve traced your past incarnations was Spain and Central America. Rick, are you sure you want to expose yourself to those memories?”

I thought for a long time, then looked at her. “It’s the only way to process the past,” I said, “so I can put it behind me and not look back again.”

“Okay,” she said, “I want to introduce you to the staff here that run the playroom and let you read the rules. We have a few hours before your date.”

RICK DISCOVERS THE PLAYROOM

After our talk, Sammi and I dressed much more casually than in our regular business-like attire. Sammi slipped on a bikini and a sundress that she seemed to snag from thin air. In contrast, I pulled a pair of cargo shorts and a blue t-shirt from my closet. I slipped on some sandals and Sammi a new pair of pumps. Then we walked to the management office.

Sammi smiled and asked to talk to the on-duty DM. The receptionist dialed a number and then had us wait. After a bit, a short curly haired redhead came in to speak to the receptionist. She had an athletic frame, lean and muscular. Dressed in athletic wear, I pegged her for a trainer. The receptionist pointed over at us, and she nodded.

“Hi, I’m Lexi. I’m the DM. You had questions about the playroom?”

Lexi smiled, holding out her hand. I took her hand, and her grip was firm, “Rick, this is Sammi.”

Lexi looked at me, then at Sammi, lifting a brow.

Sammi pointed to me and smiled, then winked, “Just him. All of this is a bit out of my realm.”

“Okay,” Lexi smiled, her head tilted for a second, watching Sammi, then focused on me, “Let me take you down, Rick, and give you the tour, review the paperwork and answer any questions.”

I looked at Sammi and gave her a kiss and a hug, “I’ll call you later.” I watched Sammi’s cute ass sashay back out the door.

Lexi wore a silver collar, almost like a choker around her neck. She wore no other jewelry or piercings. An elaborate tattoo sleeve of a fox decorated Lexi’s left arm from shoulder to wrist. She grinned, grabbed the receptionist’s keys, and led me to the elevator.

“How long have you been in the scene?” Lexi looked me up and down, her sharp eye evaluating my size and strength.

“I haven’t. I’m curious. I have a date tonight that I think I would like to play. I get that vibe from her. I want to learn to be safe, and I don’t want to freelance.” I said as we continued down in the elevator.

“That’s smart, Rick,” Lexi said, smiling, and her eyes brightened. “We hold weekly munches and have lots of educational courses. The BDSM experience can be intense and enjoyable if you practice SSC.”

We stopped at a parking log floor, and Lexi led me into the lot.

“I’m worried my date will know more than I do,” I admitted.

“She probably doesn’t,” Lexi said with a shrug of resignation, “All these books and novels out there are getting it wrong, and it’s harmful to the scene. It’s good that you’re learning about this correctly, though.”

We passed through the parking lot and towards a door. This part of the garage was a lot smaller than other levels. When Lexi opened the door, I found out why. The playroom was huge. The decor was dark leather. Stainless steel apparatus filled various nooks and areas of the ample space. Neat loops of natural fiber rope hung from hooks along one wall. Another wall contained a variety of leather cuffs and various straps. Lexi stopped at a counter and opened a drawer.

“Plugs, insertable vibrators, and other toys are here. Just make sure you put them in the cleaning bin after you’re finished with play,” Lexi said and waved towards the end of the counter, “We disinfect everything properly before reuse.”

Lexi took me back towards the back of the space, passing through a hall. At the hall’s end was a door marked “Office.”

“Sometimes we have play parties in the main dungeon for people that enjoy public play,” Lexi continued her explanation, “Private play usually uses the rooms down this hall, but we don’t have anything planned tonight, so you and your date can play in the main dungeon.”

Lexi opened the door to the office space. There was a black-haired girl behind the counter. She smiled as we entered. Her hair was in a short bob, with intense blue eyes. She had a nose ring and wore dark eye makeup that made her eyes even more intense. She had a tattoo sleeve like Lexi’s, but it was a tree or forest motif in greens and browns.

“This is Brooke,” Lexi said, “She helps me with the day-to-day of the space and will be here with me monitoring tonight.”

“I’m Rick,” I said, and we shook hands.

“What does DM stand for?” I asked Lexi.

“It’s short for Dungeon Monitor,” Lexi explained, “I’m training Brooke to be fully qualified. The DM is a safety monitor. We observe every play party, public or private. We can shut down any scene and are fully qualified in first aid.”

“Hand me the manual, please, Brooke,” Brooke pulled down an inch-thick three-ring binder and handed it to Lexi, and she passed it to me.“Read this. Carefully. You can sit over there. Do you plan on being the dominant tonight?”

I nodded. “Yeah, that’s me.”

“Then you are responsible for the safety of yourself and your partner.” Lexi tapped the binder, and her eyes looked steadily on mine, ensuring she had my attention, “You need to know this stuff, Rick. I will shut you down if procedures aren’t followed.”

“Understood.” I smiled at Lexi and sat down.

Lexi was an entire foot shorter than me, and I outweighed her a good hundred pounds. She might be lean and athletic, but I wondered how she could stop me from doing anything I pleased.

I read through the procedures and policies and thought they were excessive and pedantic. Everything imaginable seemed spelled out with processes and procedures. Consent forms were mandatory, as were safe words. Play partners had to say safe words aloud before play could commence. By the time I got through the binder, I had realized it was important for the safety of all players.

“I’m sold,” I handed Lexi back the binder.

“What do you plan to do tonight? Would you like for me to help you with the plan?” Lexi offered, giving the binder back to Brooke.

“Yes, that would be nice. I’d like to know options.” I said.

“Follow me,” Lexi said, “Brooke, you too.”

She took us back to the main dungeon and told Brooke to bring her two wrist cuffs, two ankle cuffs, and a light flogger.

Brooke nodded with a gleam in her eye, collected what Lexi asked for, then returned. Lexi looked at me and winked.

“Cuff yourself, needy slut.” Lexi growled at Brooke.

It was surreal because Brooke was about four inches taller than Lexi. While Lexi was physically strong, Brooke weighed more. The body type differences seemed swapped. Yet, Brooke obeyed instantly, without question.

“Normally,” Lexi said, “I’m a submissive pain slut for my Master.” She touched her silver collar and paused for a moment. “I’ve found, though, that sometimes I enjoy topping. So I’ve become a bit of a switch. Brooke needs to learn to be a good submissive before I allow her to top anyone.”

Brooke had cuffed both wrists, then knelt at Lexi’s side. Lexi hardly looked at her, then pointed. “Bring the spanking bench here, and get on. Cuff yourself, and then I’ll cuff the last wrist.”

There was no please, just a command. Brooke immediately went back to work. She handed Lexi the light flogger, then mounted the spanking bench. She straddled it, fully clothed. It was enough to make me understand how arousing it would be with a naked submissive.

“We clean and disinfect every prop after each session,” Lexi said.

She walked around Brooke and checked each D-ring, ensuring Brooke was securely fastened to the bench. Then she knelt and latched the last clip. Brooke tried to move, but her movements were limited.

“From here,” Lexi said, “you can use your hand and spank her for a first-time scene. Or a light flogger. Hold out your forearm.” She took it in her wrist, held it firm, then looked at me, “I’m going to hit you with the flogger, about medium strength, okay? I won’t hit you unless you consent.”

I nodded, and she looked at me, then up at the cameras, “I consent,” I said.

“Good boy,” Lexi said, then whipped the flogger into the meat of my forearm. It stung, and I sucked in a breath, the strands of the flogger distributed the force, and while it stung at first, the pain lessened into a warm glow.

“Brooke,” she said, “Do I have consent,”

“Yes, mistress,” Brooke said, “I consent.”

Then she walked around Brooke, and anywhere she wasn’t wearing clothes, her arms, lower legs, lower back, Lexi swatted Brooke. Brooke yelped at the first strikes, then her olive complexion turned rosy, and she started moaning. She ground her hips into the firm seat on the bench. Her nipples were rigid, pressing into her sports bra on either side of the bench.

“Good girl,” Lexi crooned. She grabbed a handful of Brooke’s hair and levered her head back, looking into Brooke’s intense eyes, then kissed her. “You may unlock and clean up,” Lexi said as she unclipped one of Brooke’s wrists.

“You’re such a tease, mistress,” Brooke said with a grin, “Thank you.”

Lexi grinned at her friend, then looked at me. “The right application of pain can become a pleasure. You have to find the right mix.”

“It takes years to discover how it works,” Lexi went on, “So go slow. Check-in with your partner. Make sure she knows and will use her safe word. Don’t just hit her. You need to stimulate all of her senses.”

I nodded. “Thanks, Lexi,” I said, “I’m still nervous, but I want to learn more. Thank you for taking the time.”

We returned to the office, and Lexi pulled up the schedule book as Brooke wasn’t in the office.

“What time is your date?” Lexi asked.

“Around 7?” I said, “she’s supposed to meet me at my apartment upstairs at seven.”

“Will there be any intercourse?” Lexi asked, “exposed sexual organs, etc.?”

“I… Yes.” I said, remembering how Rachael felt and what she liked, “Almost certain.”

“Should be a fun night.” Lexi smiled, “We will be here in the backroom. Come in and introduce your date, and have her sign the forms. Then you have fun, and we can sit and monitor. All play must stop if you see the red light and hear the siren. Understand?”

“Yes, I do,” I smiled, “I’ll see you then.”

I walked out of the office and smiled at Brooke, who blushed. She was wearing a completely different outfit and appeared freshly showered. The spanking bench was where she left it, and she had lined up a new set of cuffs and a leather collar.
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CHAPTER
 13











RACHAEL’S DATE


Rachael arrived
 at my apartment promptly at seven. I opened the door and admired Rachael’s full-length raincoat that came to her calves. There wasn’t a forecast of rain, and I understood from Rachael’s wide eyes and nervous tremble that the slicker was the entirety of her outfit. Rachael’s red curls were tight and clean, and her face only had light makeup.

She looked at me, and I looked back at her, “Hands behind your back,” I said evenly.

She did so eagerly. I unbuttoned the top buttons of the raincoat, enough to confirm my suspicion. I could feel her senses burn with humiliation, which she processed into arousal. I sensed she was dripping long before she knocked on my door.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

Rachael nodded, and I joined her outside my apartment. I took her hand and walked her down the steps into the garage. There were no sounds except the clicking of her heels. I stopped about twenty paces from the playroom entrance.

“Unbuckle and unbutton your raincoat,” I said, tipping my eyes down to watch.

Her eyes widened, then she did exactly what I told her to with a soft smile. The coat hung open and revealed her bare breasts, her taut freckled abdomen, and her amber landing strip of pubic hair above her smooth pussy. She put her hands to her sides, and I could feel her hum in excitement. Her exhibitionist streak added to her humiliation kink.

We walked into the dungeon and past the playroom back into the office. Lexi was behind the counter and smiled.

“Hi Rick,” she said, then turned to Rachael, utterly comfortable with Rachael’s brazen nudity,

“You must be Rachael.” Lexi continued, “Welcome to our dungeon. Please read these forms carefully, then sign below. Print your safe word here.”

Not for the first time, I felt frustration from Racheal, “Is all this completely necessary?” She asked under her breath as her finger traced over the wordy form.

Her nipples were like little diamonds resting on pink cones. Her rapid breath exposed her arousal. She bit her lip as she read impatiently. Then she wrote her safe word, “lavender,” and signed her name.

“Thank you,” Lexi said and gathered the papers, “please remember, if you hear a siren or the flashing red light, you must stop all play. Wait for me to tell you what to do.”

I nodded to Lexi, took Rachael by the arm, and escorted her to the playroom.

“Well, she’s a little nazi,” Rachael complained.

She bit her lip. I could feel her frustration. Her arousal had dipped lower. I looked at her, and she returned my look. Slowly I won the contest, and she lowered her eyes.

“Good girl,” I said, “take off your raincoat and kneel.”

That got her buzzing again, I pulled her raincoat off her shoulders, and she knelt where she was in just a pair of simple strap-on heels.

I had her lift her wrists and cuff each wrist with a leather cuff. She was trembling. I pulled both wrists behind her back and clipped them together. Then I knelt and cuffed each of her ankles but left them free.

“Crawl on your knees to that bench,” I said, pointing to the spanking bench.

She looked at me with wide eyes, then managed to shift slowly forward on her knees. The floor of the dungeon was padded, so it wasn’t painful. But the posture of her hands behind her back and her complete nakedness made her more and more aroused.

When she got to the bench, I helped her to straddle it. I cuffed each of her ankles to the end of the bench. Her knees were pressed up, near where her torso rested on the bench top, her thighs almost horizontal to the floor. Her ass hung just off the edge of the bench, her labia thick and glistening with arousal, blooming in anticipation.

The red lights flashed, and the siren went off. I froze and didn’t touch Rachael. She growled, frustrated with the interruption. Brooke and Lexi appeared and came forward.

Brooke went and unclipped Rachael’s ankles, then helped her to her feet.

“Sorry, Rick, I had to stop you,” Lexi explained, “there was no audible consent, and we need to hear her safe word to continue.”

I closed my eyes, and in my excitement, I forgot the protocol. I nodded.

“Thank you, Lexi,” I said, “you’re right. I messed up,”

“I’m going to let you start again, Rick,” Lexi said gently, “give me a couple of minutes to get back to the booth. Then when the light goes off, you can start again.”

Rachael was mortified and embarrassed, and her level of arousal was shot. I was determined to start again, so I waited for the light to go off.

I stepped back in front of her. Again there was the awkward stare-down. Then her eyes lowered.

“Knees,” I said.

Rachael sunk to her knees, her thighs parted, her unclipped wrists lying on her thighs.

“Do you consent,” I asked, then listed the things I wanted to do per the protocol?

Rachael nodded silently.

“Use your voice.” I barked, feeling my frustration.

“I consent to… all of it,” Rachael said.

According to the rules, that was acceptable.

“When you use your safe word after I begin,” I recited the boilerplate I’d had to memorize, “I will stop the scene. The DM will come and assist. They will ensure your safety and determine what the next steps are.”

I’d practiced that several times while I was waiting for Rachael. That phrase was essential to be recorded by the monitoring system.

“Say you safeword,” I said.

Rachael shook her head, “I can’t remember it.”

“Say it,” I said again, “it was lavender.”

“No,” she said and stared at me with a frustrated expression.

“I don’t want a safe word. I want to trust you. Safe words are bullshit. You have me in your grip, at your whim, and I feel safe with you. I don’t need a fucking word.” Rachael fumed in frustration.

I stepped back, looking at her, “We’re done….” I began.

I didn’t get to finish my thought. In a flash, Rachael was on her feet, slapping me hard across my cheek, “You’re a fucking coward,” she hissed and hit me again.

RICK GOES ROGUE

My demonic form sprang forth, and I roared. The room erupted—sirens blaring, red lights flashing.

Rachel’s neck was in my grip without registering what had happened, and her feet were two feet off the floor. My wings spread out, and my tail had coiled around her ankles. My tail was pulling her, stretching her body in my grip.

Then about 10,000 volts of electricity tried to press into my hide near my shoulder. It felt like a handshake buzzer. I tore the taser wires out with my free hand.

I laughed.

Then Lexi twisted behind me and took me to the mat with a sweep to my leg. I let go of Rachael, my tail whipping behind me to try and break my fall. Rachael dropped to the floor, gasping for breath.

Brooke flashed next to me, her brilliant blue eyes gleaming and a smirk on her lips. A tree branch about six inches in diameter swung at my head from nowhere and smacked me in my chin.

I rolled onto my belly, dazed.

Lexi was on top of me instantly, pulling my wrists behind my back and lashing them together with rope. I tried to break free, but her knots were too tight. In a flash, she reversed, and my ankles were bound the same way.

“Check, Rachael,” Lexi barked at Brooke.

Lexi bound my ankles to my wrists. I laid hogtied on the floor—brought down in less than a minute by a five-foot-nothing ninja.

“She’s okay,” Brooke said, “just shook.”

“Take her back and check her vitals,” Lexi said, “hopefully, we won’t have to call EMTs.”

Lexi sat on my shoulder and tapped my horn, “So what are you?” she asked.

I pushed my mundane form out and tried to free myself, but Lexi’s ropes still held snug.

“Incubus,” I said, “what are you?”

“Kitsune.” she smiled, tugged at my wrists, “charmed ropes.”

She flashed into a fox form, licked my face, and then flashed back. She sat in front of me and crossed her legs.

“What am I gonna do with you?” Lexi asked. “I get what happened. It wasn’t your fault you were provoked.”

Then another pop followed by Sammi’s familiar voice, “We need to take him to the Enclave overnight, Lex,” she said, “you know the rules.”

“Sometimes the rules are stupid.” Lexi said, “Flip you for it? I don’t want to take that bitch back to her apartment. She might trip and get a cut on her knee.”

“Brooke and I will take care of her,” Sammi said, “take lover boy here to the Enclave.”

Sammi crouched down, lifted my chin, and then kissed my forehead. “I’ll be there in a bit, Rick. We will get this smoothed over. It was limited exposure. But we need to follow protocol.”

“Okay, Sammi.” I said, “Can I stand up? I’m not going to fight.”

“Up to Lexi,” Sammi said, then headed towards the offices in the back.

Lexi quickly unbound me, and I stood up and brushed off my trousers.

“My Mistress is a succubus,” Lexi said, grabbing my hand, then we poofed into the park.

RICK AT THE ENCLAVE

Lexi and I appeared in the clearing that Sammi had transported me to the night she torched my apartment. I recognized the path, and Lexi and I walked together down the trail.

“My—he’s not my son—but like my son,” Lexi continued, “anyway, he’s a halfling, part incubus, part, we don’t have a good name for his other power.”

“Really?” I smiled, “A family with a succubus mother and an incubus son? That must make Thanksgiving fun.”

“We do have fun, Rick,” she smiled at me. “He doesn’t have a fae form like you, though. You’re the first real fae incubus I’ve seen.”

“Is she a real succubus?” I asked, “Or a halfling?”

“Real Fae,” She nodded, “almost as scary looking as you. I saw her shred an evil man with her claws and almost drain another person’s life. You at least didn’t kill that … What was her name? Rach?”

“Didn’t want to,” I offered, “I don’t recall the last time I wanted to kill anyone. Though I think I’ve lived enough to do that in the past.”

We reached the entrance to the Enclave, and Lexi pulled on the lever. I pushed on the door, and then we were inside the passageways. Lexi steered me past the front desk and into what was like a breakfast room as if this were a chain hotel.

“Master!” Lexi cried out in a big smile and hurried to wrap a handsome mundane man in her arms, “I didn’t know you’d be here.”

They shared a kiss. Then the man turned to me.

“Hi, I’m Jeremiah,” he said, “I was going to meet you tomorrow, but events have suddenly changed. I wanted to meet you as soon as I could.”

“Um, Hi?” I said, “I’m Rick.”

“We met before,” Jeremiah said, “you were Tom then. You showed us the rooftop property.”

“Yeah, that memory is pretty much gone now, no details. Except for Sammi.” I admitted.

“Sammi is pretty unforgettable.” Jeremiah smiled.

I sat down and looked around. The quiet of the Enclave was a bit unsettling, but it was better than jail.

“I guess I made a mess of things,” I said, “I should have had better control—sorry.”

“Pft,” Jeremiah waved his hand, “it happens more often than you think. This will be an easy clean-up. We’ll doctor a few videos and erase some memories. All very minor things.”

Jeremiah leaned forward and looked at me, then hesitated, “But you can never see Rachael again,” His eyes suddenly became very serious, “Will that be a problem?”

“No, sir,” I said, “She has been problematic since….”

Jeremiah looked at me intensely as if adjusting something. He tilted his head, then smiled.

“Who’s been problematic?” He asked.

I couldn’t come up with a name or a face. I struggled for a moment, and it was right there. Then I didn’t care about it.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said.

Then Sammi walked in and smiled. She came and hugged me and sat next to me.

“Jeremiah,” she said, looking across the table, “This is a surprise; I didn’t expect to see you until tomorrow. How did you get here?”

“Got a ride,” Jeremiah smiled and looked over his shoulder.

A tall, gorgeous brunette smiled, made her way over, and sat down next to Jeremiah, opposite Lexi, who was content to lean against her Master.

She looked at me and extended a hand. “I’m Alyssa, Jeremiah’s business partner, we….”

“Met at the building,” I finished, taking her hand, “I don’t remember, actually, but it is starting to make sense.”

She smiled and looked at Sammi.

“Smart and
 sexy! Good for you, Sammi.”Alyssa beamed.

“Gaia shines on me from time to time,” Sammi said, “I see you mastered the spell to transport Jeremiah?”

Alyssa nodded, “Yes, SO much better than going through traffic.”

She looked at Jeremiah and then back to me, “We’d like to invite you to the Estate for the night.”

“The Estate?” I asked, “Oh, where Tri…Jess works.”

“Yes,” Alyssa smiled, “wonderful girl, you were part of that, weren’t you?”

“Good impulses, I guess,” I shrugged, remembering my sudden bite that changed Trish into her faerie form, now named Jess.

“We have a room for you, at least for the night.” She continued, “It would help to make tomorrow go smoother. We can meet at home.”

“You live there?” I asked.

I remembered the posh estate's huge grounds and the fox. Then I remembered Lexi turning into a fox and licking my face. My eyes got wide.

“You were the fox,” I said.

“Sweetheart,” Lexi smirked, “I am a fox.”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat as I remembered my promise to Celia. I looked at Sammi and thought to myself.


“This always telling the truth is hard.”


“I promised a friend I would come and spend the night.” I said, looking back at Alyssa, “I appreciate the offer, but I can’t.”

“You can invite her if you’d like.” Alyssa offered, then asked Sammi, “If that’s okay?”

“Are you asking me?” Sammi said, “Inviting me over too?”

“Sure, we have more than enough room,” Alyssa said, then returned to focus on me, “It would be good to get to know you better, Rick. Suppose it works out, great. If not, we’ll see you at the venue. It was at one o’clock, right Sammi?”

“Yes, ma’am, the meeting is at one o’clock.” Sammi smiled, then took my hand. “Let’s go talk with Celia.”

We left the Enclave, melted back into the park’s foliage, then poofed into my apartment.

“Does this seem weird?” I asked, “It feels like we’re walking into another story.”

Sammi shrugged, “Just go with it.”

I took her hand as we left my apartment, and together we walked to Celia’s door and knocked. It was about 10:30. I was late by half an hour. Celia looked at Sammi, then at me, and her eyes narrowed.

“I invited you,” she said, then glared at Sammi, “Not her.”

“We are inviting you,” Sammi said cheerily, smiling sincerely, “We would like you to join us. You are very special to Rick, and he is an exceptional monster. Isn’t he.”

Celia paused and looked at Sammi. “He is special, but he’s not a monster. He is just misunderstood.”

Sammi grinned. “So am I! Come with us, please. We are just going to a friend’s house to stay the night. We have a meeting tomorrow. Rick said he wanted to keep his promise to you.”

“What the fuck,” Celia said after looking at Sammi, then back at me, “It’s time for a new story. I trust you….”

“Sammi,” Sammi introduced herself, “I think you are a delight, Celia.”

Sammi grabbed both of our hands and chanted some archaic words. All of us were surrounded by an orb of golden power, and then …

We disappeared with a small pop.





OceanofPDF.com








TWICE SHY



PARANORMAL HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE










[image: ]





CELIA

“What had I gotten myself into?” I thought to myself.

I made the impulsive decision to go with Rick and his business partner Sammi to a friend’s house overnight. I had no idea that moments later, I would be teleported to some posh mansion on the side of a cliff overlooking the ocean.
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“Okay, Bee, truth or dare?” Shelley asked me with a mischievous grin.

My best friend since before I understood what a friend was, Shelley knew all of my secrets. Choosing a dare was not an option.





Uh uh, no way.








“Truth.”
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