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Everyone knows that men will go to great lengths all for the sole purpose of getting laid. That’s nothing new. And in that, I was no different. However, I have not had much luck in my endeavors no matter the lengths that I had gone to. And I suppose it could be said that I had grown desperate, as well as a bit frustrated. I didn’t want to go without any longer. I didn’t want to be the only guy I knew that had yet to get a girl.

And so the lengths I was about to go, to finally have what I desired most were rather extreme. Very extreme. I sought aid from what most feared far too much to even consider. But it is in doing so that would define me. Would turn the seemingly impossible into the inevitable. I sought help from the otherside, from behind the veil, from a reality that existed parallel to our own for longer than humans have had the awareness to even begin to seek the aid of such otherworldly beings.

The spell for contact was more or less simple enough. Required a few totems of necessity and a strong intention. An intention that I had burning inside of me for quite some time, that was the easy part. Slightly harder was acquiring the necessary… ingredients, so to speak. Most important amongst which were perhaps the undergarments of one who caused such a yearning inside the casters heart.

Yet, those to, I nevertheless had come to acquire. Uninvited, I snuck myself into one of my infatuation house parties. She had them often enough, popular as she was, she needed to keep up appearances and used every opportunity she could to continue on as the center of attention. I had no trouble getting into the party. Going unnoticed isn’t exactly uncommon for me. Most don’t even give me a second glance, something that, in this case, had come in handy.

And so while the party raged on the main floor, I made my way upstairs. Drawn by a force outside of myself towards Lisa’s bedroom. The moment I stepped inside I felt a swelling inside of me. To be this close to her, it pulled at my heart. Breathing the air that she breaths every night, placing a hand on the mattress she lays herself upon at the end of each day. Her energy intertwined itself with the physical structure of this place, an energy that could be felt and taken in by those attuned to such an ability.

I searched through her laundry basket, plucking from it a soft and silky pair of pink panties. The essence of her most intimate self still lingering behind. I clutched the thin fabric, holding it close to my chest. When, for a moment, I took pause. Listening to a symphony of sounds formed from the pleasure of two bodies locked together coming from the next room over. I pressed my ear to the wall. There was no mistaking that soft delicate voice, that whimpering moan, it could only belong to Lisa. And how I wished to trade places with the one who played the instrument of her body so pleasingly. Yet I could not. All I could do was listen. Listen and imagine that it was in fact myself on the other side of that wall, claiming Lisa and making her sing out.

The next ingredient was a strand of hair. Perhaps a bit more difficult to obtain but nothing to worry about. With absolute determination to cast this spell, I knew I would find a way. But Lisa, at the time, was busy. Busy getting it on, taking a man in the next room over. And so I had to wait. A wait that I enjoyed as I listened, feeling myself grow harder as Lisa grew louder, without a doubt swelling closer and closer to orgasm. So badly did I desire to touch myself, to stroke and play while Lisa howled. But I didn’t, I had to remain, at least somewhat, in control. I had an objective and I could not allow myself to be given over to my senses so easily, doing so may cause me to miss my only opportunity.

As her love making reached its crescendo my heart pounded in my chest with nervous energy. Would she seek to come to her own room, looking to freshen up, or would she head back downstairs before anyone looking for her might grow too curious as to her whereabouts and go looking for her, walking in on what she would no longer be able to deny. No longer able to keep up a facade of being a good girl.

Thankfully she did not opt for her own room. I’d hate to imagine what she might think if she caught me like this, huddled in the corner of her room, a pair of her panties held under my nose. The second floor had gone silent. And I felt it safe enough for me to take my leave. I went into the next room over. The scent of sex hitting me like a gust of raw energy. Her lingering scent did nothing to quell the burning between my legs, made my cock twitch, precum dribbling out. I made my way to the bed, the place where Lisa had laid herself down, resting on her back, letting another man fill her with repeated ecstasy. The spot where she laid still warm, still emanating the heat of lust.

I plucked from the pillow a single strand of long blonde hair, undoubtedly Lisa’s. How it got there, such wondering, led me to all sorts of imaginings. Did this man run his rough hands through the strands of her hair, lovingly holding to the back of her head as they embraced, or did he wrap her hair around a fist, getting rough with her, giving it to her in the ways she begged of him. Either way, if all worked out as I hoped, soon enough I would know for myself how Lisa liked it. How she enjoyed being taken, what ways made her moan and roll and sing out with bursting and unrestrained passion.

Now with all the ingredients I was able to truly begin my journey into achieving this nagging goal. In the center of my room I had chalked out on the hardwood floor the required sigil. Placed in the center of that was the single strand of hair. And for added atmosphere and not so much because of necessity I had encircled candles, their flames dancing and licking at the air. As for the panties, to perhaps heighten the connection of my energy to Lisa’s I opted to wear them. My cock hardening as her undergarments fitted snugly against my body. Which made completing the next and final part of the spell’s ritual a tad easier.

I spoke the incantation as I had been instructed to. My mind single-pointedly focused on one thing, my ultimate goal. I pulled down the front edge of Lisa’s panties, my stiff cock springing out, begging and throbbing to be held and played with. The very act of wearing this insatiably sexy woman’s underwear had me pulsating with increased sensitivity. I knew I would not last long under these conditions, and a good thing to, I was impatient, starving to know if this would work. All I had was hope, that and  a slim chance that this occult ritual was in fact the real deal.

I wasted no more time, taking hold of my cock and letting the spit drip over my lips and down the length of my shaft, coating and lubricating my cock for play. I stroked myself, working my dick, pleasing the tip. Building up the pleasure, faster and faster, gripping harder. Exhaling heavily out of my nostrils, stifling my grunts, not that I needed to be quiet, but some habits are hard to break.

The need for release, the build up, all of it swelled inside of me, ready to erupt in a single moment. I reached the peak and held it in, rocking back and forth, body completely tense. And then, unable to restrain myself any longer, I let go. I erupted, spilling my seed in streams, stark white cum sticking to the sigil before me.

I took a moment to settle myself, the tension had taken a bit of a toll on my body. It had been awhile since my last release. It was important I hold off for some time before enacting the ritual, making sure that what I had to offer would be sufficient. And judging by the puddle of cum before me, I believe I had offered plenty.

I had very little idea however how the spell functioned. Did it release an energy, one that would penetrate into Lisa’s unconscious, bringing to the fringes of her awareness a wanting of myself, one she couldn’t be certain of, but would nevertheless seek out. Or did it fill me with a potent virility, one that upon looking at me would fill my intended with a biological thirst to mate.

In the end, none of my guesses came within miles of what the ritual would actually accomplish. The sigil began to glow, a strange warmth radiating from beneath the floor rising up and filling the room. My seed that pooled on the ground slowly seeped away, disappearing into a void. My offering for that which I performed for had been accepted. And rising, rising out of the wisps of smoke from the extinguished candles, clawing its way through the absolute darkness that had now surrounded me was a creature, a being, a beauty that the world of man had long forgotten and lost contact with.

And what a beauty she was, immaculate, breathtaking. Skin so pale, like fragile and fine porcelain. Lips in in utter contrast, stark red, plump and full. And horns, like those of a wild animal pushing their way from the top of her forehead, only adding to her exotic and otherworldly beauty. Her curves cried out to be held, hypnotized me at first sight, drawing me in, but the fear of what she may do kept me stunned in my place on the ground beneath her. And her breasts large, finely shaped, uncovered and exposed. How I hungered for her the instant my eyes laid rest upon that figure. A thirst swelled inside of me. A thirst that only a woman with attributes such as her could possibly even begin to quench.

Then she spoke, her voice oozing a seductive candor, “Ah, another mortal seeks my aid,” as she finished speaking I could feel myself being lulled into a trance like state, wanting her very voice to carry me away from this prison of a human body and spirit-away my soul to a land filled with only shadows.

“Y- y- yes..” I stammered, hardly capable of seeing myself even worthy of responding. How could I, as nothing more than an insect in the sight of a being so dominant, possibly have the authority to ask her for aid?

“Then…” she continued, stepping toward me, her eyes cast down reflecting back to me the sight of myself; A man, if I could be called that, for one feels less so in her presence, curled up and wearing the shame of his spilled seed on stolen panties. What, I wondered, did a sight as sad this, cause a beauty as highly commanding as her to think. “...Submit yourself to me, prove your worth by servitude to my every desire and you shall have my immortal aid.”

Truly I had no choice but to submit. She radiated power and dominance. To have her aid would mean to have whatever I wanted. Though I hardly knew a thing of her abilities, there could be no mistaking they were to be as impressive as her seductive looks. Yet, if anyone could win me favor with Lisa, if anyone could manipulate the very fabric of reality into a new design in which I and Lisa are one, it could only be this… this.. Succubus… this demon of insatiable and unending lust.

“I submit,” I pressed my forehead to the ground before her, “I offer myself in service to you greatness.”

“Good,” said the Succubus, grinning.

“Will you help then… help me win the woman I desire?”

The demon let out a cackle, “I could get you any woman, my power is unbound in the realm of man, but first you will fulfill my desires.”

“Yes, yes of course, whatever you want,” I said, quivering beneath her dominating stance.

“Whatever I want? Is that so?” She questioned.

“Yes, if it means I will have Lisa, say it and I will do it.”

“Then prove your obedience, get on your knees,” the succubus stomped on the ground, the earth quaking around us.

I scurried to my knees, my heart pounding.

“Let me get a closer look at you,” she slunk around my body, circling me, closely inspecting. Her eyes locked between my legs, fixated on my softening cock.

“Is that all you’ve got?” she asked, pointing at my flaccid cock.

“Well.. um… yes… but-”

“A bit small isn’t it?”

“Well, I think that-”

“Ahem,” the demon cleared her throat, bending over, her plump and perfect tits giving a nice little jiggle, “Are you going to contradict me?”

“No no, of course not… you are right, it is small.”

“I thought so. Must be why you need my help,” she said.

“Yes, exactly,” I agreed, nodding along.

“Well, don’t just kneel there, start playing with it,” she commanded.

“You want me to-”

“Stroke your little cock, your mistress demands it. I want to see all of it, when it’s hard too.”

I took hold of my soft cock, sliding my fingers up and down the shaft, feeling it grow as I worked upon it.

The succubus let out a laugh, “Do I excite you? Is it my tits that make you hard?”

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned, my mouth watering as the demon pinched her stiff nipples between her nimble fingers, tweaking and teasing them.

“Pathetic, you mortal men are so easy… now stop.”

I removed my hand from my cock, the residual pleasure and sight of her body made it twitch with the want for more.

“So you can listen to the most basic of commands at least. Perhaps I should make it a bit harder for you.”

“Whatever you desire, I will-”

The succubus snapped her fingers, in that instant she summoned a ball gag, fitted perfectly around my mouth, stifling my words, forcing me to mumble and drool.

“I’m tired of listening to you. I speak, and you perform, got it?” The succubus reached down and gripped a handful of my hair forcing my head up and down into a nod. “You know, I have never known a man to wear a woman’s panties… an interesting choice.”

With the gag in my mouth I couldn’t explain myself to her, couldn’t explain my reasoning for doing so, that this wasn’t exactly a normal occurrence for me.

“Though such shouldn’t surprise me, even while hard you are still smaller than most,” the succubus snapped her fingers once more. This time a bra appeared upon my chest. “There now you are wearing a matching set.

“Now stroke it for me… harder, come on,” the Succubus demanded, standing there as I knelt before her, cock in hand, stroking myself as she desired. “Look at you, just like a dirty street slut. Is that what you are? A slut?”

More spit drooled over my lips and around the ball gag as I foolishly attempted to speak, Mhmm,” I nodded. Knowing that my best chances rested in complete and total submission to her, to always remain in agreement.

“Well then cum for me, go on… cum like the naughty slut that you are, spill your load onto the ground.”

I worked the tip of my cock harder and faster, not wanting to keep her waiting. Afraid of what she might command of me next if I did not obey and give what she wanted exactly when she wanted it. With intense focus and effort I reached my peak, holding it in and then erupting, growling behind the gag, a small stream of cum spilling out of my cock.

“Is that all you got? That’s not very much is it?”

I didn’t have the ability at that moment to explain to her that I had just drained myself of most of what I had to summon her, though I imagine that even such an explanation would not be sufficient for her.

The succubus waved her hand over my mouth, dissipating the gag back into nothingness. “Now clean it up… with your tongue.”

Now that was a command I did not expect. One that every part of my mind and body wanted to refuse. Never, never have I licked my own cum up before, how degrading, how humiliating. And yet if I wanted Lisa, if I wanted the chance to enter inside of a woman, any woman that I may come to desire, then I had to obey this command.

I placed my palms flat on the ground and leaned down closer and closer to my sticky white cum, my mouth just inches away, not yet there.

“I said clean it up,” the Succubus shoved my face down, forcing me into the sticky cum, “Open up and lick.”

And so I did, I opened wide, sliding my tongue across the floor, licking up each and every drop of cum that I had spilled for this erotic beauty.

“What a cumslut you are, perhaps you won’t be a complete disappointment.”

Though I had just completely humiliated and disgraced myself, did something so depraved that no normal person would do, I still couldn’t help but smile. Smiling at the possibilities of what serving this creature of another world might one day gift me. I won’t be a complete disappointment, I will give her my all. I would prove myself to this demon and have what I most desired.

“So tell me,” said the Succubus, “Who is this woman that has led you to the desperate act of summoning me.” She curled her finger and as she did I felt my body being lifted off the ground, weightless, pulling me through the air and placing me onto my two feet.

“Her name is Lisa and she’s everything. Sexy like you wouldn’t believe, a body like a goddess.”

“Pfft, I doubt her beauty is any match for mine,” she leered at me.

“No no, of course not… you are… in every way far more enticing but… as far as mortals go, none surpass her.”

“Then take me to her, allow me to set my eyes upon what stirs my new pet to acts of depraved submission.”

“I- I would love to introduce you but I think she’s working right now, and well… you see, most humans don’t exactly react well to seeing demons.”

“Nonsense,” the succubus shrieked, thrusting her palm out in front of her, a shockwave knocking into my body and landing me flat on my ass. “I demand you show me to her, I will not interfere... not yet, I promise that. Besides, you haven’t fully proven your worth yet. I am just simply curious.”

“Very well,” I picked myself up off the floor, bowing slightly before my new mistress.

Was this demon serious? Have I really not proven myself? Was eating my own cum not enough for her. How in the world could I possibly win her favor, what more did this demon desire to put me through. Was she just toying with me? Was I just a plaything to her? I wondered if she really had any intentions of helping me at all.

Nevertheless obedience was still my best bet at getting Lisa. I quickly changed and got ready to go out. Putting on normal clothes, removing the bra and panties that now only reminded of my disgrace. Opting for jeans and a t-shirt. At the time however, little did I know, it didn’t really matter what I chose to wear, for my new mistress had ideas of her own.

When I finished getting ready and met with the succubus at the front door she looked surprisingly normal though no less attractive. She no longer had horns, nor a frightening scowl permanently etched across her visage. Instead she looked much like any busty and seductive goth chick might, with a tight black dress hugging every curve so elegantly.

“She works at a cafe,” I said, speaking as if my mistress had any real interest in the matter, “it’s not too far, we can walk there. Come on.”

As I shut the front door behind us, she grabbed hold of my lapel, lifting me off my feet, bringing my face inches from hers, snarling, “you do not command me to ‘come on,’ understand?”

“I- I just meant it’s this way,” I said, pointing over her shoulder, unable to keep my hand from shaking.

“Very well,” she let me go. “So a cafe, is it?” Judging by her tone I could tell there was some confusion surrounding what that exactly meant.

“That’s right, you know, she serves coffee to people… drinks.”

“Ah, like a wench… she then sleeps with them after-”

“What? No, she doesn’t, it’s just coffee.”

“She doesn’t sell her body to men, let them have their way with her for a few gold pieces, forcing moans and sighs to whisper past her lips all through the night.”

“Of course not, she doesn’t do anything like that.”

“Then I do not understand your desire for her,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

“It’s like.. It’s- maybe once you see her.”

Apparently though I was wrong. The two of us entered the cafe. Lisa of course, paid no attention to me. She probably didn’t even know who I was, even less if she saw me standing next to someone as attractive as this demon. Which I had hoped might make her notice me, perhaps make her jealous, make her wonder why this woman would spend her time with a guy like me. Hopefully the true nature of the relationship remains completely unknown to her.

“There she is,” I said, pointing Lisa out, her blonde hair tied up in a sporty ponytail, though even the apron couldn’t do much to hide the size of her perfect bust.

“I still don’t get it,” said the Succubus.

“Well, she is cuter when not in that silly uniform but… trust me.”

“Perhaps I should talk to her,” she said, pressing forward, moving toward the counter.

“No, don’t… you can’t-” I grabbed her by the shoulder, attempting to pull her back. A very big mistake.

In a single motion she spun on her heels, pushing me back, “unhand me, servant. How dare you tell me what I can not do. Do you not learn.”

“S- sorry,” I spoke, keeping my voice down to a hush, not wanting to draw any more attention to us.

“Hmm,” she smiled wryly, undoubtedly planning something devious, “if you will not allow me to speak to her, then I will watch you do so.”

“Oh, I’ve never actually talked to her before. I mean I’ve ordered drinks from her but we’ve never had a conversation or anything.”

“That was a command, and not my only one,” she snapped her fingers, instantaneously swapping my jeans and t-shirt with a skimpy black dress that resembled her own. “Now go, ask her if she likes that dress on you.”

My heart sunk to the bottom of my stomach. I glanced around the cafe, thankfully we were the only two in here, besides those working behind the counter of course. Still, the level of public humiliation that I felt reached new heights, and would continue to climb if I chose to follow the demon’s will.

“Now she will know what you truly are, what a naughty perv… those were her panties you were wearing, weren’t they?”

“Yes… but… wait, how is this supposed to help me get her. One look at me she will see nothing but a loser, she’d never talk to me again.”

The succubus shrugged as if none of this was even an issue, “It won’t help. It’s just entertaining. However, do as I say and remember… with a snap of my fingers I can make her forget the whole interaction, a single snap and she will only have eyes for you, a flick of the wrist and your cock will be the only cock she will ever thirst for again.”

“Right, okay,” I took a deep breath in, settling myself, “I can do this,” I mumbled under my breath.

“What was that?”

“Nothing I-”

“Hurry up, before I get bored,” she gave me a shove forward.

I nervously waddled my way up to the counter, wrapping my arms around my body as if that could possibly help guard me from Lisa’s sight.

“What can I get for you?” Lisa asked, the words came out a bit robotically but I could see on her face a sense of discomfort, though not exactly disgust as I had expected. Just discomfort, an uncertainty of what she was experiencing, but I could tell she was consciously doing her best to keep poised. The succubus tittered behind me, waiting for me to speak. Unfortunately I couldn’t get away with just ordering a drink, if so I may have been able to save face. But that was not what this demon wanted. She wanted to humiliate me and watch me writhe and squirm under the perplexed gaze of Lisa before inevitably making a fool of myself.

“Do- d- do- you...” the words caught in my throat, choking me as I attempted to force them out into the world. Once said I could not take them back, could not hide from the ensuing feeling of embarrassment that had already begun to creep its way sliding up my spine and flushing my cheeks a bright red, “...do you think this dress makes me look pretty,” the sentence spilled out over my lips, squeaking into existence as if spoken from a small cartoon mouse.

My face went completely numb as I stared dumbfoundedly at Lisa, my mind filling itself with internal put downs of how much of a fool I must look like. And though it was hard to keep my focus in such an anxious state, I kept enough awareness to see the look of shock on Lisa’s face. A look that showed her own embarrassment for me, I could sense the level of discomfort she felt over the situation rise and meet new heights.

Under any normal circumstance I am positive Lisa would have laughed at me, told me to get out of her way, and move on. Maybe, if I’m lucky, mention to her friends the weirdo in a dress who asked if he looked pretty and then soon forget about it. But she was at her job, worked with customers, and so had to uphold a certain level of integrity and feigned kindness.

“Oh, umm… Mhmm.. I think it looks good,” Lisa pulled her lips in, tightly clamping down on them. She struggled not to laugh, whether her laughter was from seeing such a humiliating display or just from the sheer absurdity of the moment, I couldn’t quite say.

I remained still as stone after hearing her reply, having no clue as to how to act next. Do I run? Do I respond? I wanted to melt and disappear, and the world around me became increasingly more fuzzy and unreal.

“So… ummm… do you want to order anything?” Lisa asked, trying to move this along.

“Yeah…. Uh… coffee, black.” I had no intention of ordering anything, didn’t even want the coffee, but I felt I had to say something, anything to appear more normal.

After Lisa accepted my payment and turned her back on me, an immediate rush of freedom flooded my body, though a sense of lingering humiliation remained. As I caught a glimpse over the counter Lisa giggled with one of her coworkers. I had no way of knowing what made them so giddy but I had full reason to believe that I was the object of their laughter.

“Fuck,” I lowered my face into my palms, rubbing my sweaty forehead, “Can we please get out of here now,” I said to the succubus.

“But you didn’t get your drink,” she responded.

“Screw that, please, I feel like an idiot, I want to leave.”

“Alright, we’ll leave, but first get your drink and then,” she raised her eyebrow, smirking with all the backing of one ready to hatch a devious exploit, “Ask her on a date.”

I smiled, happy, overjoyed even. The fear and humiliation evaporating, turning into a calm. I knew it, I knew if I just played a long, the succubus would work her magic and have Lisa fall for me. I did summon her, she was my succubus. She might like to act all tough but I’m the one who brought her into this world, and she had her fun but now it was time for me to have mine. My work was about to pay off… or so I thought.

“Does that mean…” I gave the succubus a knowing wink and a grin.

“Does that mean… what? Why are you looking at me like that? Didn’t I ask you to do something?”

“You did,” I said, this time I was the one giddy with the giggles, “and you’re going to snap your fingers and Lisa will just lap up every word I say.”

The demon placed her palms over her slender stomach, a hearty laugh erupting out, the sound filling the cafe, “No, I just wanted to see you get turned down.”

And just like that all my joy quickly dissipated turning into disappointment. How long did I have to wait, how many of these trials did I have to go through? And then that disappointment morphed into a weighted blanket of shame that dragged my shoulders down at the realization of what I was going to have to do next.

Every part of me wanted to fight against the succubus and deny her command, but one small part of me would not allow me to do so. As I glanced over the counter, watching Lisa carrying my drink, watching her cute perky tits jiggle even behind that unappealing aporn, the blood rushing into my cock… I knew I had no choice but to obey now. The succubus had me trapped. My first impression on Lisa had now been me wearing a dress, there would be no coming back from that, not by any mortal means. The succubus had me trapped and perhaps that was her plan all along.

I approached the counter one last time, maybe for the last time in my life, for how could I ever return to this cafe after tonight. Lisa held out my drink, her eyes looking away from me, not wanting to end up in another awkward conversation with the freak in a dress. But it didn’t matter how much neither one of us wanted what would happen next. I had to do it, I had to obey the commands given to me. So long as I saw Lisa before me, I saw a glimmer of hope and possibility.

Just as I had the drink in my hand, Lisa about to turn and put all this behind her, I blurted it all out, “Would you like to go on a date with me,” the words came rolling out one after another, fast and jumbled but clear enough to be understood.

Lisa froze, searching for something to say in turn, “Oh… um… that’s very sweet, but I’m not… I’m not looking to date anybody, sorry,” and with that she left, taking off to the back of the cafe. The succubus’s continued laughter filled the empty air around me, her shrill triumph over me sinking deep into my core. I had nothing left to say, Lisa left before I could even speak another word.

“Now wasn’t that fun,” said the Succubus, walking her nimble fingers up my back.

“No, it was humiliating and awful,” I said.

“But now you have the confidence to do anything, right? After that what else do you have to fear.”

“So wait… this was like… a lesson, you mean I can go up to girls and have no problem asking them out now?”

“No, I’m just messing with you, you're still just as pathetic as before, maybe even more so,” she pulled at the strap of my dress and let it snap back against my shoulder.

I let out a defeated sigh, “can we please go now…”

When we returned to my place I thought it would all be over for the day, I would be able to lay my head down and forget any of this ever happened. Unfortunately I was wrong.

“Wasn’t that fun,” said the Succubus.

I didn’t respond, didn’t speak. I remained silent, not wishing to feel any further humiliation.

“Come on, you liked it… you like wearing panties, and dresses and all that kind of thing, “Now come on, twirl for me, twirl like a pretty little girl for me,” she poked and prodded my body, trying to coax me into dancing for her, trying to make me into her little plaything. But with Lisa gone I was no longer feeling as entranced, I lost that sense of hope that the sight of her beauty had given me. I was feeling more clear, and that had me questioning whether I’d really ever get to have what I wanted.

“Enough,” I bellowed, “you’re just fucking with me. You aren’t going to help me get with Lisa. You never were, I’m done with this shit.”

A fire burned behind her seductive eyes, a rage building inside of her. I spoke out against her power and dominance, and she looked none too happy with it.

“How dare you,” she roared, “you doubt that I can give you what you want,” she snapped her fingers and as she did a pair of ropes slid their way out of the wall behind me, binding my wrists and ankles. The ropes had me splayed out, back pressed against the wall. The succubus sauntered over towards me, her hand gripping my face, pursing my lips together.

“When I say I will give you everything, I do not lie… But proving yourself isn’t so easy, still… you did perform well for me, perhaps I can give you a small reward.

“Forget it, I don’t want your reward,” I said, wrestling against the bindings.

“Are you sure?”

What happened next changed everything, had me giving myself over to this creature of the otherworld. What she did, I did not expect, didn’t think possible had I not seen it with my very eyes.

“I had you show me this object of your desire for another reason,” she whispered into my ear, her warm breath sending shivers down my spine and making me melt. A voice that in and of itself had the blood rushing to the tip of my cock and swelling with desire. Yet that was nothing, nothing compared to what she was about to show me.

She took a step back, her entire body in view, a snap of her fingers and then… she wasn’t a succubus any longer… well she was still her, but also wasn’t. The demon took on a new form, her hair turning blonde, shrinking in height. Shifting and fluctuating before me until settling on the most wonderful sight I could have ever hoped to see, had only ever seen before in my dreams, dreams that led to nightly emissions, dreams that I held onto throughout the rest of the day.

The succubus had taken on the form of Lisa. Looked completely identical to her in every way. The demon took it even further than that, for she had also stood before now not only as Lisa, but also completely naked. Her tits, so perfect and perky, just as I had always imagined them to be, her cute nipples little pink mounds just begging to be tasted. Her curves framing that figure so precisely, just crying out to be held.

I went to reach out, overcome with desire and lust but the bindings held my arms in place, wouldn’t allow me to get even an inch closer, and so badly did I want to touch her, hold her, and have her.

“Do you still think I am so terrible?” Said the succubus, or perhaps I should say Lisa, for she was indistinguishable from her.

I shook my head.

“Because I can leave you, I can go away if you wish.”

“No,” I shouted, giving a futile attempt to leap off the wall and wrap myself around her, “Please stay,” I hung my head, “I’ll continue to do as you ask. Just don’t go.”

“That’s what I thought,” she said, brushing her hair over her shoulder. Each one of her movements had me aching and thirsty for more. That body, Lisa’s body, it was worthy of all the worship I could possibly muster.

“Now it’s time for me to have a bit fun,” she smirked.

“Whatever you want, just do it,” I said. It didn’t matter, I would obey any command that came out of Lisa’s lips. I would submit whole heartedly to even the most wild and degrading acts that she could muster up.

“I thought you might say that, now let’s get a better look at what I have to work with,” she snapped her fingers, vanishing the dress off my body, leaving only a pair of pink silk panties to cover me. As Lisa… I mean the succubus… grabbed hold of my panites, she slid them down just a bit, reaching in and pulling my cock out over them. The touch of that soft hand had me biting my lip, struggling against my bindings desperate to hold her, but I couldn’t move an inch, I was completely helpless. She was in charge and had all the power.

“Such a little sissy cock,” she whispered, “What am I even supposed to do with this?”

“Fuck, I don’t care, do whatever you want, just keep touching it, please.”

“Yeah?” She worked her fingers around my shaft, stroking me ever so slowly, teasing the slightest bit of my tip. “How about this? Does this feel good?”

“Fuck yes, it’s so good, don’t stop Lisa,” I groaned, the muscles in my thighs becoming more and more tense.

“That’s right, say my name again,” she grabbed my balls and gave them a rough tug, a mix of pleasure and pain shot throughout my body.

“Oh god, Lisa… please… give me more, I want you.”

Her tongue licked up my neck, her mouth sucking on my earlobe, I huffed out my intense pleasure, curling myself, overwhelmed by the sensations.

“What do you want?” She asked, “Do you want these?” Lisa pinched her perky pink nipples between her fingers, tossing her head back and letting out a soft moan.

“Fuck yes,” I cried, thrusting my hips in the air.

“And how about this,” she slid her hands along the length of her curves and down between her legs, “Do you want this too?” She rubbed her sweet little clit, moaning like a naughty slut as she massaged that spot of pleasure, moving her hand faster and faster.

“More than fucking anything,” I yelped, rocking from side to side, tortured by her teasing.

She slid her fingers out of her wet pussy, bringing them to my lips, “open,” she demanded. I did as she commanded, opening my mouth wide and sticking my tongue out. She slid her wet fingers into my mouth, forcing me to suck the sweet juices off.

“How do I taste?”

“Mmm, so fucking good. I want that pussy…”

“Uh uh uh, not yet. You haven’t earned that yet,” she slapped her palm against her wet cunt.

My Lisa got down on her knees before my cock. Bringing just the tip of a single finger to the underside of my cock, barely grazing it as she curled her finger. The slight touch teased my poor little cock, I squirmed, pinned to the wall, unable to get the full feeling of her hand that I desperately needed.

“Fuck, this is toruture, stroke it… something… please,” my poor cock jumped and twitched, precum dribbled out the tip, a single drop rolling down my shaft.

“You want more? Do you want my mouth?” She stuck her tongue out, bringing it as close to my cock as possible but still without touching it.

“Yes yes yes… suck it for me, please.”

“Uh uh,” she pulled her mouth away, blowing a puff of air over my pulsating dick. “Do you think Lisa would ever put her mouth on a little sissy cock like that?” She asked.

I couldn’t respond, I was lost to my feelings, to the unnerving teasing and need for more contact.

“I bet she only sucks real men…”

“Please,” I begged, “please,” I pleaded, “I need more… I need it.”

“Very well, I will give you a little something,” She let the spit drool over her lips and down into her palm. With her sloppy hand she wrapped her fingers around my cock, sliding and sloshing her way over the tip. My body spasmed, arms and legs pulling against the bindings. She worked my cock right up to the edge, building up my need to erupt and then she let go.

“Not yet, you only get to cum when I say so,” she waited, letting me catch my breath. I took deep inhales followed by deep exhales, trying to keep myself settled.

“If you cum before I say so, I will never suck that cock, and never let you inside this sweet pussy, understand?”

“Yes Lisa… whatever you want… I understand.”

“Good,” she gripped my cock again, stroking faster and faster, instructing me, “Don’t you cum yet, don’t you dare fucking cum you little sissy slut.”

I tensed every muscle in my body, desperately holding in the need to explode and spill my warm seed all over her perky little tits as they jiggled and bounced each time her hand slid all the way down and back up my cock before letting it go and leaving me to wallow in an unsatisfied lack of fulfillment.

“I’m surprised you managed to last this long, perhaps I’ve made it too easy for you,” she said, rising to her feet. Her face… her lips, inches away from mine, “Besides, why should you get to have all the fun, you’re just a sissy. I’m the one who deserves to feel good.” Each step she took back, moving farther away from me, took with it my hope of release.

How long would she leave me tied up like this, leave me unsatisfied and aching for release. The need to cum swelled inside me, begging to be let out. I couldn’t stand it, yet I had no choice but to obey. If I wanted more, if I wanted Lisa, I had to obey and be good sissy for her.

With a flick of the wrist this new Lisa conjured out of the ether a toy to satisfy herself with.

“Now this is how a real cock should be,” she said, sliding her hands over the length of the sex toy, “Long… thick… this can please a pussy. Not like that little thing,” she slapped my throbbing cock, making me wince, but also making me wish she would do it again, anything so long as she touched me. “What do you think?” She asked me, lifting the toy cock up to my face, “Nice isn’t it?”

I opened my mouth to speak, as I did, this Lisa shoved the toy cock into my mouth, stuffing me full with it, letting out a giggle while sliding it back and forth, forcing it just a little bit deeper each time, spit drooling over my lips and over the toy.

“That’s a good sissy, get it nice and wet for me,” she slid the toy cock out of my mouth, my spit dangling off the tip. “Where would you like to see me put it? In my pussy? Or how about this cute little ass,” she turned around and bent over, spreading her cheeks, sliding the toy over her tight holes.

I couldn’t stand it, I wanted to leap off the wall, tear these bindings off and take hold of her, bring her to the ground and have my way with that slutty body. But I was helpless, I was under her control, powerless.

“Anywhere you want it,” I said, rolling from side to side, “Fuck, I want you so bad.”

“Maybe if you’re good and watch me have some pleasure… and don’t cum… maybe I’ll let you play too.”

She spread her legs wide, teasing the toy against her tight pussy, her sweet juices dripping over the tip of the cock. As she rolled the head of the cock around her pretty little clit she tossed her head back and moaned, her tits shaking, her free hand pinching her stiff and aroused nipples.

My Lisa, spreading her cheeks, giving me a perfect view, eased the tip of the toy cock into her tight pussy, pressing her way through the slippery walls of her cunt. Gripping her own body she let out a howl, “Fuck, that’s so good… so fucking big… that’s a good cock. I bet you wish it was your sissy cock fucking me huh?”

“I do, I want my cock inside of you,” I bellowed, thrusting my hips, my cock bouncing up and down, just chasing any sensation that could make me feel better.

Lisa pounded herself with the large toy faster and harder, ass bouncing along to the rhythm, her moans echoing in the room and filling my ears, filling my heart and cock with an absolute need for her. I had to have it. I had to have her. I could picture myself taking that toy’s place, why was that fake cock more worthy of her pussy than my real one.

“Keep watching you sissy slut,” she demanded.

Of course I kept watching, I couldn’t look away, I hungered for her, being driven to madness at being so close to what I always wanted and yet still having it out of reach.

I continued to buck my hips imagining myself to be the one sliding in and out of her. Even without her touch I felt the vibrating tingle of overwhelming pleasure run along the shaft of my cock, shooting from my tip and radiating throughout every limb. Precum seeped out of my tip, dripping down onto the floor as my cock bounced.

While penetrating herself she moved her hand off her breasts and over her clit. Pleasing every sweet spot on that sexy body of hers. She whimpered and moaned, her legs shaking, a burst of lust exploded out of her in a primal growl of satisfaction. As I watched my Lisa in the thralls of a leg shaking, body quaking orgasm, I couldn’t contain myself. The swelling in my balls, flowing to my tip, too much to stop. I had to have it, I had to release. She commanded me not to, but I was weak. How in the world could I refrain when she lashed about, shivering and pleased to pure satisfaction, glowing in sexual bliss. I erupted, I gave in, I released. Warm cum ejected from my cock no matter how hard I tensed my body, no matter how hard I fought against it, I had lost. My cum rained down on the floor, the only offering I had to give to this goddess of my desire wasted as it pooled on the hardwood.

“You disappoint me,” she said, recovering herself after the immense orgasm, picking her sweaty body up off the floor. “I guess you won't get to play with Lisa’s pussy tonight after all,” she snapped her fingers, no longer assuming the form of Lisa, but returning back into the succubus, horns and all.

“No,” I whimpered, “please, I’m sorry.”

“Too late, I said no cumming and you failed. Now be a good sissy,” she released me from the rope bindings, dropping me down on my knees, “And lick up your mess.”

“But-”

“No buts… we will just have to try again tomorrow.”

The succubus left me there to clean up the mess. My sad cock going flaccid after cumming far too soon. And now I had to lick my mistake up, learn my lesson. I was left with a glimmer of hope. The hope that if I continued to obey the commands of my dominating queen I just might get a chance at her worshipable pussy. All I could do now was wait. While denied what I most wanted, I had only tomorrow to look forward to.
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