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"Go to the public library. Lower basement level. Aisle DX. Check out Daemonologie and the Occult. Page 287. Trust me."

Matt Lowell, lying on his couch after a stressful day at the office, reread his friend's message. Ben was always slightly strange when it came to his hobbies and interests, and he had never developed a knack for successfully cheering up Matt. So his suggestion came as a surprise. Somehow, this random book about demons was meant to take his mind off things.

But Matt never liked to disregard his friend. And in his melancholy, after interrogating Ben further about the book to no fruition, he got up, went out, and drove to the library.

With the full moon hanging over it, he was glad to see that it stayed open late. There were still a number of visitors coming and going, especially on the main floor where they scoured shelves, studied at lamplit desks, and asked the old librarian for help. But as Matt made his way down the staircase, following the signs to the lower basement, there were fewer and fewer people until, when he entered the stacks, he couldn't even hear a murmur.

He searched through the rows of shelves, finding the aisle he needed and passing DA then DB then DC until finally, far from the stairs and even further from any other soul, he spotted DX.

Pressing himself between the narrow stacks he kept his eyes open for the book. Ben hadn't given him the author's name, so it seemed like a hopeless task. All the texts he passed were an eclectic mix of superstitious beliefs, the occult, and some theological writings about medieval European history. The dust-covered spines suggested they weren't of interest to many library-goers, but that allowed Matt to spot what he was looking for.

Daemonologie and the Occult. He read the title on the thick red leather-bound tome that had clearly been put back recently. It was much cleaner than its neighbours on the shelf. But that didn't mean it was new.

In fact, when he picked it up he worried that the pages would fall out. They were crisp and fragile and threatened to tear from the lightest disturbance. The cover gave no more details away; there was only the title but no author. Matt opened it briefly to see what else he could find out about it, but before he could decipher any more an alert sounded from a public address system overhead.

"The library is closing in ten minutes. Please return any books or check them out before making your way to the exit."

Intrigued now more than ever by the strange book that he didn't have time to flick through, Matt knew he would have to take it out. So he rushed upstairs and found a librarian to help, happy to see that his library card hadn't yet expired after years of very little usage.

*****

It was late by the time Matt got back to his apartment but that didn't dampen his curiosity. He sat on his couch, laid the book on the coffee table, and opened it.

Instantly he thought he had wasted his time. Perhaps it was Ben's attempt at a prank. Nearly the entire book, he realised, was in Latin. Only a lengthy foreword was in English, and even that was hard to comprehend due to the old style of writing. It explained that the book was a collaborative effort to catalogue all kinds of beasts and monsters and supernatural enemies of mankind, and it was the culmination of centuries of work. This person, writing in 1627, simply put together all the separate texts into one and gave them the title: Daemonologie and the Occult.

Matt got too bored to continue reading the stuffy writing. Instead, he checked Ben's original message as he remembered there was a specific page number. 287. And when he turned to it, he found a loose slip of paper tucked inside. It was faded and crumpled and looked possibly a few decades old, so it wasn't Ben's handiwork.

"For anyone reading this," Matt muttered out loud the scrawled handwriting, "I've saved you the trouble and done the translation myself."

He looked at the book which was still all in Latin, but there were fragments of it which he could roughly line up with the translation offered by the cryptic note:

"Succubi are dangerous and deceitful, but they are also beautiful beyond imagination and offer the most heavenly delights. For any man who wishes to summon one, he must focus on her image, repeat the following chant while masturbating to her glory: I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please. My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you. Once the deed is done, he must wait a full moon cycle and abstain from all sexual pleasures. Then, only if she deems him worthy, will she appear to him."

There was nothing else to the note, even though it seemed much shorter than the Latin text which, as Matt turned the page, saw that it went on in more indecipherable detail. But he also saw, set in the centre of the dense paragraphs, an image drawn with a fine black ink.

It depicted a woman, beautiful and seductive. She seemed to stare out of the page, her eyes meeting his and tempting him to do what he thought ridiculous: to follow the instructions on the note in the attempt to summon a succubus. He drifted onto his knees and dropped his pants to the floor.

Matt never believed in anything superstitious. And even as he took his cock in his hand, he couldn't imagine anything would possibly come of it. But there was a nagging feeling in the back of his mind. What if he could summon a succubus? It was a ridiculous thought...but not something he could resist.

Especially as he stared into her alluring eyes. They seemed to come alive, pleading with him to do what he needed to bring her into his life.

Matt read out the chant as he began to stroke: "I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please. My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

He looked over the rest of the picture, finally able to unglue his eyes from hers. His cock grew harder at the sight of her body, naked and pure. Her figure was powerful. Her curves were incredible. Every part of her body was worthy of worship.

"I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please. My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

Matt stroked faster, hardly realizing just how quickly his pleasure was building. The succubus was drawing him closer as he stared at that seductive spot between her legs. Her body appeared to move. It shifted as the nearby lamplight flickered. He stroked harder.

"I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please." Matt's orgasm nearly began to burst out. "My strength and fire burns anew." His knees trembled. "My true desire belongs to you."

Cum was already spraying from his cock as he finished the chant. It splattered across the floor before he knew what hit him. It was powerful and immediate, erupting while he had been distracted, lost in the image of the succubus. The lights in his apartment flashed off for a moment at the peak of his climax. Then they glowed back to life.

The black lines on the page were lifeless again. Matt looked down at the mess he had made, cursing himself for not having a tissue ready to catch his cum. With his cock slowly becoming limp, he shut the book with a slam and went to get something to clean it off.

*****

The book remained on his coffee table. Each day, he passed it and was reminded of the strange ritual he had performed. And, each time he thought of what he had done he remembered that he hadn't yet masturbated or even watched porn since that night. It wasn't a conscious decision. In fact, he had still been as horny as he normally was. He just hadn't ever made the choice or even had the drive to relieve himself.

But the more time that passed, the more the usual temptation returned to stroke himself to orgasm within a couple of minutes and move on without the distraction. Except, after two weeks, he was reminded of the translated instructions: he must wait a full moon cycle and abstain from all sexual pleasures. So now, out of a slight curiosity rather than a genuine superstitious belief, he found himself continuing his period of denial. Even as he struggled with more potent morning wood, stray erections, and wandering thoughts of sexual fantasies, days passed by and eventually two more weeks had come and gone.

Matt was ready to call it quits and accept that his intrigue had been completely unfounded. That was until he looked out of his window at night and spotted the full moon, its silver light shining like a spotlight into his apartment. One moon cycle, he thought. This was it. The next day would soon be here and that would put matters at rest. Until then, there would still be a nagging curiosity in his mind that maybe, just maybe, something might happen.

But after he waited and waited for that something, anything, to happen, he finally allowed himself to go to sleep and any hope seemed all but dead.

*****

That night, Matt dreamt that he was standing at the edge of a thick, dark forest. Fog swirled between the broad trees, making it almost impossible to see very far into the wild depths. But as he peered in, he spotted something moving in the shadows.

A pair of long, pale, slender legs dashed from one tree trunk to another, disappearing behind one then emerging a moment later just for a second. Then he saw another glimpse of who they belonged to. A woman turned to peer back at him, only her soft face visible from behind the thick shrubbery. Her bright eyes met his. They were like two candlelights, flickering as they reflected the moonbeams that managed to pierce the canopy above. Then they disappeared.

Matt followed. A vulnerable woman alone in the woods would need his help. He traipsed through brambles and pushed through thickets. He never worried about getting lost: before he could, he would see a flash of her body like a guiding lantern some way off in the distance and he pursued it with intent.

But she never got nearer. Every glimmer of her face or arm or feet or bare torso was just as far in the distance as before. Even as Matt followed her deeper and deeper in the forest, she would get no closer.

And as he went deeper and deeper, the forest became wilder and wilder. The trees were taller and cut out more of the moonlight. They were more densely packed with harsher, snagging branching. And the shrubs between them were fiercer, towering over Matt and almost barring his passage forward.

They snatched at his clothes, clawed at the fabric, and tore away strip by strip everything that he was wearing. But he heard the woman giggling, her laughter echoing from somewhere off in the distance, and as he emerged into a clearing he didn't care or realise that he was now fully naked. Because he had finally caught up with her.

Reeds bordered a large pond, its depths black and murky. Low-hanging branches stretched out over the water from surrounding trees. Vines snaked around them and dangled listlessly, inches from the surface. In the centre was a small island, barely a rock with space enough to lie on. The moon streamed down on that one spot in the middle of the pond. The silver light illuminated the rock and its sole inhabitant.

The woman was sprawled across it like a star. Her feet and hands dangled in the water. Her head was tilted back and out of view, the luscious mane of hair dipping below the surface. And the rest of her body, Matt saw as he took a step forward, was completely naked. She was completely smooth and hairless along her legs and up to where they met and parted to reveal the patch of pink amongst her pale skin. Her stomach was toned and flawlessly flat as she stretched out over the rock. And even lying on her back, her breasts were large and defined, the curves catching the moonlight in a sheen that pinpointed her erect nipples.

Matt strode forward again, pausing at the edge of the pond. The woman sat up, brushing her damp hair across her bare shoulders and letting it drip over her body. She stared at him as the drops trickled across her breasts, down her stomach, and between her thighs. Her hands then followed, finding her wet opening and rubbing.

Whimpers of pleasure crossed the surface of the water, drawing Matt to their source. With his eyes fixed on her, he stepped closer, plunging a foot into the cool water. It sent chills through him at first, but with another step both ankles were submerged and the chill became a pleasant, soothing warmth that cleansed his skin and removed the aches and scratches he had endured from the pursuit through the forest.

The woman continued rubbing herself slowly, her lips parted as she watched him taking each strenuous stride closer. As he went deeper, the water lapped over his knees, making every step more difficult. Then his thighs fell below the surface. And with the next, his cock was submerged in the soothing liquid that seemed to caress him, swirling up and down and around and making his manhood swell with desire.

As he trudged on, invigorated by the pleasure he was feeling as the woman's gentle moans became louder, the water soon came up to his stomach, and then his chest, and then his neck. Each step was small now. It was like walking in a thick treacle. He couldn't even turn his head to see how far he had come but he guessed he was only halfway.

And yet he still wanted to reach the woman. Her legs were invitingly open. He could see her pink lips glistening and wet. Then, as he had to get onto tiptoes, she suddenly slid into the water with hardly a splash.

Matt couldn't take another step. He would be submerged if he did and he had been drained of any strength needed to swim. So he tried to find his balance as he watched for the woman to re-emerge.

There wasn't a ripple or even a bubble to betray her location. The water was thick and black and completely opaque.

But then something gripped his hard cock. It was warm and tight, sucking and filling him with the heat of passion. A tongue darted over him and lips enveloped his thick shaft. There was nothing he could do but let it happen and embrace the pleasure. And then it stopped.

Immediately after, the woman broke out of the water inches in front of him. Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her hands clung to his shoulder. Her face filled his vision, and despite her slick wet tits pressing into his chest his attention was directed to her entrancing emerald eyes which stared into his.

Matt's cock throbbed as he held her firm ass that grazed against the top of it. He could feel the heat of her pussy and the warmth of her breath as she pushed her two luscious red lips against his, sealing his moans of arousal with a deep kiss. Her tongue invaded his mouth, darting inside as their fiery passion grew fiercer.

Matt was yearning to feel himself inside her but she resisted his attempts. She remained clutching his body, her crotch against his stomach, and he was so caught up in the heat of their embrace that he didn't notice his hands being pulled away from her until he couldn't stop the forces already at work.

The kiss was halted and the woman flashed him a mischievous grin. Vines snaked around Matt's wrists and down his arms, pulling them above his head. More twisted through the water to ensnare his feet and legs. Then he felt the fantastical bindings lifting him out of the water and turning him onto his back. His limbs were stretched out spread-eagle and he was strung up helplessly, floating comfortably on the surface of the pond but unable to move an inch. The vines were pulled taut, disappearing into the thick mist that had enveloped the forest. Now he could see nothing but the woman who had remained holding onto him, straddling his body.

Her legs dangled in the water as she looked down at him and moved slowly back, setting her ass down on his aching and eager cock. She grinded her wet pussy against it, making it swell harder. Then, once she saw him mouth a silent "please", she lifted herself up and then slid back down, taking him inside.

Matt felt the pressure build immediately as her tightness enveloped his cock and she rode him, her breasts bouncing and her face consumed by pleasure.

She felt incredible, beyond belief. The orgasm growing inside both of them was a deep, pure energy that they both shared and both needed to release. And as Matt quickly felt that need rise to desperate heights, the woman fixed her eyes on his and asked:

"Is this what you want?" Her voice was smooth, sensual, and captivating. "Do you want to be mine? Do you want to submit and have me control your pleasure?"

Matt wanted nothing more. He needed nothing more. He felt his orgasm growing closer. He saw her need for release matching his. All he desired was to give himself to her.

"Yes," he answered.

The woman smiled. She rode faster. Her pussy seemed to clench tighter. She moaned in ecstasy as if that one word was all she needed to cum.

And that was all Matt needed too. Seeing her lost in pleasure and hearing her burst out with desire drew out his orgasm in an instant. Hot cum flowed through his cock and erupted deep inside her. His body pulled at the vines but all his energy flooded out through his pulsing shaft. The woman seemed to drain him of every bit of pleasure and energy and cum which just filled her with more pure joy as her climax continued to rise to a peak and he finally released the last of it.

Her squeals of delight echoed through the mist and continued to do so as the vines suddenly unravelled and he dropped through the surface of the water. The woman did not follow him. He drifted deeper into the black but her moans continued to pierce through, muffled but strong until they faded out to nothing and Matt awoke in his sweat-drenched bed.

*****

Wet dreams were a rare occurrence for Matt, and in his drowsy state he lay motionless under his sheets for a long time, drifting in and out of a deep slumber which he couldn't quite allow himself to succumb to. The post-wakening confusion had him imagining he was still in that pond. His body was cold and wet but this time there was nobody around to touch and hold and share their warmth.

All energy seemed to have been sapped from his body as he lay there, picturing the dream that was still as solid in his mind as if it had happened mere moments ago. Even the surreal vines that had bound his body seemed to leave a phantom embrace around his wrists and ankles, just like the satisfying tingle in his soft cock that served to remind him of the wonderful orgasm.

Almost feeling paralysed, he thought he could see the woman's fierce green eyes staring down at him in the dark. It was a comfort to picture her so clearly, but he missed the feel of her body, the sound of her voice, and the smell of her scent that had seemed so real.

So he longed to return to the dream so that he could be wrapped up in her embrace once more, but eventually he rediscovered the motivation to move his fingers and grasp the bedsheets to remind him that this was his reality. He then moved a hand down to his crotch, feeling with the wet patch that soaked the front of his boxers, all the evidence he needed to know that his orgasm had been real, even if the dream wasn't.

The image of the woman returned to him throughout the day. Even as he went to the library to return the book, deciding that he had played along with Ben's joke for long enough, he still thought of her. But he had decided to end any further fanciful ideas: there was no such thing as magic or succubi or masturbatory summoning rituals. The wet dream had simply been that: a wet dream. It was a natural reaction after a whole month with orgasm. His body had needed a release one way or another.

So he went on with his life as usual for the rest of the week, trying to forget about the book and the woman even though he couldn't shake her image from his mind. And on Friday evening he gladly took up the offer of going out to a club with a group of colleagues. Maybe, he thought, he'd actually meet a real girl for a change.

*****

The music was loud, the room was hot, and sweat filled the air with every throb of the bass. Matt hadn't had a very good time, and to top it off he had lost everyone he had come with. He pushed through the crowds gathered at the bar, feeling the floor rumble with every blast from the speakers, and scoured the dancefloor for a recognisable face.

Bodies pulsed with the music. Throngs of dancers moved as one with the hypnotic beat. And through the masses of flailing limbs and gyrating hips, he saw her.

An entourage of men orbited the centre of their attention, giving space enough for her to dance while locked in close to her gravity and pulsating almost in synchronicity with her. A black bralette showed off both her tight, toned stomach and her impressive breasts. A loose pleated skirt swished around as she swirled, displaying her amazing ass and long legs and almost revealing what lay underneath. And as she turned, her dark locks of hair flying in spirals, she locked eyes with Matt and her red lips formed an enticing smile.

It was the woman of his dreams. Just as he had searched the forest for her, he now pushed himself through the thick swathes of dancers to reach her. Within the crowd, he almost lost sight of her. But there was always a glimpse of an arm or a leg or a flash of her green eyes beckoning him closer.

And when he emerged, he broke the boundary formed by the other men and she seized him before he could do anything else. She kissed him, just as she had done in the pond, and her hands ran over his body.

Matt succumbed to his desire. He felt her grinding against him and he moved his hands over her. When he pulled his face away, just to admire her beauty, he saw that the other men had dispersed now that she had claimed her prize.

"Who are you?" Matt asked, having to lean in close to her ear.

"You know who I am."

Her voice was just as he remembered. It made him tremble, wanting to hear her orgasmic moans once more.

"You are mine," she then said, squeezing his cock through his pants for just a moment.

It was enough to make his rock hard which was exactly what she wanted. She pulled herself tight into his embrace and grinded her crotch against the firm bulge he now had. Matt, lost in desire and arousal, was eager to let her.

He felt her breasts and ran his fingers through her hair. Then he slid his hands down her back, under her skirt, and gripped her tight ass. And with more exploring he found, much to his delight, nothing else underneath.

"Touch me," she said, her voice firm and commanding as she twisted around so her back was facing him. Now she grinded her ass against the growing bulge and reached a hand up to feel his neck and stroke his hair.

Matt held on her waist and kept one hand under her skirt, finding the heat and wetness of her pussy and rubbing it as her body continued to move with the music.

They were still surrounded by dancers but they were in their own world. Matt's cock was impossibly hard as the woman moved up and down against it, and her pussy was so wet as he fingered her, slipping deep inside them coming back up to circled her clit.

They continued their sensual dance and she only became wilder as she neared orgasm. Matt was also close but he could feel her body approaching climax before he could do anything about his own frustration. She was just so wet and he was so hard, but as she came, her groans audible only to him, he held her so tight and she stopped grinding as the climax hit her.

Matt's cock throbbed between her ass cheeks before she finally relaxed again. She took his hand out from under her skirt, holding it by the wrist, then she moved it up to her mouth and sucked the juices off the three fingers that had been playing with her, taking them all in at once and making Matt imagine what else her mouth could do as she sucked so strongly.

His cock still ached incredibly hard when she at last relented. She kept a hold of his hand and, without looking back at him, led him through the crowd.

Matt didn't utter a word. He felt spellbound, like he would do anything for her. And his cock still desired satisfaction at the very least.

She strode through the club, still leading him all the way as he just watched the swish of her hair and skirt all the way outside where she then hailed a cab, getting one within moments.

They got in and she told the driver an address. Matt sat behind the driver but didn't hear what the woman said as she squeezed close to him on the middle seat. All his attention was on her, and as the cab drove off she finally turned to him while her hand slipped inside his pants.

"Oh fuck..." Matt moaned as her slender fingers curled around his cock. "Who are you?"

Her eyes twinkled in response to him asking again. There was something so entrancing about them, like he could lose himself in their depths. She leaned in close and ran her tongue up his neck then over his ear where she whispered softly: "You summoned me."

Matt felt frozen as she stroked him gently, building his arousal even as he struggled to comprehend what she meant.

"But it can't be..." he whispered. "It's not possible..."

The woman stroked faster and just gazed into his eyes as if challenging him not to look away. She took his hand and brought it to her breasts. Matt automatically fondled them, trying to work out if this was really the woman from his dream.

"Would you prefer I wasn't real?" she asked teasingly.

"No, I just..." Matt still couldn't be sure that he wasn't losing his mind, that something just wasn't adding up. But as his desire grew he felt himself caring less and less.

"Would it help if told you about that night?" She leaned in close again, kissing his cheek and licking his neck and sucking his earlobe in a way that made him shiver. "When you met me in the forest? When you were bound and naked? When I rode you and we shared that beautiful pleasure  together?"

"Fuck..." Matt was speechless as he approached the edge, one of his hands feeling her nipples erect beneath the thin material of the bralette.

"Or do you still need convincing?" She slapped his hand away and pulled up her top, revealing her amazing tits which he recognised instantly. He had seen them before: as she sat on the rock in the pond, then when she clung to him in the water, and lastly as she rode him to climax. "Do these look familiar?"

"Yes." Matt moaned as she nearly made him cum. But her hand stopped too soon, instead squeezing his cock tight and feeling the blood rush through it.

"Then you know who I am," she said firmly. "And you know what you agreed to that night."

The cab suddenly stopped and she removed her hand from his pants, but not before running her thumb over the tip of his cock to collect the drop of precum that had been squeezed out. She showed it to him glistening in the overhead light and then sucked it all off with a satisfying moan.

Matt felt immobilised by arousal and confusion, having been right on the edge while trying to understand how this could possibly be real, but the woman simply pulled her top down, opened the door on the opposite side and took his hand, guiding him out once she had thrown some cash at the driver.

Her grip was tight but his legs felt so weak that he needed the support. The cab skidded away behind them as he scanned the unfamiliar street they had arrived at. It all looked grey and lifeless, lined with shuttered shopfronts and dilapidated offices, but the woman led him straight into a hotel that rose up right before them and dominated the surrounding area as the only building glowing with lights at each window.

It was dark and dingy, but clearly once a place of opulence. There was little sign of life in the reception area, not even someone behind the desk, but one elevator was working and they took it all the way up to the sixth floor.

"If you're real and this isn't some dream," Matt finally found the courage to ask as he followed her down a corridor, "then are you really a...you know, a..."

"A what? A succubus?" The woman stopped at a door and slid in a key that she had somehow kept hidden before. "Would it scare you if I was?"

"I don't know..."

"Well, you're the one who requested to see me."

Matt was left to contemplate the idea that his summoning ritual had actually worked, because rather than saying any more on the matter he was led inside the hotel room and was stunned to see such luxury that he wouldn't have expected from the rest of the building.

The carpet was a deep red and matched the velvet furniture adorned with gold detailing. Even the wall was a dark crimson, while along one a large bed was fitted with bold but inviting black sheets. But what he marvelled at were the myriad chains and apparatuses positioned around the room and hanging from the ceiling or attached to brackets on the wall, many of which he couldn't fathom their purpose.

"Take your clothes off," the succubus said immediately after closing the door, pulling the bolt across and drawing his attention away from wondering what all the equipment was intended for. "Then kneel."

She sat down at a vanity and checked herself out in the reflection, applying more makeup where she saw fit and not paying attention to Matt who was still unsure about the whole situation. But despite everything, his cock was still semi-erect and he was eager to see just what was going to happen, so he stripped his clothes off without any protest and kneeled where she had pointed.

"What are you expecting might happen?" she then asked, coming over and towering over him.

"I don't know..."

"You do know. Stroke that cock for me and think back to the last time you were kneeling like this." The woman gave a satisfied smile as she watched Matt start to stroke himself. "I felt you idolise my image that night, when you knelt to worship me and repeat that chant, when you let yourself submit yourself, and when you released your seed just for me. Can you remember it now? Can you repeat that chant for me?"

"I idolize you on my knees." He knew the mantra well. It had been burnt into his mind ever since performing the ritual. "I worship you as you please. My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

"You denied yourself pleasure for an entire moon cycle. By depriving yourself of the needs that most men are incapable of controlling, you showed me you were worthy of my time. Keep repeating that chant for me."

"I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please." Matt gazed up at her beauty as he stroked, feeling his pleasure rising with every word he spoke. "My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

"So when I visited you that night, it wasn't your imagination." The succubi slipped the straps of her bralette off her shoulders and held it in place, ready to let it drop. "It wasn't a dream of your making. You were given a taste of what I can do to you, and you agreed to be mine."

"I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please." Matt's voice croaked as he stroked harder and suddenly neared the edge when she tossed the bralette aside and pushed her long, dark hair behind her shoulders, once again revealing her gorgeous breasts. They were perfectly shaped. Her nipples pink and erect. "My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

"Have you never heard about how succubi drain their victims dry? How they tempt men in and provide sexual gratification, only to keep going, drawing every last drop of cum and energy from their bodies until they're limp, lifeless husks? No?"

"I..." Matt was speechless but he kept stroking, somehow unable to stop even as he felt himself awash with fear.

"Well, fortunately for you, those are rumours."

Her smile didn't do too much to relieve his worries, though when she pulled off her short skirt and revealed her flawlessly pink pussy, he was reminded of how incredible it had felt to be inside her and he had to slow down, holding himself on the edge.

"But...it is true that we feed on the energy of mortals. Sexual energy, in particular. As you get towards the edge of climax and ride it like you are right now, it fills me with so much pleasure you can't even imagine. But that's also why, sorry, you have to stop."

As much as he wanted to continue, Matt didn't wish to face her wrath. His cock twitched angrily as he let go.

"You see, making men cum is like a tasty dinner for us succubi. It fills us and we're left perfectly satisfied after. But...that most amazing feeling we experience is over in an instant, as soon as you finish cumming. Basically, if you're not horny I'm not getting anything useful from you. So, unlike other succubi who can't hold back and just make men cum then move on to the next, I'm able to control my urges better. I enjoy making mortals so damn fucking horny because it makes me feel fucking incredible. And only when I'm ready, when I'm satisfied, will I let them cum. And because they've been waiting so long, they get their best ever orgasm and I get an incredible, unctuous feast. Doesn't that sound like fun?"

"Yes," Matt answered, wanting nothing more. "But...what do I call you?"

"Oh, I've gone by many names, but you can just call me...Lily." The naked succubi, her gorgeous body still captivating the kneeling man, moved behind him and pulled down a pair of shackles that had been hanging down from the wall. She lowered them down to the floor. "Get on your back, feet here."

Matt did as he was told, placing his feet by the wall where she promptly bound them to the shackles. With his ankles secured, he wondered what she had planned. It was only when she then started to pull a lever in the wall that he saw the chains that rose all the way up to the ceiling begin to move. As she cranked the wheel, his feet were pulled up higher and higher until his back lifted off the ground and he was hung upside down.

"Every succubi needs a good lair," Lily said, still cranking until he was completely suspended off the ground, his arms below him and his hands a foot off the floor where they were then cuffed together. "And my lair comes with some extra ways to have fun."

Matt felt the blood rushing to his head as he tried to orient himself. Even with his bondage, he didn't have the muscles to strain too hard. He couldn't have reached the shackles with his hands even if he wanted to. His cock, pointing at his face due to the effects of gravity, was still rock hard, especially as the succubi stood before him and he could see that her pussy was right in line with his mouth. The smell of sex and the warmth emanating from her was intoxicating.

"This is the reason why you summoned me, isn't it?" Lily was at the perfect height to stick her tongue out and lick up the length of his cock, making him gasp. "To experience wonderful pleasures."

She stepped closer, engulfing Matt's face between her thighs and pressing her pussy into him.

"You wanted to fuck someone hot like me." She stroked him gently while grinding against him. "You needed someone to touch you and make you feel so so good."

"Mmmm," Matt moaned as he began to lick her, knowing it was what she wanted.

"That's right, moan for me." Lily stroked more firmly, enjoying his tongue on her. "You knew something about succubi, the fantasies of them luring men in and giving them endless pleasures. That's what you wanted. So I hope you don't come to regret what that truly means."

Holding his cock so it was pointing at her face, the succubus opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the tip, sucking tightly and making Matt halt what he was doing with his own mouth.

"Keep licking," she then said, slapping his exposed balls before returning to give him a blowjob that drove him crazy.

Hanging as he was upside down, Matt felt completely disoriented as his tongue licked again, letting her grind and guide him deeper or closer to her clit as she liked. The one thing he was fully aware of, however, was how incredible her mouth felt around his rock hard cock.

In his position, more blood than usual seemed to be pumping to the very tip of it where she sucked the tightest. And as she was standing, Lily was in full control of him. So when she took him deeper, her hands clawed at his thighs, reminding him of her power.

Smothered by her pussy and unable to see anything other than her flesh, Matt wished that he could watch her right now as his entire cock was enveloped within her warm mouth. It drove him crazy. He wanted to thrust into her and pound her unrelentingly, but he was too weak to do anything but let his cock pulse as she slowly moved her head forward and back, building his desire to a breaking point while his tongue continued to work furiously around the sensitive tip. His hands strained in their cuffs, wanting to reach up and grab her ass but unable to as she pushed them against the wall with her legs.

Smothered by her lust, Matt submitted to the sublime sixty-nine. He just licked and licked, his jaw becoming tired but never stopping as he tasted her, feeling her getting wetter while she sucked him mercilessly deep.

"Keep going," she said as she took a breath, her hands giving his cock no respite. "Mmm, yes, make me cum."

Lily sucked him again, her drool dripping over her breasts and down his stomach. Her hips gyrated, grinding against him and pushing his head back against the wall.

Matt was completely immobile. Only his tongue and jaw kept working, finding the sweet spot that made the succubi moan and shudder while he became enraptured by her mouth firmly around him. She was sucking the precum that leaked from his tip like a vampire drawing blood. It drove him wild and he felt his edge suddenly hit him while her thighs tightly squeezed his face.

"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, sending vibrations rippling through his throbbing cock as she came. Experiencing such vibrant pleasures, she planted her mouth around him, her lips right down to the base, and from there she didn't move. Her climax was resounding. Her body trembled and shook. And the feeling of his cock, thick and pulsating and desperate to shoot it's load down her throat, only multiplied the ecstasy running through her.

"Oh fuuuuuuck," Lily finally relented, pulling back to catch her breath and stepping away to relieve her sensitive clit. "Oh my...I knew I wouldn't regret picking you."

Despite the climax that she had just received, the succubi was still in a state of sexual frenzy, fuelled by the heightened arousal Matt was feeling that she still sensed deep within her.

Saliva was dripping down his mouth as she approached him again, just to take his cock back between her lips and suck hungrily. As he returned to the edge within an instant, her own arousal spiked. But she knew how close he was and just how much stimulation he could bare before bursting. So he was forced to hang in his bondage and watch as she fingered herself to another climax while licking his desperate shaft, making him ride the edge so she could feel even more incredible.

"Ahh, fuuuuck."

Her voice was a whimper as her orgasm struck her again. Her thighs squeezed tight around the fingers deep inside her sopping wet pussy and she almost keeled over, releasing his cock from her mouth and bringing one hand up to squeeze Matt's balls.

"Fuck fuck fuck."

As she trembled, her eyes locked onto his. Then she dropped to her knees, unable to keep herself stable.

"You don't know what you do to me," she said as she finally recovered, running her fingers over his lips and making him taste her juices. "It's addictive. Even now, with you so fucking horny, it makes me feel incredible. And you don't even realise how hard this is for me to hold back, to keep you denied. I want you to cum so badly so I can experience that with you. But...I don't want this pleasure to end. I just...fuck...I want more."

She stood up again and once more played with Matt's aching, leaking cock. Time seemed to slow down for him as she continued to play with him, using her hands and lips and tongue to keep him in a permanent state of pure arousal, where any firmer touch could have made him cum. He lost count of how many times she brought herself to climax or made him do the job for her. It felt endless and all he wanted was to cum. Yet, like Lily, a part of him wished that this sexual frenzy would never end.

When the succubi finally gave him a chance to recover, she squeezed his cock from base to tip, making a string of precum seep out and fall slowly towards him. She caught it with her thumb, letting it all dribble out, then sucked it clean off.

"Wow," she said with a shiver of delight. "The taste... it makes me feel so fucking good."

Then, at last, she went to turn the crank and Matt watched the floor rising up towards him as he was lowered gently. Apart from his cock, he was limp and lifeless and needed Lily's support to lie back flat on the soft carpet. His feet were still shackled and his wrist cuffed above his head, but even without his bondage he was in such a state of delirium that he couldn't have moved if he wanted.

"Oh shit," he suddenly gasped. Without a word of warning, Lily had straddled him, sliding her wet pussy over his cock and filling herself with it.

"Does that feel good?" she asked with a knowing smile that was accompanied by a glint in her emerald eyes.

"Yes." Matt stared into her eyes and down over her perfect tits and then to where his cock disappeared inside her pink lips. He felt like he was back in a dream, like he was bound by vines above the pond. All his attention was on her; the hotel room seemed to have faded away.

"Do you want to fuck me?" she asked, pressing her tits together but otherwise remaining motionless, just letting her pussy clench with anticipation around his throbbing shaft.

"Yes." Matt desperately wanted to thrust up inside her, but he felt devoid of energy.

"I know."

Lily began to grind her hips back and forth, instantly making him moan and his cock swell even thicker and harder inside.

"Most men wouldn't have been able to endure what you did," she said after a sharp intake of breath when she felt his arousal become instantly stronger. "They wouldn't have worshipped me when they didn't believe I was real. They wouldn't have denied themselves for a month. And they wouldn't have let me use them as I have you."

She rode Matt faster. He just stared with his mouth agape. Her back arched as the muscles of her stomach flexed. Her dark hair cascaded over her tits that swayed closer to him as she leaned forward, putting her hands on the floor either side of his chest.

"You submitted to me," she moaned, biting a lip as they both neared the one thing they desired. "You proved yourself worthy of my attention, of my control...of my body."

Lily's face was inches from him now. Her body was heaving and sweaty on top of his as she fucked faster, her ass wobbling with each thrust forward and back. Her tits pressed against his chest. Her hands now pulled at his hair. Their breath and sweat and sex melted together as their bodies became one writhing, frenzied mass. She was his entire world, and he was hers.

"You gave yourself to me," she could only whisper now in his ear. Her breath was hot. She tightened around him and he felt an unstoppable rise in pressure reach the ultimate finale.

"Now..." Lily was almost breathless. Every part of her body was seized up on the edge of a precipice. "Give me...your pleasure."

Her pussy slammed down over Matt's cock once again, firm and tight and hard, sending a hurricane of energies shuddering through from his core where a fiery furnace of pure sexual ecstasy had been brewing. Hot cum thundered through his cock. Violent quakes shuddered through him and into the succubus who felt every sensation in his body as a tidal wave of unrelenting bliss in her own.

Her legs squeezed his waist. Her hands grasped his hair. And her hips bucked wildly as she came. So overcome with orgasmic joy, she was unable to keep riding him as she had done before. His climax was all the pleasure she needed, and the shaking of her body and the clenching of her pussy was granting him plenty of stimulation to grant every bit of enjoyment to his orgasm.

Cum continued to flood out in unstoppable waves that shot deep inside her. With his bondage and the succubi on top of him, all of Matt's energy that needed to escape could only be released through the pulses of his cock that released with load after load and drove Lily wild. He gave her everything he had. Every ounce of his desire he poured into her.

When they at last came to a rest, after a shared orgasm that felt like it was never going to end, their bodies were still intertwined. Matt's cock, after suffering so much teasing, had been utterly drained. It was sensitive but Lily's pussy was so warm and soft and soothing that he didn't want to leave it. It twitched inside her, especially when the aftershocks of her climax continued to strike and make her shudder.

The succubus looked in a daze when at last she sat back up. She glanced down at the mess of cum already dribbling out of her, and she finally pulled out Matt's cock to unplug the rest of the hot white load.

It trickled out from between the lips of her pussy and over his balls and softening shaft. More and more emptied out and they both just watched, mesmerised and impressed by just how much he had unloaded inside her.

Lily ran two fingers over her wet pink slips, scooped up the mixture of her and his juices, then sucked it all off with a satisfying moan. She gave him a mischievous grin and moved back to kneel between his thighs. Then, after brushing her thick hair over a shoulder, she leaned in and began licking up the white cum.

Matt just lay there, unable to think about anything other than the pleasure he had just experienced. He had never known sex to be as good as that, and he knew he would never forget the succubus who was now sucking on his balls and making him gasp, not out of discomfort but out of a frustration that he couldn't get hard again to have another go with her. Even when she took his cock into her mouth, it was unbelievably pleasurable. She sucked hard, tugging at it and licking off all the cum that had covered it. But he remained soft and so he could only watch and admire her: the dark green eyes that focused intently on his cock; the breasts that hung large and firm beneath her body; and the incredibly round ass that pointed to the ceiling while she leaned down to clean him up with her mouth.

He didn't know what to say, and she didn't speak either. Even as she finally let his cock fall limply back onto his stomach, she silently stood up and began to remove the shackles and cuffs binding his limbs. Even so, Matt just lay on the floor, spread-eagle and naked, while Lily disappeared from his hazy vision and returned a moment later with a black silk gown wrapped tightly around her voluptuous body.

"So," she said finally, looking down at him with a curious tilt of her head, "was it worth it? Summoning me?"

Matt just nodded.

"Good. Because I enjoyed our time together. You gave me exactly what I wanted."

"Thank you," he managed to croak as slowly life came back to his body and he managed to gently sit himself up. "Can we...can we do that again?"

Lily just laughed and threw him his clothes.

"Maybe...but I am a busy demon," she said with a smirk. "There are other men to occupy my time. You're not the only one who's summoned me. And they all need to be tested and picked out. It's a long, challenging process, as you're well aware."

"Oh." Matt dressed himself and looked at her, disappointed but knowing he should have expected it.

"But..." Lily sat down at the end of the bed and crossed one long slender leg over the other. "Once I find someone I like, I may decide to return to them."

"Oh?" Matt immediately perked up. He finished putting his shoes on and his eyes lit up as the succubus stood up again and approached him.

"All you have to do," she said with a sultry tone. "Is prove that you still want me."

"I do." Matt gulped as she put a hand on his crotch and gave his balls a gentle squeeze.

"Then make sure these are full for me." Lily leaned closer to whisper in his ear. "Deny yourself for another month. Then we will meet again."

Matt was ushered out of the room before he had a chance to utter a response. The door was closed behind him and he was left in the silent corridor, feeling as if it had been months ago that he had last been there, when it was only earlier that night.

The hotel was still devoid of life, even as he stepped outside and a bright pink light appeared in the eastern sky to signal the arrival of dawn. He walked down the unfamiliar street and was able to flag down a passing cab. After getting in and giving his address, he promptly passed out in the back. When the driver awoke him, the entire events of that night became mixed with the dreams he had of Lily and that room. As he paid and got out, he realised he didn't even know where the hotel was. He hadn't seen a street sign, and in his sleep he didn't know what route the cab had taken. But what he did know was that his mind was made up: the coming month would be another challenging period of denial, but it would be worth it to see Lily again.

The End
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