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“So, would you like to come back to my place for some fun?”

Justin grinned. He had no trouble attracting female companionship, but he wasn't used to women taking the lead like this. He was going enjoy fucking this slut. She was kinda weird, but with a body like hers, who cared.

“Sure, I'd love to.”

Justin's eyes drifted down to her cleavage. He forced his gaze back to her face.  Bitches didn't like it when you stared at their boobs.

She wasn't Justin's usual type. Her long hair was dyed bubblegum pink on one side and sky blue on the other. Tattoos adorned her arms and torso. A silver ring pierced her lower lip, and another her navel. She wore a fishnet crop top with a lacy black bra, a pink latex miniskirt, fishnet stockings, and knee-high black leather boots. Despite her freaky goth girl look, she was gorgeous.

Justin struggled to remember her name. He'd had a little more to drink than usual. Cynthia. Yeah, her name was Cynthia.

“Before we go, Justin, I want to ask you something.”

Justin suppressed a frown. Why did bitches always want to talk so much?

“Uh, sure babe. Ask me anything.”

“Are you seeing anyone right now?”

Justin knew some women found a man more tempting if he was already taken. He sensed that Cynthia was not one of those women.

“No babe. I'm single. My last girlfriend was a nurse. She...she died in the COVID pandemic. I just started dating again a few weeks ago.”

Justin had never dated a nurse. Nor ever had a girlfriend pass away. He'd been dating a bimbo named Roxanne for several weeks, much longer than he usually dated anyone. She was smitten with him. She was incredibly hot, and amazing in bed, which was why he'd stuck with her as long as he had. But Justin was not a one-woman kind of guy. He slept with other women behind her back every chance he got.

A flicker of a smile crossed Cynthia's lips as Justin told his lies.

“Are you sure about that, Justin?”

Cynthia stared at him with a penetrating gaze. It felt like she was looking right into his soul.

“Yes, I swear. I'm not dating anybody.” Justin gave her his most fetching smile.

“Good. Cause I hate it when people lie to me.”

Justin downed the last of his beer. He was tempted to order another. Something about Cynthia made him very uneasy. He wondered if he just leave her and hook up with some other girl. It was Friday night and the club was packed. There were plenty of other women to choose from.

But Justin wanted her. He didn't know why he was so drawn to her, but he was. It was more than just her killer bod or her perfect face. There was an allure to her that he'd never felt with any other woman.

“I hate it when people lie too, baby. People are such assholes.”

“Some of them truly are, Justin.”

“So, what do you say we get going? I'll drive us. My car—“

“Your car's no good where we're going. I'll look after the transportation...”

A peculiar white mist engulfed Justin, and everything he knew was gone.

“What the fuck?”

The fog was dissipating. Justin realized with a shock that he was naked. He was no longer in the nightclub where he'd met Cynthia. He was sitting on some flat wooden surface with his lower legs dangling over the edge. Cynthia was slowly coming into view before him through the mist. She was huge. Justin's entire body was smaller than her forearm. And she had changed. Enormous black reptilian wings were folded behind her. A long tail with a spade-shaped tip flickered to her left. Curved ivory horns protruded from her forehead. Her painted nails had been replaced by long black claws. Her eyes had turned an incandescent crimson. She smiled, revealing fangs.

Justin peed himself a little.

“Oh, sorry.” Cynthia grinned. Her wings, horns and tail shimmered and disappeared. Her claws morphed back into ordinary nails. Her eyes returned to their original crystal blue.

“Better?”

Justin tried to speak, but was unable to get any coherent words out.

“We need to have a chat, Justin. About your girlfriend Roxanne. My daughter.”

Justin peed himself some more.

“Roxanne is half mortal and half succubus. She's a wonderful girl, but like most mortals she's quite silly and naive when it comes to matters of the heart.”

“I...um...uh...”

“You've been telling my daughter that you love her, Justin. That you'll stay with her forever. Yet you're sleeping with every woman with a pulse who'll let you into her bed. Would you care to explain yourself?”

“I...uh...I love Roxanne...I did plan to stay with her...I just...just strayed a little...”

Cynthia laughed.

“You've slept with eleven women since you told Roxanne she was the only one for you. I really do hate being lied to, Justin.”

Justin feared that his bowels were going to fail him. He clenched his butt cheeks.

“You look frightened. Don't worry. I'm here to help. I'd like to give you the opportunity to atone for the wrong you've done.”

“You're...you're a...a succubus? A female demon?”

Cynthia smiled. Justin did not like the look of that smile at all.

“Yes. We succubi are giantesses in our own realm, which is why I seem so huge to you. But we're not really evil. Well, I guess we are somewhat evil. Especially if you happen to be an asshole. We don't like men who mistreat women, Justin.”

She gave him another unsettling smile. It made the hair on the nape of his neck stand up.

Justin glanced around. He was in a vast room that looked like an ordinary bar. Except that everything was huge. He was sitting on the edge of a table, facing Cynthia, who was sitting on a padded wraparound seat. Succubi sat at other tables and on couches. Or stood or walked about. Some of them had humans with them. A buxom brunette at the next table was holding a man by the ankles and lowering him into her mouth. Another was sitting on a table, her legs spread, and inserting a squirming man into her honeypot. Several were looking at Justin like wolves noticing a sheep that had strayed from the flock.

If Justin's bladder had not already been empty he would have peed himself again.

“I'm really sorry. I didn't know Roxanne was your daughter. I won't bother her ever again—“

“It's a little too late for that, Justin.”

Justin looked around the room, wondering if there was any possibility of escape. Cynthia chuckled.

“Don't worry, Justin. If you don't want my help, I'll just send you back to your own realm. My daughter already knows about your infidelities, so you won't even have to face her. You can just carry on with your life.”

Justin couldn't believe it. The giant demon bitch was letting him off the hook.

“We don't appreciate being called bitches, Justin.”

Justin opened his mouth to protest that he had never called her a bitch.

“I can read your mind, Justin.”

Oh shit.

“I'm sorry, I didn't mean any disrespect—“

“Be quiet. I don't want to hear any more of your fake apologies.”

Justin prudently shut up.

“So, Justin, what will it be? Will you man up and do penance for your mistake? Or shall I just send you back to the mortal realm as you are?”

Do penance for your mistake? Did she think he was insane?

“Uh, thank you very much for this offer. If it's okay with you, I'd like to just go back to my own world, please. I've...uh...I've learned my lesson. No need for...um...penance.”

“Of course. I'll send you right now.”

She raised a hand, and mist formed at the periphery of Justin's vision.

“Oh, before you go...did you know that you have penis cancer?”

“What?”

“Haven't you noticed that lump in your willie? Near the base? That's a tumor. A very fast-growing one. Don't worry. It won't kill you if you get it treated promptly. You'll need to have your penis surgically removed though....”

Justin had an appointment with a urologist booked for Thursday to have the bump looked at. He'd been trying to convince himself that it wasn't cancer. Cynthia was grinning. The mist flickered around them, but did not encroach any further.

“Don't worry, sweetie. You'll still be able to pleasure women with your mouth.”

“Fuck you!” The words were out before Justin could stop himself. He was struggling not to cry.

“Awww...that's not a nice thing to say. I'm here to help you, Justin. I can make the cancer go away.”

Justin looked at her uncertainly.

“I can make the tumor disappear. Permanently. But for me to do that, you're going to have to atone for what you did to my daughter.”

Justin swallowed hard.

“What do you want me to do?”

“Well, since you've been acting like a dick, Roxanne suggested that it would be fitting if I turned you into a dick. Or more specifically, a dildo. Roxanne, myself, and some of my friends will then use you for our pleasure and amusement over the next day or two.”

Justin's cock stiffened as he imagined himself inside Cynthia and her presumably equally sexy succubus friends. This sounded like more of a reward than a punishment. He struggled not to smile.

Cynthia smirked as she read his thoughts.

“It won't be as easy as you think, Justin. We're going to use you hard. And do things to you that you might not be expecting. To be honest, I doubt you'll have the fortitude to endure.”

Justin swallowed nervously. This no longer sounded like fun.

“If you agree to this bargain, you'll be able to back out at any time. You won't be able to speak, but I'll be reading your mind, so all you have to do is say in your head that you want to quit. I'll turn you back into a human and send you home, cancer and all. If you persevere till the end, I'll cure your cancer and send you home healthy. It's your choice.”

Justin was terrified of dying. But the thought of being permanently emasculated scared him more. He resolved to do whatever Cynthia wanted.

“I'll do it! I'll do whatever you say.” His voice squeaked.

“Oh, hi Roxanne!”

“Hi Mom.”

Roxanne sat down. In the mortal world she was a few inches shorter than Justin, but here, like her mother, she was a giantess. She had her mom's lush curves and alluring face, but her long hair was  honey blonde and her peaches-and-cream skin was free of tattoos. She wore a clingy indigo dress that barely covered her butt cheeks. Cynthia gave her a peck on the cheek. She smiled at her mother, then looked down at Justin and scowled.

“So did you have fun fucking all those bitches behind my back?”

Justin lowered his gaze, sensing that there was no right answer to this question.

A crystal chalice filled with a ruby liquid materialized beside him. He looked at it dubiously. It looked like fresh blood.

“Drink,” Cynthia commanded.

“Look, I really am sorry about my behavior. Couldn't we just—“

“My mom just told you to drink, douchebag. If you don't want to spend the rest of your life peeing sitting down, don't make her repeat herself.”

Justin raised the chalice and downed its contents. To his surprise, it was delicious. He couldn't taste any alcohol, but his head buzzed.

Roxanne and Cynthia laughed.

Justin felt his body altering. His arms, legs, and neck started to shrink. So did his genitals. He opened his mouth to protest, and discovered that he could no longer talk.

Don't worry, Justin. The transformation will feel weird as fuck, but it won't hurt. Cynthia beamed her words directly into his mind.

You can back out if you want, added Roxanne. Maybe after they remove your penis you could find a new hobby. Like table tennis. Or knitting.

Justin was on the verge of panic. But he didn't ask Cynthia to stop. His hair tumbled from his scalp. His head tilted back and melted into his thickening torso. His arms and legs had become little more than stubby twigs.  His penis and scrotum merged into the base of his abdomen and disappeared. His teeth dissolved. His mouth reshaped itself into a vertical slit.

Your new body will be far hardier than your old one. As it will need to be to withstand all the abuse it's going to take. You won't need food, water or oxygen. Or to use the bathroom. And you'll still have all of your senses—sight, sound, touch, smell and taste. In fact your entire body will feel like a huge penis. You'll probably enjoy it at first. Although after the tenth or fifteenth girl in a row I'm pretty sure you're going to wish you were somewhere else.

Cynthia and Roxanne laughed again. Tenth or fifteenth girl in a row? How many friends did Cynthia have?

Justin's feet ballooned into a massive pair of hairless balls. His neck, arms, hands and legs disappeared. His face widened, reshaping itself into the front of a massive penis. His eyes were still there, on either side of the slit that used to be his mouth. So were his nostrils and ears.

“It's too bad his cock wasn't this big when he was a man. I never told him, but I used to fake coming all the time when we fucked. His dick just wasn't big enough. I was hoping he'd at least learn to eat pussy better, but it never happened.”

Roxanne picked Justin up by the balls. Her grip was a little too tight, making him wince. Roxanne smiled. Other succubi were gathering around their table. Most of them had, like Cynthia, modified their appearance so that aside, from their immense size, they looked human.

“So this is the loser who cheated on Roxanne?” a girl with short cyan hair asked.

“Yup.”

“What an idiot. She could have made him immortal.”

“Most humans are imbeciles.”

Roxanne spread her legs and hiked up her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. The familiar scent of her arousal reached Justin's nostrils as she drew him closer. It was stronger than usual. Justin's new penis-shaped body swelled and hardened. Roxanne rubbed his face against her warm, moist folds. Justin stiffened even more. He was so hard it almost hurt.

He heard more women clustering around the table and chatting with Cynthia and Roxanne, but could no longer see them. Roxanne continued running him up and down her slit. Then she pushed him in. The sensation of being swallowed by Roxanne's pussy was incredible. It was even better than fucking her with his cock.

“Oh, this is a big improvement! He could never fill me like this before.”

Roxanne began fucking herself with Justin. She went slowly at first, allowing herself time to get used to his thickness and length. He wiggled and squirmed. His movements added to her excitement. Her wetness slathered his body and invaded his slit-shaped mouth. He could tell she was more aroused than she had ever been when he'd bedded her as a man. He was humiliated by the realization that she'd found him so physically inadequate. To his surprise, he discovered that the humiliation was adding to his excitement.

Roxanne gradually increased the force of her thrusts. Small gasps and moans escaped her. Justin could tell that this time she wasn't faking. He could hear the muffled voices of other women encouraging her to “use him hard” and to “teach him a lesson”. This girl needed no encouragement.

Justin's need for release was almost unbearable, but he was unable to get over the edge. He wondered if the succubi's magic was holding him in check. Cynthia and Roxanne provided no enlightenment.

Roxanne's pussy suddenly clenched, and she let out a long, lascivious moan. Justin's entire body pulsed as his bulging nuts emptied themselves into her. She squeezed him so hard that he was pretty sure he would have been crushed if not for the succubi's magic.

Roxanne grabbed her human dildo by the nutsack. He yelped as her nails dug into his flesh, although no sound came out. She pulled him out and plunked him onto the wooden table. He was soaked with her cum.

“Shannon, why don't you go next?”

The woman with the bluish-green hair reached for Justin. She was wearing a short blood-red dress and a necklace of dangling skulls. Justin hoped those ornaments were artificial. He sensed her reading his mind. She just smiled.

Shannon's dress shimmered and vanished. Her lush body was stunning. Justin had little opportunity to admire her. She placed him upright on the table and lowered herself onto him. She was already wet, and he slid in easily. She rested her full weight on him. He had barely lost any of his erection, and quickly hardened to full capacity. Shannon purred.

Shannon didn't fuck herself the way Roxanne had done. She just sat on Justin and played with her clit. Her warm flesh squeezed and clenched him tight. The delicious taste and smell of her arousal permeated his mouth, nostrils, and even skin. Her fingers sped up. She started to moan. Justin was on the verge of coming again. He squirmed and thrashed, trying to get himself over the edge. Shannon's pussy contracted violently around him, and she gushed. He erupted like a geyser inside her.

As soon as Shannon pulled Justin out, another woman grabbed him. As she drew him to her cooch, Justin saw that a crowd had gathered around the table. More women were filing into the club.

Um...just how many women are you planning to share me with, Cynthia?

I don't know. A hundred? Two hundred? I have a lot of friends.

Justin's head echoed with the sounds of female laughter.

“Oh, there's an insect!”

The succubus who had just grabbed Justin slammed him onto the hard wooden surface of the table. His entire body shuddered. Pain consumed him from sack to slit.

“Oops. I was wrong. It was just a crumb.”

The women around them guffawed.

The demoness brought Justin to her bushy crotch. She was a full figured girl with broad hips and watermelon-sized boobs. She rubbed him along the length of her sopping entrance. He quickly stiffened. The pain, to his astonishment, seemed to be adding to his arousal.

The succubus raised him to her lips and ran her tongue from his balls to his face, tasting her juices and those of the four or five succubi who had preceded her. Then she opened her mouth and pushed him in.

“Don't eat him, Sheila! The rest of us want a turn!”

Sheila's teeth grazed Justin's skin as she took him deeper, making his heart pound. His face nudged the back of her throat. She was untroubled by a gag reflex. She sucked on him as if she was giving head. She tilted her head back and pushed him even deeper into her throat, taking him right to the sack. Then she shoved his nuts into her mouth. He feared she was going to swallow him. He seriously considered asking Cynthia to cancel the deal.

Sheila continued to suck until all the love nectar had been cleaned from Justin's body. She pushed him back out and lowered him to her muff.

“I'm gonna fuck you hard, loser.”

She pushed Justin into her hungry slit.

Justin was loosing track of how many women had fucked him. At least thirty.

“Have you noticed his balls look like a little butt?”

Justin looked up at the woman who was about to use him, an elfin redhead in a short lime dress. The petite demoness picked him up and spread his balls—which were also his butt cheeks—with her fingers.

“Oh, look at that! He even has a little asshole!”

Justin jerked as she poked his virgin rosebud with a finger.

“I wonder how deep it goes?”

“Why don't you find out, Caitlyn?”

Oh shit.

Caitlyn pushed a fingertip into Justin's ass. It hurt. Yet, to Justin's astonishment, it felt good.

She pushed deeper, slowly burying her finger right to the knuckle. Justin winced as his insides were invaded and stretched. It felt like she was shoving a twelve-inch penis into his backside. She experimentally thrust her finger in and out several times. He quivered from the mixture of pleasure and pain. She giggled, then pulled her finger out.

“He's so adorable. I want to give him a little spanking before I fuck him.”

“Go ahead Caitlyn. He's been very naughty.”

You can't be serious...

Jason's protest elicited a fresh explosion of laughter from the assembled succubi.

Caitlyn laid Justin across her thighs. The feel of her soft, silky skin made him harden. She drew back her hand and smacked his bare bottom. His entire body reverberated from the impact. The pain in his sack was excruciating. Yet with the fog of pain came a weird arousal. Justin had never been turned on by pain or humiliation before. Had the succubi's magic done something to him? Or was he just discovering new aspects of himself?

Caitlyn struck him a second time. Fresh pain washed through him, making coherent thought impossible.

A barrage of blows followed. Justin was semi-delirious from the combination of pain and lust. He feared he was going to pass out.

At last the onslaught ceased. Justin's ass burned.

“That was fun! Now let's see how he feels inside me...”

Caitlyn lifted Justin into the air. She leaned back and spread her legs. Her bush had been shaved into a trim landing strip above her tight slit.

She drew Justin forward and pushed him in.

Justin's eyes widened as the raven-haired beauty who was next in line pulled off her panties. Justin wasn't sure how many girls had used him since the girl who'd given him the spanking, but it was at least ten. This one was particularly hot. But it wasn't her stunning looks that drew Justin's attention.

It was the two feet dangling between her labia.

Hey, wait! There's already somebody inside her pussy!

Don't worry, Justin. Alexis isn't going to stick you in her pussy.

Alexis grinned at Justin, then turned around and bent over.

She's going to stick you in her ass.

Justin had fucked girls in the ass before, but had never been inside an ass. Alexis' ass, to his relief, was pristine. But also incredibly tight. Perhaps because of the human embedded in her twat. Alexis had trouble squeezing Justin in, but didn't relent until he was buried to the balls between her perfect butt cheeks. He could feel the lumpy outline of the other mortal through the thin wall of flesh dividing the succubus' rectum and vagina.

“Hey, Jill, do you think you could give me a hand with these two mortals?”

“Sure, hon, no problem.”

Justin felt clawed fingers grip his sack. He squawked, but no sound came out. Jill pulled him out until only his bulbous head remained inside Alexis. He felt the unseen individual in Alexis' kitty also being pulled most of the way out. Justin wondered how the other mortal had ended up here.

She was a con artist. She bilked dozens of people out of their life savings. Oh yeah, and she doesn't like cats.

The woman trapped in Alexis' cunt groaned.

“Shut up, Meredith. Unless you want us to send you back to the mortal realm...”

Meredith begged not to be sent back. Her words were muffled, but it was clear that she was desperate to be allowed to continue serving Alexis in order to avoid whatever fate otherwise awaited her in her own world.

Jill slowly pushed Meredith and Justin back in, eliciting a sultry moan from Alexis. She fucked Alexis' pussy and ass with the two hapless humans. Alexis thrust back against them. Justin was squeezed so tight he could feel his stout new body being slightly flattened. But the succubi's magic protected him from permanent harm. Meredith groaned on the other side of the flesh partition. This time Alexis didn't bother telling her to be quiet.

The synchronized beaver and butt pounding went on for what seemed like half an hour. Suddenly Alexis' muscles contracted around Justin, squeezing him harder than ever. Meredith was pressed against him. She let out a muffled squeal. Alexis shuddered and moaned.

A moment later Jill tightened her clasp on Justin's abused balls and pulled him out. She left Meredith where she was. Alexis was clearly not finished with her yet. Girl cum trickled over Meredith's dangling feet and dripped to the floor. Alexis thanked Cynthia and Roxanne, then walked off with Meredith still embedded inside her.

“Odette, you're up next.”

Justin looked at the crowd of women.  It was bigger than ever.

Odette lifted Justin from the table, pulled up her miniskirt, and drew him forward.

The lineup of succubi waiting their turn just kept growing. It extended to the bar's front door and into the street.

The next girl in the queue was named Destiny. Justin's eyes widened slightly when he saw her. She was wearing a strap-on dildo with a little penis slightly bigger than Caitlyn's finger. He swallowed nervously. He was far from the sharpest tool in the shed, but he wasn't an imbecile. He had a pretty good idea where that penis was going.

“This is the mortal who seduced you, Roxie?”

“Yeah. I can't believe I fell for this loser.”

Justin felt Destiny probing his mind with hers. And could tell that she wasn't impressed.

“By Lucifer's unholy dong, I'll never understand attraction between mortals....”

“Roxie's still young. And her human side obviously clouded her judgement. Once she has a few centuries under her belt, she won't give players like this a second glance. Unless she feels like using one for her own entertainment.”

“True.”

Destiny picked Justin up, gave him a final disapproving look, then turned him around and without further ado skewered him on her fake penis. Justin silently gasped as she penetrated him. He braced himself for another ass-fucking, but Destiny just held him in place. The succubus in line after Destiny stepped in front of her, hiked up her skirt, and leaned forward, bracing herself against the table. Destiny brought Justin's face to her pussy.

“Ready, Lana?”

“Oh fuck, yes!”

Destiny placed her hands on Lana's hips and moved closer, pushing Justin in.  Lana's warm, tight flesh eagerly devoured him. Destiny didn't stop till she was balls deep. She pounded her friend's pussy. Lana fucked her back with matching enthusiasm. The pair's hot juices trickled over Justin's balls and dripped to the floor.

Lana's breathing was soon coming in ragged gasps. Justin felt his nuts contracting, preparing to empty themselves into her ravenous hole. Lana squealed and squeezed Justin harder than ever. He erupted inside her. Lana quivered and nearly collapsed. Destiny howled as she joined them in release.

The next fourteen succubi in a row wanted Destiny to fuck them the same way. Destiny was more than happy to oblige.

“My pussy is kinda messy. I just fucked an incubus. And you know what that's like. When those guys come, it just goes on and on....”

Several nearby succubi nodded knowingly.

“Don't worry about it, Gaye,” Cynthia said. “Justin doesn't mind. Do you Justin?”

Um...could you maybe ask her to take a shower first?

Cynthia chortled.

“Don't tell me you're afraid of a little demon spunk...”

Gaye peeled her dress over her head and laid it on the table. Her white panties were stained and dripping with demon jizz.

Would you like to cancel the deal, Justin? I can send you back right now...

Justin decided he could live with a little demon spunk.

Gaye pulled off her panties and pressed Justin's face into her gooey cooch. Justin recoiled as the mixture of incubus seed and succubus cum covered his face. He squirmed in Gaye's hand, eliciting raucous laughter.

Gaye pushed him deeper. Her juices and those of her lover got into Justin's mouth and nostrils. He retched, making the succubi laugh even more.

Gaye began fucking herself with Justin. He squirmed and thrashed, which added to her pleasure. He was mortified and humiliated. And hornier than he had ever been in his life.

Gaye brought herself to a massive climax with her living dildo. Her knees buckled as she gushed over Justin, forcing her to steady herself against the table. Justin slid out in a waterfall of sticky male and female jizz. He bounced painfully on the floor.

Another girl immediately picked him up.

“My turn...”

Justin had no idea how many succubi had used him, but he figured it had to be over a hundred. The throng of demon girls yet to be served was too much for him to count.

Next up was Maddie. She was taller than any of the other succubi Justin had seen. She wore a black latex bodysuit and black leather boots that rose to her knees. The bodysuit was sleeveless and had a plunging neckline that showed off her full breasts. Her skin was adorned with tattoos. Jet hair streaked with crimson highlights spilled to her waist. Like most of the other succubi, she had shed her wings, horns, tail, and incandescent irises. But unlike most of the others, she had kept her fangs.

In her hand was a whip with multiple knotted flails. Several succubi had spanked him since Caitlyn, but none had used a whip before. Justin's eyes rolled around like those of a spooked horse. Despite his terror, he felt himself stiffening.

Maddie climbed onto the table beside him. Her body shrank until she was only about twice his size. Justin watched her fearfully. She raised her whip and brought it down over his shaft. He twitched so violently his dildo-shaped body actually hopped. The succubi crowded around the table laughed. His skin felt like it was on fire where the lashes landed. The pain was like droplets of gasoline sprinkled over the flames of his arousal.

Maddie lashed him again. This time the knotted cords licked his balls. Justin wordlessly screamed and hopped further away. The succubi roared with laughter.

Maddie delivered a dozen more stinging lashes, criss-crossing Justin's body with welts from the tip of his head to the base of his sack. When she was done, Justin's lacerated skin felt like it was on fire.

And he was hornier than ever.

“Whipping you has got me all hot and wet, slut.”

Maddie put down her whip. She lay on the table on her back, with her legs spread in a V.  Her body started growing, and quickly regained its original size.

Maddie grabbed Justin by the nutsack and roughly shoved him in.

“And now, at last, it's my turn.”

Justin felt like a dishrag. He had been used by at least a hundred and fifty horny succubi in a row. Yet his body stiffened as Cynthia wrapped her hand around him and lifted him from the table.

“I have a special treat for you. Well, more of a treat for me, but whatever.” A pink condom materialized in her hand. She placed it over Justin's face and rolled it down his body. The outside of the condom was smooth, but the inside felt like sandpaper. Its gritty surface was uncomfortable but not really painful. Cynthia had a grin on her face that made Justin glad he couldn't pee himself anymore.

Cynthia put Justin down and lowered herself onto him. She was still wearing the slutty outfit she'd had on when she'd picked him up in the bar. She wasn't wearing panties. Justin felt himself reviving as her smooth-shaven cooch descended toward him and the cock-hardening scent of her lust embraced him. There seemed to be no limit to his new dildo-shaped body's ability to perform.

Cynthia was surprisingly tight. She was also sopping wet. Justin's body slid in smoothly as lowered herself onto him. She rested her full weight on his abused balls. The sandpaper coating inside the condom nipped his skin.

Cynthia began bouncing up and down on Justin, pounding him against the seat. The gritty condom bit into his skin. It felt like a million tiny needles digging into him. He would have screamed if he'd been able. As usual, the pain boosted the intensity of his pleasure.

“This isn't bad, but I think it would feel better if I made my pussy a little tighter,” Cynthia remarked to those succubi who had stuck around to watch.

“You should,” encouraged one of her friends.

“Yes, he can take it. And if he can't...well, humans aren't hard to replace.”

Several succubi giggled.

Cynthia's pussy contracted around Justin. His body was compressed more than seemed physically possible. The rough surface of the condom bit into him from all sides. It hurt, but it also felt incredibly good. Justin was on the verge of coming, but to his frustration couldn't get to the finish line. Cynthia's magic seemed to be holding him back.

Cynthia tightened her kitty even more, then shuddered and gushed. Justin's need to come was torture, but he still couldn't get over the edge. Cynthia stood up, reached between her legs, and gripped Justin's nutsack. Her fingernails had turned back into claws, and dug painfully into his tender flesh. She yanked, but her pussy was still tightly contracted, and Justin didn't budge.

“Oh my,” she said playfully. “Justin seems to be stuck.”

“Let me help you, sis.” Justin recognized the voice as that of a particularly big and somewhat muscular succubus who had pounded him nearly to a pulp. A second set of fingers grabbed his nuts, and more claws bit into him.

“I'll help too.” A third set of claws gripped his sack.

The three succubi gave Justin's balls a violent tug. Justin felt like they were on the verge of being pulled off. His eyes watered. He let out a silent scream.

Several more brutal tugs followed. Just as it seemed that Justin was going to be separated forever from his gonads, his body popped out. He found himself hanging upside down between Cynthia's legs, the three succubi still painfully gripping him by the scrotum, slathered in Cynthia's cum. His body ached with the need for another release of his own.

“Thanks, girls.”

The two succubi who had helped extract Justin let go. Cynthia raised him so that he was face-to-face with her. She yanked the gritty condom from him, subjecting him to another wave of pain. She tossed him to the table.

Those succubi who were still hanging around gazed down at him. All of them had reverted to their original forms.

“Oh, hey, Vanessa!” Roxanne cried. “You made it!”

“Sorry I'm late. Where's that little fucker who dared to cheat on my best friend?”

“Right here.”

Justin turned his gaze to the approaching newcomer. His eyes nearly popped out of his head.

Vanessa was gorgeous. She had long, fiery red hair, penetrating green eyes, and a to-die-for figure. She wore thigh-high black leather boots and a black choker with an inverted silver pentacle. And nothing else.

It wasn't her amazing figure or her sexy attire that drew Justin's attention, however.

Dangling between Vanessa's legs was the biggest cock Justin had ever seen.

“Can I put him on you, Vanessa?”

“Of course, Roxie.”

Roxanne picked Justin up. Vanessa's cock was already erect. It was bigger than Justin's entire body. To Justin's astonishment and embarrassment, he felt himself stiffening.

Roxanne seated Justin on the tip of Vanessa's dick. Fear competed with arousal as it sank between his buttocks and nudged his forbidden entrance.

“He looks a little discombobulated,” the brawny succubus who had helped pull Justin from Cynthia's pussy observed with mock concern. Roxanne and Vanessa both laughed.

Roxanne tightened her grip and forced Justin downward. Vanessa's monster cock invaded his ass, prying it apart. Justin silently yowled. Roxanne continued pushing him down. He was stretched around Vanessa's cock as if he was made of elastic. The pain was overwhelming. Justin felt like he was going to break in half, but to his astonishment he didn't. Roxanne didn't stop until her former boyfriend was wrapped around her friend's cock like a giant condom.

Laughter filled the room. Some succubi who had left earlier returned to watch.

“I want you to fuck me, Vanessa. I want you to pound my pussy with that beautiful big cock of yours.”

“I'd love to!”

Roxanne leaned forward and braced herself against the table. Vanessa stepped behind her and brought her cock—and Justin's distended face—to her opening. The scent of her arousal was stronger than ever.

“Fuck me hard, Vanessa! Don't hold back.”

Justin would not have imagined that Vanessa's cock could get any bigger, but it swelled a little more, straining his already taut flesh. She nudged Roxanne's wet slit, then pushed herself in. Roxanne let out a moan more sultry than any she had ever made when Justin had fucked her. The sensation of being stretched around Vanessa's cock while simultaneously being engulfed and squeezed by Roxanne's pussy was incredible. Justin was pretty sure he would have come right then if his muscles had been able to contract. Vanessa  drove him steadily deeper, until his nuts were squeezed between Roxanne's pussy lips and Vanessa's substantially larger balls.

Vanessa and Roxanne fucked each other hard. Their gasps and moans filled the air. Roxanne's pussy squeezed Vanessa's cock like a clenching fist as her first orgasm hit her, scrunching and flattening Justin. A second orgasm racked her, then a third. Her entire body shuddered. Vanessa continued pounding her, bringing her over the top several more times.

“Come inside me!” Roxanne urged. “Fill me with your seed! Don't worry, you can't get me pregnant. You're wearing a condom!”

Vanessa pummeled her friend as if she was trying to break her. She let out a feral howl. A geyser of cum blasted into Justin. Her orgasm went on and on, filling and stretching Justin. Roxanne quivered with yet another orgasm of her own.

At last Vanessa finished emptying her nuts.  She pulled her dwindling erection out, and Justin slipped off. He landed on the floor with a comical splat. He lay there, stretched out like a used rubber, as Vanessa's thick demon spunk drained out of him.

His body twitched and began to contract back into his previous dildo shape as he at last passed out.

“I'm impressed,” Cynthia said. “I didn't think you'd last till the end. But you did.”

Justin made no attempt to reply. He was utterly spent.

“I've just cured your cancer. Now I'll just transform you back into a human, and send you back—“

No, wait!

Justin realized that he didn't want to go back. The pleasure he had experienced as the succubi had used him had been unlike anything he had ever experienced before. Despite all the degradation and the pain. Or, if he was to be truthful with himself, in part because of all the degradation and pain. Being used as a human dildo by the sexy giantesses had awakened something in Justin. He had never felt so alive.

“What is it?”

Could I...could I please stay here with you? And continue to serve you?

Cynthia laughed. So did some of the other succubi. Roxanne grinned wickedly.

“Alright, how about this? If Roxanne will have you, I'll let her keep you as her personal dildo. You'll stay in your present dildo shape for the rest of your life. Roxanne will of course fuck other men. And other succubi, including Vanessa. But you will be hers and hers alone, unless she decides to share you. You'll be her personal sex toy.”

Yes! Yes, please let me be Roxanne's dildo!

Roxanne smirked.

“I guess I could use another dildo. Thanks, Mom.”

“You're welcome, sweetie.”

Cynthia kissed her daughter on the forehead. Roxanne picked Justin up and dropped him in her purse.

Then everything disappeared in a haze of white as Roxanne and her new toy returned to the mortal realm.
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