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SUCCUBUS

Carrick’s life isn’t going great. His friends are all moving up the ladder, and he’s stuck way at the bottom, still working for minimum wage with grumpy teenagers.

But his luck is about to turn around. One night, in a dark pub, he meets a mysterious woman. She’s tall, blonde, curvy, and beautiful—and she has red skin. Carrick is the only person who can see her. She claims she can give Carrick a better life, as long as he’s willing to submit himself to her impressive endowment.


CHAPTER I

There was Pablo’s face on my TV screen. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

He was sitting next to Jimmy Kimmel, talking about some project he was working on. I couldn’t quite focus on his words. I was too distracted by his dress shirt, which was unbuttoned down to the middle of his chest, as if he had pecs to show off. He had a big handsome smile on his face, complete with whitened teeth. What the hell had happened?

Just a few years before, Pablo was sleeping on my couch, spending his days playing video games while he should have been out looking for a job. It was after two months when I finally told him that it was time to start paying rent. It turned into a fight. He didn’t think he needed to pay rent because he was just sleeping on a couch and not in a bedroom. “I can’t get a job,” he said. “I need to focus on my screenwriting.”

I laughed and rolled my eyes. “What’s your latest script about? Call of Duty?”

“You don’t think I write when you’re gone at work?” he asked. And no: I didn’t think he did anything while I was gone, except for play video games. In fact, I’d come home early from work a few times and I found him sitting on the couch where he slept, playing video games. I even had a conversation once with our mailman, and the mailman referred to Pablo as “the guy who’s always playing video games.”

“I think three hundred per month is fair,” I said. “That covers the utilities you use and it will help me pay the rent on the whole house.”

The next day he moved out, off to sleep on another friend’s couch, to play video games and to escape reality. I stopped talking to him, not wanting to associate myself with someone on a downward spiral. It seemed like a matter of time before he started getting into drugs and other means of escaping reality. But now, just three years later, he was sitting next to Jimmy Kimmel, talking about directing some multi-million dollar action feature film, staring Jeff Goldblum and Bruce Willis. “I worked with Bruce on Kill Fast last year. He’s a really great guy,” Pablo said.

So maybe I was wrong. Maybe Pablo was finding time to write between video gaming sessions. Maybe he was finishing screenplays. Maybe he wasn’t just ‘the guy who’s always playing video games’. Or maybe I slapped some reality into him when I told him that he needed to pay rent or get out. Maybe I was partly responsible for his improved life. Would he call me soon to thank me? Did he even remember who I was, or had his new life completely replaced the old one?

I changed the channel, unable to watch anymore. Sadly, I wasn’t able to escape him. There was an ad for his upcoming film, Kill Fast: gunshots and explosions, and then a narrator saying, “From director, Pablo Greene comes an exciting new thriller!” I went to another channel, but I wasn’t even safe there. After ten minutes, that same ad came on, so I turned my TV off and decided to have an electronics-free night.

I managed not to think about Pablo again until the next day, when I was at work.

A shipment of Elmo dolls came in and my manager wanted them on the shelf as soon as possible. “And I want a display by the front door before the shop opens.” I was tasked with creating the display: stacking the boxes on top of each other, trying not to topple the whole thing. The new toys were sensitive: one little bump and the Elmo would sing. I kept bumping multiple boxes and making multiple Elmos sing at once, and sometimes the audio recording would go on for over two minutes. The high-pitched singing was giving me a headache.

I accidentally bumped the display and the whole thing crashed down into a pile. All of the Elmos started singing different pre-programmed songs over one another. The sound was horrible. My manager tapped me on the shoulder and said, “We’re trying to have a meeting in the back! Do you think this is funny?” Then he looked down and noticed a box with a rip. He bent over and picked it up. “What the hell is this?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. It must have ripped when the display crashed down.

“It’s coming out of your paycheque,” he said, taking the box with him back to his meeting. The dolls were forty-five dollars each: three hours of pay lost because of one little mistake.

I looked around and saw my co-workers staring at me with narrowed eyes, as if I was bugging all of them with the singing Elmo dolls as well. But what was I supposed to do? It was impossible to not set them off.

But I tried my best, aiming this time for a smaller display that I could finish faster. I started thinking about rent, which was due soon. I was worried that I wouldn’t quite have enough to cover rent and my utilities, so I started thinking of a way to ask my landlord for an extension. Then I remembered Pablo on the Jimmy Kimmel show, talking about the eight million dollar paycheque he got for Kill Fast. Why wasn’t he wiring me any of that money? Did I not deserve anything for letting him sleep on my couch for two months?

Before he left my house, he reminded me that I told him he could stay on my couch for as long as he wanted. “When I said that, I assumed you would be looking for a job!” I shouted at him.

“Why would you think that? I already have a job. I’m a screenwriter.”

I rolled my eyes and scoffed in his face. His face turned red—almost as red as the Elmo doll I was now staring at: another box with a rip. I tried to hide the box in the middle of the display, so it wouldn’t come out of my pay. Maybe a few of the boxes were ripped at the factory, or while they were being delivered. Who said that I ripped the box?

My manager found the ripped box the next morning. He held it out and said, “This one is coming out of your pay too.” He said nothing else before turning and going back to his office. My stomach churned as defeat sunk into my heart.

It was lunchtime when I called my friend, Orwell, hoping he would meet me after work for a drink. I had to leave a message. “I’m having a shitty week,” I said. “Maybe we can meet at the pub and you can try to remind me why I shouldn’t kill myself.” Of course I didn’t mean it, and Orwell knew that. It was a running joke between us. He worked at a garbage processing plant and was often calling me to meet for drinks, so he could bitch about his managers and co-workers. He always smelled like old garbage, but that smell was almost inviting, reminding me that I wasn’t the only one stuck with a terrible job and lousy prospects.

He didn’t reply to my call, so I just assumed he would meet me as soon as he got off his shift and checked his phone. So I went straight from work to the pub, which was especially desolate that night. Aside from the bartender, I was the only person in the place. When I walked in, I felt something tug at my shoe. I looked down and saw the sole of my shoe hanging off of my foot. I must have caught it on the weather-stripping—a little tug that finally ripped my old shoe into two pieces. “Great,” I mumbled under my breath. In case the week wasn’t going badly enough…

“Let me guess: whatever’s on special,” the bartender said, rolling his eyes before I could even take a seat.

“Some of us don’t make tips,” I said, biting my tongue.

“You don’t give them, either.”

“Right now I’m not sure that I can pay my rent. Do you want the business or not?” I said. So he poured me a beer with plenty of head. He pushed it towards me quickly, making some of the beer spill over the edge of the glass, making me feel less guilty about not ever tipping him. But why should I tip him? Nobody ever tipped me—and he probably made more per hour than me. Nobody ever tipped Orwell, and if anyone deserved a tip, it was the guy digging his hands into people’s garbage day after day—not the guy pouring beers in a quiet bar.

I sat and waited. 7:00 PM rolled by and I ordered a second and then a third beer. I checked my phone. I still had nothing from Orwell, so I decided to call him again. This time he picked up.

“I’m so sorry, Carrick. I meant to call you back. I’m going out for dinner with my boss. I got a big promotion. I’m moving upstairs! Can you believe it?”

“No kidding,” I said. I have to admit: I was more than jealous; I was actually a little bit mad. Orwell was the only person I could relate to in the world. It had always been him and me, stuck in the trenches together. “Better pay or just a better office?” I asked.

He laughed. “Both. They’re putting me on salary. Half the hours, twice the pay, no more handling trash. I’m so excited. But hey—I’ll call you later. We’re all going out for drinks to celebrate.”

“Okay. See you,” I said, hanging up and feeling more defeated than ever.

Now, the bartender was changing the TV channel on the little TV above the bar. “Hey, I was watching that game,” I said. He looked over at me with narrowed eyes, as if to say, ‘It’s my job to serve you drinks, not to let you watch my TV.’ He turned back to his TV and changed to a nightly talk show. And sure enough, there was Pablo, chatting with the host, smiling handsomely, looking like he never slept on a person’s couch a day in his life.


CHAPTER II

That horrible feeling of defeat washed through me again. Now I was alone at the bottom of the ladder: a pathetic failure. I’d made the mistake a few weeks before of going online and looking up all the names from my elementary school yearbook. It started as a way to see if any of the cute girls I went to school with were still single. But it turned into a depressing reality check. All of my old classmates were now lawyers, principals, and doctors. Pablo was a famous filmmaker and Orwell was probably on his way to becoming the CEO of the biggest waste processing company in the country. And then there was me: working with teenagers at a department store, making minimum wage, adding nothing to my resume, and accumulating unfortunate amounts of debt. Something needed to change—but what could I do? Why couldn’t someone just tell me what I needed to do to pull myself out from the gutter?

Just then, the front door of the bar opened and a woman walked in. She was beautiful: tall, blonde, curvy, and red… Her skin was red, and she had a pair of black wings folded on her back. I assumed she had just wandered over from some sort of video game or anime convention. Surely her skin wasn’t actually red—surely that was just body paint. And those wings weren’t actually fused to her back—they were probably just attached to her bra strap—because that was all she was wearing: a black bra and a pair of black panties, which hugged her curves perfectly.

I knew it was wrong to stare, but I couldn’t help myself. She was practically naked, after all. She looked at me with a smile and then she went to sit in the corner booth, underneath a broken light. The lights in the pub flickered, but the bartender didn’t seem to notice.

He was preoccupied: cleaning glasses and scanning his inventory. He didn’t even notice the red-skinned beauty. A few minutes went by, and then he looked at my glass. “You want another one?” he asked.

“Um, sure. But shouldn’t you go and see what that girl wants? She’s been waiting for about five minutes.” I pointed to the corner booth where the girl was sitting. She smiled, showing off what looked like vampire fangs: another piece of her costume.

The bartender looked at the girl and then he looked at me with those narrowed eyes. “What girl?” he said.

“The one sitting right there.”

The bartender didn’t bother looking back at the girl. Instead, he just stared at me for a moment before saying, “Do I need to cut you off?”

“Cut me off? Do you not see the girl sitting over there?”

He shook his head. “Do you have a handler I should be calling?” he asked. Now I was starting to think they were pranking me. But why would they be messing with me? I hardly knew the bartender and I’d never seen the beautiful girl before in my life—so why would they go out of their way to screw with me? Just because I didn’t leave a tip?

The bartender walked away, looking back at me a moment later with those narrowed, cautious eyes. I looked back at the beautiful girl in the corner. She was still staring at me with a grin. “You know what? I will take another beer,” I said. “Make it two.”

The bartender hesitated, staring at me for a long moment before pouring the two beers. I took them both and walked them over to that corner booth. I placed one down in front of the girl and said, “I’m sorry about him. He’s in some sort of mood today.”

She laughed and then reached for the beer, slipping her fingers around the glass, clinking it with her long nails—which were almost two full inches long.

“Your costume is really something,” I said. “I bet that took a lot of time.”

She kept staring into my eyes, still with that grin on her face.

“Well. That one is on me. Sorry again about the bartender,” I said, looking back at the bartender, who was now starting at me with wide eyes and parted lips. I couldn’t tell if he looked embarrassed or just downright confused.

“Who are you talking to, man?” he asked.

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re really funny,” I said. Then I looked back at the girl, who didn’t see at all fazed by the bartender antics.

“Want to sit down?” she asked. Her voice was smooth but deep and jazzy.

“Oh, okay. Sure,” I said. I took a seat and then I reached out my hand. “I’m Carrick.”

She nodded her head. “I know,” she said.

“How’d you know?”

She bit her juicy bottom lip as she cracked another grin. “What do you want, Carrick?”

And now I was confused. She asked me to sit down—I wasn’t forcing myself on her. Did she assume that I was coming onto her? “I’m sorry. I just felt bad that the bartender wasn’t serving you. I don’t want anything.”

“You don’t want anything?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “No. I hope I didn’t give you that impression.”

She shook her head slowly. “I don’t deal much with impressions,” she said. And now I was very confused. Was she acting in character? Would I understand the words coming out from her mouth if I’d seen whatever cartoon show her costume was from?

“So what convention were you at?” I asked.

She leaned in close and her wings seemed to unfold slightly before tucking themselves back in, as if they were actually part of her body. But it was dark in that corner: surely just my eyes playing tricks on me. “I wasn’t at a convention, Carrick. I came here to see you.”

I laughed, suddenly feeling more nervous than before. “To see me?”

She nodded her head. “You summoned me.”

I laughed and leaned back. “Okay. I see,” I said. She was sticking to her character. Maybe it was a long convention and she wanted to stay in character for the whole thing. “I’m afraid I don’t really know what character you are, but I can play along if that’s what you’d like. Why did I summon you?”

I looked over at the bartender, who was still staring at me with wide, confused eyes, as if I was talking to a wall. He was just as committed to his little prank as she was—maybe even more so.

“You don’t know what to do next. You think you’re at a dead end, with nowhere to go. So you summoned me to help you figure out your next step in life.”

I nodded my head, trying to force a smile. It would have been funnier if her little fortune telling game wasn’t quite so accurate. I was at a dead end and I didn’t know where to go, but how could she know that? I laughed—don’t most people feel like they’re at dead ends? Especially men drinking alone in pubs on weekday nights… “Okay, so what step should I take?” I asked, playing along.

“That depends on what you want to achieve,” she said.

“How’s about money. Let’s say I want more money. What should I do?”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. I felt intimidated; how could I not? She was stunning. Girls like her never came through dingy pubs like that one. It was hard not to look at her supple tits, which were bulging out from her tiny black bra. “That’s all you want? You just want money?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure. Enough to pay my tab. Should I say some sort of incantation?”

“Just enough for the tab? For that, you just need to kiss me.”

My heart stuttered. I smiled and paused, staring into her eyes. She wasn’t laughing. She seemed serious. Did she want me to kiss her? Was she drunk or on drugs? She was way out of my league. If she wanted to pick a guy up, why wasn’t she at some nightclub, where the guys were wealthy and far more handsome than me? “Seriously?” I asked.

She nodded her head, leaning over the little table. I leaned over the table—more to call her out on her bluff than anything. I closed my eyes and puckered my lips, and then I felt her lips press against mine. It wasn’t just a little peck: she really got in there, parting my lips with hers and then slipping her tongue into my mouth. My nerves tingled all over and my mind began to spin around in fast circles. She was—by far—the hottest girl I’d ever kissed. And she smelled amazing: a scent I couldn’t quite put my finger on. It wasn’t floral or fruity, but earthy and antiquated in a strangely pleasant way. I leaned back and stared into her eyes. “I’m Carrick, by the way,” I said, reaching my hand out again.

She giggled. “I know that,” she said, shaking my hand. I felt her long nails against my wrist. They were sharp: not just props she’d glued on.

“How long did it take to grow those like that?” I asked.

“Is that all you wanted, Carrick? A bit of money for your bar tab?” she asked.

I could feel that my cheeks were turning red—almost as red as her skin. “Um—I don’t know,” I said, laughing nervously again. “Did it even work?”

She nodded her head. “Check your wallet.”

I pulled out my wallet, just to play along. I opened it up and then paused as I found myself staring at a fifty-dollar bill. Where did it come from? I never carried cash with me. I always paid with credit. My paycheques automatically went into my bank account. I pulled out the fifty and looked at it for a long moment. “Did you put this in my wallet?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“How did you do it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess you could call it Black Magic.”

I looked around, back at the bartender, who was still watching me as if I was an insane person. Did he sneak up behind me while I was kissing the blonde beauty? Did he slip the money into my wallet? Why on earth would he be slipping me money, when all he ever did was complain that I wasn’t paying him enough? It wouldn’t have been easy: opening my jacket and reaching into my inner pocket, all the way down for my wallet, without me noticing. “Okay—I give up. How did you do it?”

“I told you: Black Magic.”

“Okay then. Do another trick,” I said.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“How’s about…” I looked around, trying to think of something. Then I looked down and saw my tattered shoe, which I’d just ripped on the front door’s weather-stripping. “A new pair of shoes.”

“Is that really what you want?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not?”

“Come and sit next to me,” she said, sliding over to make room on her bench. I got up and walked around the table. I took the seat next to her, finding myself close to that earthy, antiquated smell. I looked into her eyes and then I noticed she was cupping her breasts with both of her hands. “Suck on my nipples,” she said.

“Excuse me?” I said.

She nodded her head. “You heard me. Suck them. Make them both hard.” She took her bra and folded it down, exposing her breasts. My heart leapt as a cold tingle washed through me. I looked back at the bartender, who was now back to cleaning his glasses.

“We should go to the bathroom,” I said.

“It won’t take long. Just do it,” she said, holding up her perfect tits. I stared at them. Then I took a deep breath and leaned forward. I pressed my lips against her soft bust and I began to suck on her perky nipple. She was right: it didn’t take long. After just ten seconds, her nipple was hard in my mouth. So I moved to the next nipple and sucked it hard, tickling it with the tip of my tongue while a little moan slipped out from her lips. Then I leaned back, wiped my mouth, and looked back at the bartender, who was still busy cleaning his glasses.

The red-skinned girl folded her bra back over her breasts. “Good job,” she said.

I could feel the redness in my face. I had no idea what was happening: why was this beautiful woman coming onto me? Was she on drugs? Did she have some sort of weird poor boy fetish? And what was with the costume? I still didn’t know what convention was in town—if any.

“Look at your feet,” she said. I looked down, and then I froze. I had a new pair of shoes on my feet.

“Oh my God. How did you do that?” I asked. My heart was racing now. I reached down to feel the smooth leather. The shoes were nice: much nicer than anything I would normally buy for myself. “And they fit perfectly.”

She was smiling, biting down on her bottom lip again. “You didn’t just summon me for fifty bucks and a new pair of shoes, did you?” she asked.

Now I was staring into her eyes. I looked closely at her skin, trying to find evidence that she was covered in red body paint. Was she really red-skinned? Was she some sort of demon? Was she really casting Black Magic spells? “What are you?” I asked quietly.

“I’m a succubus,” she said. “At least that’s the closest term you have in the English language. I’m not quite as mean as what’s written about me.”

“You—You aren’t human?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I can be if I want to be,” she said.

“And I really summoned you?” I asked, still keeping my voice low. Now I was realizing that the bartender really couldn’t see her, and that he probably thought that I was a crazy person talking to a wall.

She nodded her head. “I can give you whatever you want,” she said. “But you have to ask me for it. And I need to be going in a few minutes here, so why don’t you get on with it.”

My head was racing with thoughts: all of the possibilities, assuming she was telling the truth. I had so many questions to ask, but I didn’t want to waste my opportunity. “Uh,” I said, trying to come up with something good. “A better job—something that pays better, with less hours.” I probably could have come up with something much better, but it was all that came to mind in that moment of pressure.

She nodded her head. “That’s it?” she asked.

“I think so,” I said.

“For that, we’ll have to go to the bathroom,” she said. Then I blinked and she was gone. I looked around, feeling beads of hot sweat on my forehead. What was happening? Was I losing my mind? Had the pressures of life finally snapped in my brain? Was I having a mental breakdown?

I got up slowly. The bartender was staring at me again. “I’m just going to use the bathroom,” I said. He nodded his head, still with those wide eyes. He was probably afraid of rubbing me the wrong way, unsure of whether or not I would snap and murder him or trash his bar.

I zipped over to the men’s bathroom and I locked the door behind me. And there she was, standing in the middle of the room with her wings spread wide, still in that skimpy bra and panties combination. “If you want your new job, you’ll have to suck me off,” she said with a big grin.

“Do what?” I asked, looking around, hoping to spot some sort of projector or some way to properly explain what I was experiencing.

She reached and tugged her panties down to her thighs, letting a long, thick cock fall out. “You’ll have to be quick. I have to go in a couple minutes. I’m being summoned somewhere else.”

I was frozen, staring at her long member. She was actually a he? Or was she both? She wasn’t human—so maybe she had no gender at all. I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out.

“Do you want the new job or not?” she asked, looking down at herself before looking again at me.

And then I thought about getting a new job: no longer being stuck working alongside teenagers, making minimum wage. It seemed like a perfect opportunity. All I had to do was suck a cock. Could I suck a cock? I wasn’t gay—but she wasn’t a boy (at least I was pretty sure she wasn’t a boy). I took a step forward and then I sunk down to my knees. I stared at her long cock and my heart stuttered again. Was it worth it? Would it actually work?

I closed my eyes and Pablo’s face appeared in my mind. He had that handsome smile on his face: the same one he had with Jimmy Kimmel. Did he make a deal with a succubus? Did he suck this red-skinned chick off after moving out from my house? I opened my eyes and stared at the smooth member. I reached out and slipped my fingers around it. It was warm. “Oh God,” I mumbled under my breath.

“God isn’t here right now,” she said with a smirk in her voice. The comment didn’t help. Now beads of cold sweat were forming on the back of my neck. Was I making a huge mistake?

I leaned forward and pressed the flaccid cock into my mouth. I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly back and forth, feeling her foreskin pulling over and off of her bulbous tip. She sunk her long fingernails into my hair. I felt those sharp tips gliding over my skull. And I felt something else: a pulsing as her shaft became longer and harder. I tried not to think about the red penis. I tried to think about the job I was buying myself. I had no idea what it was, but it was going to be better: fewer hours, more pay. I wouldn’t have to worry each month about my rent. I wouldn’t have to listen to teenagers telling me what to do.

Now her cock was hard. I could feel her pulsing veins against my tongue. Her foreskin was no longer pulling over her tip—it was stretched back as far as it could go. She was moaning: a girly sound, which made the act a little bit easier, as long as I kept my eyes closed. I pressed my lips more firmly around her girth and I bobbed my head faster, hoping it would make her come quicker.

“I have to go in thirty seconds, Carrick,” she said. “You’d better hurry.”

I put my hands on her thighs: they were warm and her skin was soft. I gripped her firmly and bobbed my head fast, like a crack whore desperate for a fix. I kept my eyes shut firmly and used my tongue as much as possible: tickling and stimulating the underside of her shaft. She was groaning now as her cock pulsed. Then, without warning, she began to unload: shooting the back of my throat with her warm cum. I gagged and tried to lean back, but she held my head in place with her long claws. “Swallow all of it, Carrick,” she said.

It was a strange taste: thick and almost spicy. I squirmed and nearly gagged again, and then she pulled her long erection out from my mouth, letting it flip up to slap her in the abdomen. Her whole load was on my tongue now, lingering while I built up the courage to swallow it. I took a deep breath in through my nose and then I gulped it down, as if I was doing some sort of nasty shot. Then I opened my eyes and found myself staring at nothing but a blank wall.

I stood up and looked around with a pounding heart. She was gone. “Hello?” I called out. “Did it work?” But she didn’t reply because she was no longer there. Did I do my duty quickly enough? Would I get my new job?

Or was it all for nothing? Or maybe it never happened at all.


CHAPTER III

When I woke up the next morning, I was expecting to sit up in a bed that wasn’t mind, in a room that wasn’t mine, in some alternate reality where I made more money and lived a happier life. So I was a bit sad when I opened my eyes and saw the usual water damage stains on my ceiling, and I could feel the familiar mattress spring digging into the small of my back. Nothing had changed. And why was I surprised? Nothing was ever so easy for me.

As I sat up, I couldn’t help but wonder if the whole night was a dream. Did I really have a strange encounter with a magical succubus? Or did I just get drunk at a pub and then stumble home, forgetting half of the night and replacing the missing memory with some nonsense from my imagination?

I checked my phone and saw my work schedule. I was due to work the opening shift, along with three new guys: two teenagers and a brown fellow who didn’t speak a word of English. There was an e-mail in my inbox from my manager. “See the attached bill, it covers the damage you caused in the shop today.”

So nothing had changed. Either I had a very strange dream or I sucked the succubus’s cock for nothing.

I took my morning shower and I put on my dress shirt, which was starting to smell a bit stale. I forced myself out of the house in time to make the bus. I was dreading stepping into the shop. It got harder every day: harder to justify working such a lousy job for such a lousy paycheque. Maybe I would have been happier living on the street with the bums and the drug addicts. Maybe living in a house with a bed wasn’t worth being tortured by cruel managers who had no human decency.

I was early for work: the first one in the store. The Elmo display had been knocked over in the night and I had a feeling I was going to be blamed. I quickly tried stacking it back up, before anyone showed up and saw the mess. I jumped when the door opened behind me, terrified it was my manager—but it was just one of the teenagers. I managed to get the display back up before my manager showed up, because he didn’t show up. It was 8:15 AM, fifteen minutes after opening, and no one was sure what to do. “Do we just open the store without him?” one of the teenagers asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so. We can’t just leave the door locked all day.” So we opened up shop and customers started coming in. The day actually went much smoother without my manager there. Stress levels remained low and everything that needed to get done got done without any issues. It was around lunchtime when the phone rang. I answered. “Carrick speaking,” I said.

“Carrick—just the man I was hoping to talk to!” said an unfamiliar male voice.

“How can I help you?” I asked.

“You probably noticed Benny wasn’t in this morning,” the man said. “We had to let him go last night. We found out some unfortunate things about his personal life that we just can’t risk associating with our brand. I need you to do something for me.”

My heart leapt. Was I about to get Benny’s job? Was I going to be the new manager? Did the succubus do something to ruin Benny’s life? I squirmed and bit my lip. “What do you need?” I asked, trying to sound relaxed.

“I need you to find Grace and tell her that we want her to step in as the new manager. She’s in today, right?” the man asked. I was starting to recognize the man’s voice. He worked in the head office and occasionally came by the store. He had a white beard and a bald head, and he was always wearing tan suits with funky socks.

My heart puttered down into my stomach. “Grace?” I said, looking around. Grace was one of the teenagers—only seventeen, and often late for work. “She’s here.” It wasn’t the big step that I sucked the cock for, but at least I was fairly sure Grace wasn’t capable of being nearly as cruel as Benny. She would never make me pay for an Elmo doll because of a little box rip.

“Okay, great,” the man said with a smile in his voice. “And once you give her the news, why don’t you take off early and swing by the head office? We’ve been reshuffling our workforce and there’s an office here with your name on it.”

I paused for a moment before stuttering. “Excuse me, sir—my name on it?” I said.

“You’ve been with this company for a long time. In fact, you’ve been on the floor longer than any of our staff. Eight years—is that right? We need someone with that kind of experience in our head office. We’ll go over more of the details later though. Is that okay? Swing by anytime between now and four.”

So I told Grace that Benny was fired. I told her that she was the new manager. And then I zipped out of the shop and hopped on the first bus headed downtown. I wasn’t being pranked; I was greeted at the head office by a number of higher ups. They shook my hand and showed me my new office and then they thanked me for my eight years on the floor. They put me on a decent salary, and told me my new hours. “We work ten to four, Monday to Thursday.”

“What about Friday?” I asked.

He laughed. “What about it?”

“Don’t you work Fridays?”

He shook his head. My heart fluttered. I wanted to wrap my arms around him and squeeze him tightly. The promotion made very little sense to me: why would they give such a great job to someone who had only ever worked stocking shelves? But I knew the promotion wasn’t exactly earned. I knew the succubus was behind everything, and I wasn’t about to complain.


CHAPTER IV

The real joy came when I received my first salary paycheque. It was so much more than what I was used to: enough to pay for my rent and my utilities and my groceries while still leaving me a thousand bucks to spend on whatever I wanted. After cashing the cheque, I found myself staring at my bank balance on my computer screen—lips parted and eyes wide. I couldn’t remember the last time in my life that things had worked out for me. When was the last time I received a stroke of luck.

But there was an uneasy feeling in my stomach. Something wasn’t right. Was Benny now unemployed and struggling because of me? Did he deserve it for being so heartless? And what about my soul? Had I made some sort of deal with the succubus? Had I given up my pass to heaven when I died without realizing it? Her skin was red, after all. She literally looked like a demon from hell—albeit a very beautiful demon from hell.

I closed my computer screen and then I jumped and nearly screamed when I saw her sitting across from me in my living room, in her little black bra and panties, skin tinted red, blonde hair rolling over her shoulders. She was holding a lit candle in one hand. “Did I scare you?” she asked.

I remained frozen for a moment. Even though all of my wishes had come true—the fifty-dollar bill, the new shoes, and the better job—I still had a hard time believing she ever existed. I still managed to convince myself that she was just a piece of my imagination, and the rest was just coincidence. Now it was impossible to consider the fact that she wasn’t real because there she was, sitting across from me, one beautiful leg crossed over the other. “What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I wanted to check in to see how everything is going for you,” she said. “You seem happy. Do you like your new job?”

That cold terror kept me frozen for a moment longer. “It’s great. Thank you.”

“You know, you gave one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever gotten,” she said with a big grin. “So I made sure your new job was extra sweet. I was just going to make you the manager, but that didn’t seem like enough.”

I felt my face turning red. “Oh. That’s good,” I said. I wasn’t excited to hear that I gave out a fantastic blowjob. No man wants to be told that they’re amazing at sucking cocks.

She remained still for a moment, staring into my eyes, watching me closely. “But you’re not satisfied. Is the job not good enough?” she asked.

I perked up and forced a smile. I had no idea what she was capable of. I didn’t want to make her angry or upset and then have her turn me into an amputee or make it so my cock could never get hard again. “It’s fine,” I said. “The job is great.”

“Then why is there still a hole inside of you?” she asked. “What are you missing?”

I shook my head. “I’m totally fine. Thank you again. I really appreciate it.”

She shook her head slowly, no longer grinning. “Don’t lie to me, Carrick. I can see through your lies. Tell me what you want. You summoned me—don’t forget that.”

I bit down on my tongue. She was still staring into my eyes, and I was starting to think that she was reading my mind. I had to be careful what thoughts I allowed into my head. I couldn’t let her know that I was still a bit disgusted by the memory of bobbing my head on her long, red shaft. I cleared my throat. “Well,” I said. “I mean—I was doing the math with my new salary—which is great by the way—and I figured it will take me a year or two to pay off all of my debt, and then another few years to save up for a new house. I’ve always wanted to live in the country, but it kind of seems like, with all the saving I have to do, that’s at least a decade away.”

“Do you want me to give you a new house, Carrick? Is that what you’re asking me?” She leaned forward with a big smile on her face, showing off her fangs. And why did she have those fangs? Did she suck blood like a vampire? And the claws: what were those for?

I nodded my head and then I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess that would be cool,” I said.

She uncrossed her legs and then she stretched out her back, making her breasts look especially perky. “Stand up, Carrick—and take off your clothes.”

I bit hard on my tongue, terrified of what I was getting myself into. I still didn’t know what the details of these deals were. I still had no idea what happened to Benny after he was fired—or the person who worked in that office before me. Did the succubus take them out? Were people being killed on my behalf? Or did she have a way of working that affected me and only me? That seemed unlikely…

I stood up and took off my shirt. She watched from the comfort of her sofa chair, with the biggest grin on her face. I slipped down my pants. “Underwear too,” she said. I felt awkward pulling my undies down to my ankles, showing her my cock, which was smaller than hers. The moment was especially awkward after she let a giggle slip out from her demonic lips. I had the urge to cover myself up, so I put both of my hands between my legs, and then I said, “Now what?”

“Come and sit on my lap.”

I walked over and climbed onto the sofa chair, planting my knees down around her and planting my bare ass down on her smooth red thighs. She put her hands on my bum and she pulled me forward, so that my cock was pressed against her abdomen. Now I was looking down into her eyes, feeling horrible uncomfortable. I was in a girly position, straddling the succubus. I’d only ever been in her position, with a woman on my lap. Now, she was gently stroking my sides with her soft hands. I could feel the tips of her long nails gliding on my skin. She brought her hands to my chest and gently squeezed my pecs before rubbing my nipples. I laughed nervously.

“Grind on me, Carrick,” she said.

I tried swallowing the lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. I put my hands on her shoulders and then I started to rub my bum back and forth on her lap. “Like this?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly.

“That’s perfect,” she said. Then she moaned and smiled. “Do you feel that?”

I did feel it: her little lump throbbing, getting bigger as my butt cheeks massaged up and down. I closed my eyes and tried to picture the house I was getting out of the deal. This moment was temporary—just like when I sucked her cock. Once it was over, it would feel just like a weird dream—and maybe I would even convince myself that it was just a weird dream. So I kept grinding, feeling that shaft growing long and hard, stretching out the thin fabric of her panties.

She reached one of her clawed hands down, under my bum. She dug out her penis and then she used her other hand to spread my butt cheek to the side, exposing my asshole. “Oh God,” I groaned, and then she giggled. I wasn’t ready for it. I’d never been sodomized before. I didn’t know what it would feel like, and I wasn’t sure it was even possible, given the impressive size of her cock. Would it hurt? Was I going to cry like a baby? Was it worth a new house in the country? I felt her tip press between my cheeks. Her shaft was already slick, though I’m not sure what she slicked it with. Maybe it was just naturally moist, like some sort of sea creature that lived between her legs. It was hard, but it felt slimy, like an erect tentacle pressing against my anus.

I tried to clench, but it slipped in, penetrating me, making me gasp and tense up all over. I squeezed her shoulders. She was looking into my eyes. “Play with my tits, Carrick,” she said. It took a moment before I was able to let go of her shoulders. I slid my hands down to her breasts. I pulled her bra down, exposing her perky nipples, and then I started to squeeze. They were so soft and perfect: so light and so round. I shuddered all over and then she pulled my body down onto her lap, sinking her long shaft deep into my body.

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. A loud groan pierced my lips. “Bounce, Carrick,” she said. “Bounce on my big dick. Bounce until you come on my chest.”

I followed the demonic command. I started bouncing: up and down, feeling that long, inhuman cock sliding against my tight anal walls. It was a strange feeling, but a euphoric one. I looked down at her chest to remind myself that I was with a woman; at least I thought I was with a woman, but I had no way of being sure.

“Faster, Carrick. Bounce faster,” she said, digging her claws into my sides, eliciting a sharp pain, but not quite breaking the skin. I bounced faster, terrified she would tear me to pieces if I didn’t do exactly as she said. She ran her hands up and down, gently scratching my back with her long talons. She leaned forward and gently licked my neck. I swear I felt two tips to her tongue, as if she had the tongue of a snake. Then she went to give me a hickey and I tensed up, feeling her vampire fangs against my skin. I was petrified, but I didn’t stop bouncing, penetrating myself over and over with her long erection.

She reached down and grabbed my cock with a tense grip. She squeezed it and massaged it, pulling back my foreskin before teasing my tip with the tip of her long, pointy fingernail. She wouldn’t let me forget that I was having sex with a demon.

“Come on me, Carrick. Don’t hold back,” she said, staring into my eyes. I looked down at my cock, which was still being squeezed in her tight grip. “Don’t look down. Look at me. Look into my eyes and don’t look away.” She was grinning now, staring into my eyes. Now, for the first time, I noticed that her irises were red around her big, black pupils. “Don’t look away,” she said again.

I suddenly felt hypnotised. I could feel her inside of my brain, searching around, making herself at home. She was downloading my memories and memorizing my feelings, though I had no idea how she was doing it. “Now come,” she said.

Suddenly, a pulse of euphoria surged through me. My muscles tensed up and I trembled all over. Then I felt hot gushes shooting out from my tip, blasting her red-tinted chest and streaming down to her abdomen. She let out a soft whimper before rubbing my cum all over her torso.

Still staring into my eyes, she grunted, and then I felt something hot inside of me: very hot, almost burning. It gushed over and over, filling me full. I could feel her cock throbbing, and then she reached down and pulled her cock out from my asshole, leaving me feeling empty.

“Stand up,” she said. So I stood up, stumbling slightly as my legs wobbled. I was strangely exhausted, as if I’d just finished running a marathon. My lips were dry. I could feel something gushing down inside of my body, towards my gaping asshole. “Turn around,” she said. I got one last look at her long erection slumped over her red-tinted thigh before I turned around to look the other way.

“Now what?” I said after a moment of staring at my blank wall. Then I looked back to see her and she was gone. But I knew that she wasn’t just a strange daydream. I had the cum oozing down my inner thighs to prove it: thick globs of demonic semen, and a lot of it—about ten cumshots worth. I rushed to the bathroom before the cum could pool on my carpet. I stood in the shower for the next thirty minutes while the impressive load drained out of me. I watched it pool down on the ground before being swept away by the hot water, swirling down the drain until the only evidence of my ass fucking was my gaping anus.


CHAPTER V

My house came a week later, a number of days after I convinced myself that there wasn’t going to be a new house. It didn’t come immediately like all of the other wishes that came from the succubus, so I assumed I’d done something wrong—maybe I didn’t bounce hard or fast enough on her cock.

I woke up to a phone call, which was very confusing at first. “First, let me just say that we’re all very sorry to hear about your uncle’s passing. We meant to reach out to you sooner, but we had a hard time finding your contact information.”

I was terrified, rushing over to my computer to see if it was true. I only had one living uncle, and he was very close to me. My eyes were already tearing up, and then I saw that he was currently active on Facebook, posting something about some political candidate he didn’t like. “Which uncle are we talking about, sorry?” I asked.

“Your uncle, Richard,” said the lawyer on the other end.

“Uncle Richard?” I said.

“Right. We had a feeling you didn’t know him,” said the lawyer. “When your name came up in the will, we were all very confused, as we didn’t have any family records of a Carrick. But we did some research and we discovered that you are in fact Richard’s nephew. Richard was your grandparents’ firstborn. They were young when they had him, so they put him up for adoption and never told anyone. At least that’s what we’ve been able to determine after quite a bit of research. Before he died, he did a lot of research into your family, and decided that you should inherit his property, as he had no children of his own.”

“His property?” I said.

“It’s a farmhouse just outside of the city. Perhaps we can meet you there and discuss the details of your inheritance.”

So I got dressed and cleaned up and then I rushed over to the farmhouse: my new home in the country. It was much bigger than I was expecting: three thousand square feet, two stories, with a large workshop and a four-car garage. It was on fifty acres of land, half of which was wooded. The house had an amazing view of the mountains. The lawyers met me at the front door. They already had all of the paperwork that I needed to sign. I signed it quickly, feeling excited but a bit nervous that I had some old man killed, and that I’d taken his mansion away from his family.

“Your uncle’s fortune will be going to his lover,” the lawyer said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Alright,” I said.

The lawyer took a deep breath. “We were worried that you would be upset about that.”

“Why would I be upset? Until an hour ago, I didn’t even know I had an Uncle Richard. Now I have this mansion and all of this land.”

The lawyer nodded his head. “You won’t get the fortune, but your uncle did leave a special bank account to pay the property tax. It should be enough to cover the taxes for the next thirty years or so.”

I tried not to express my joy, stopping myself from grabbing the lawyer and hugging him. Maybe Richard really was my long, lost uncle, or maybe the succubus just found a rich dying guy and she scribbled some notes into his will. Either way, I wasn’t about to complain. I had an amazing house—mortgage and tax free—and I had a great job that would earn me a good deal of spending money. For the first time in my life, I could imagine concepts like vacationing and retirement. I felt like I had everything I could ever want, and all I had to do was let a succubus come inside of my asshole—not a bad deal, especially since the ass fucking actually felt kind of nice.

“We’ll leave you alone to grieve,” the lawyer said before leaving with his team. They pulled out from the driveway, leaving me in complete silence: a silence I wasn’t used to. I’d been living in the city for so long that I’d forgotten what true silence was like. I went for a long walk in my private woods, and then I took a seat on the well-maintained porch. I took a deep breath of fresh country air and then I closed my eyes. This was something I could get used to—something I planned on getting used to. Now I just had to terminate my lease on my crappy rental. I could pay my debt off in a matter of months, now that I didn’t have to pay rent. And soon, I would start to save up a fortune. What would I spend the money on? Would I travel? Maybe I could write a novel… I’d always wanted to write a novel.

I walked through my house, entering rooms I’d missed on the initial walkthrough. It was a big house—much bigger than I could ever need, unless I eventually found myself a wife who wanted to have half a dozen children. And maybe that was the nagging feeling I was currently feeling in my heart: maybe I was realizing that I was lonely.

I’d been single for so long. I’d never been in a serious relationship, though I never really pursued one. I didn’t want to look for a wife with a crappy job and a lousy rental house, knowing I would never find a decent girl under those circumstances. But now I had a great job and I had a great house (with a bunch of amazing land). So maybe it was finally time to start dating. Maybe it was time to find myself a wife and complete my happiness.

That evening, I got to work. I found my old camera and I got myself into my nicest clothes, with my hair slicked back. I took a number of pictures down in my new living room, in front of my new fireplace. I took about eighty, posing and smiling slightly differently in each, before I got one that I liked enough to use on my new dating profile. It took me three hours to fill in all the information, being extra careful with each word, not wanting to scare away my potential soul mate. I took my profile live around midnight, and then I instantly started swiping on girls.

I couldn’t believe how many girls were on the app in my city. I figured there would be a few dozen—maybe a hundred at most—but there were new faces after a long hour of swiping every few seconds. It seemed like half the female population was on that app! Surely I would find a suitable pair. Surely I would match with at least one of the beautiful girls I was swiping on. After one hour, I must have swiped right on at least eighty cuties.

I went to bed buzzing with excitement. I couldn’t wait to embark on this new chapter of my life: new dating prospects, a new house, no debt, and a job that didn’t make me want to kill myself. When I woke up, I quickly grabbed my phone to see which girls swiped on me.

And then my heart fluttered down into my stomach. I had no new matches—nobody swiped right on me. But I wasn’t defeated just yet; it had only been about eight hours, and all of those girls were probably sleeping. So I waited another day, grabbing my phone quickly the next morning, and then feeling that same fizzling defeat deep in my gut. The girls I picked weren’t showing any affection back. Maybe I made the mistake of setting my standards too high. Maybe I needed to go back and swipe on some more modest girls: girls who wouldn’t necessarily be approved to walk in the Victoria’s Secret Fashion Show. I spent the morning swiping: another hundred girls or so. But the next morning, I still had no new prospects. A few girls swiped back on me, but wouldn’t reply after I messaged them.

So I lowered my standards even more, swiping on the most normal looking girls I found. And then, a few hours later, I finally got a match.

Her name was Aria. She was a few years younger than me, but a few pounds heavier. She wore glasses, which weren’t very flattering on her face, but she certainly wasn’t ugly by any means. Her teeth were somewhat crooked and her eyes were somewhat small—but she seemed nice, and she replied quickly to my introductory message. After casually chatting for two days, we agreed to meet up at a café.

I didn’t recognize her when I walked into the café. She was sitting at a table near the corner, wearing a red top and purple tights. She didn’t quite look like her pictures: a few pounds heavier and with much blotchier skin. She looked at me and then looked away quickly, pretending like she didn’t see me. Then her face became dark red as she pressed her lips thin. So I walked over and gently tapped her on the shoulder. “Aria?” I said.

She looked up at me with wide, fearful eyes. “Oh. Carrick? Hi,” she didn’t stand up or offer me her hand. She was shy—almost crippled with anxiety. I took the seat across from her and waited a moment while she squirmed in her seat.

“I’m glad we could meet,” I said.

She nodded her head quickly. “Cool,” she said, her face becoming even redder.

“Is something wrong?”

She looked up at me and forced an awkward smile, showing more teeth than I would have liked to see. “Nothing’s wrong,” she said. “I just—I’ve never been on a date before.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Well it’s supposed to be fun,” I said. “So please don’t be nervous.”

She just stared at me blankly.

“So tell me about yourself,” I said.

And that blank stare continued for a long moment. “Like what?” she said.

I laughed. “Like anything. What do you do for work?”

It was a long afternoon, trying to get her to open up. After an hour in the café, I realized she was going to need more than coffee if she was going to allow herself to have an interesting conversation, so I convinced her to join me at the pub—the same pub where I first met the succubus.

I went to the bathroom after we walked in. “Find a table and I’ll be right back,” I said. When I came back, she was sitting at the same table where the succubus sat, making my skin tingle. As I sat across from her, I couldn’t help but think of the succubus: her beautiful face, her amazing curves, her soft tits, and her long cock. I swear I could still feel her pointy fingernails gliding on my back when I conjured the image of her face in my mind.

The thought of her beautiful face made the face across from me seem rather dull—which I wasn’t proud of. Aria seemed like a nice girl. She was becoming more and more chatty as the alcohol began to work through her system. But she was no succubus. She didn’t have hot sex in her DNA. She couldn’t seduce me with a single glance. In fact, I was struggling to decide whether or not I would sleep with her at all if that was something that she wanted.

I slipped away to the bathroom again after our third drink. I checked my phone, checking my dating app to see if any better prospects had swiped on me. But there were no new faces when I clicked on ‘matches’. “Shit,” I mumbled. Maybe Aria was the type of girl that I was meant to be with. Maybe she was in my league. She was young enough to have kids—and isn’t that basically what I wanted? A wife who would eventually take care of my children? Did I really need her to be beautiful? Did I need her to be dripping with sex?

I turned around to head back to my date, and then I jumped back as my gaze fell upon the succubus, standing with me in the bathroom. “Jesus, you scared me!” I said.

“You scare easily,” she said with her little grin. She walked over to the mirror and leaned forward, as if she was checking her makeup. She puckered her lips and then used the tip of her finger to fix an unnoticeable smudge. “So you summoned me again,” she said. “What is it this time?”

“I did?” I asked. My heart was still pounding.

She nodded her head. I’d never had a good look at her backside before that moment. She had a great ass: perky and round and full. I was tempted to walk up and slap it, but I didn’t want to be hitting a demon on the behind. “So? The house isn’t good enough for you? Already sick of your job? Wish your date was hotter?” She turned to me, flashing her big eyes.

I cleared my throat as a peculiar guilt churned in my gut. “Uh, the last one,” I said before forcing a nervous smile.

She giggled. “But what about her personality? Is it just the looks holding you back, Carrick?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. She’s a bit shy. It would be nice if she was more outgoing.” I cleared my throat again. “Maybe more flirty. And yeah—a nicer body and maybe a cuter face. And I’m not huge on the glasses.”

The succubus shook her head, laughing.

“What is it?” I asked.

“You used to be much more modest. Now you’re a man who knows what he wants.”

I felt my cheeks turning red. “I mean—I could go through years of tedious dating, or we can just figure it out right here, right?” I said.

“Sure. That’s what I’m all about,” she said, stepping towards me. She put her hands on my shoulders. “I just think it’s cute that you want your date to be more like me.” She winked and my face turned redder. I supposed I was essentially describing the succubus, minus the red skin—though I would have been happy if my date had the red-tinted skin, as I found it to be rather sexy.

I nodded my head and shrugged my shoulders. “So is it something we can do?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she said. “Turn around and bend over.”

My heart stuttered. I only hesitated for a moment before turning and putting my hands down on the bathroom counter. I bent over and she took my pants down with a quick yank. Then she stepped up to me and pressed her pelvis against my bum. Her body was warm and her bulge was already big and hard. She gently grinded herself against me, running her long nails up and down my sides, tickling my ribs and making my legs tremble. Then she fished into her panties and pulled it out: her big, hard erection.

I let a little gasp slip. “You’re already hard,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue.

“When I heard you calling, I had a feeling you would be getting right down to business.” I could hear her smirk in her voice as I felt her slimy erection sliding up between my butt cheeks. She pressed her tip against my hole and then used both of her clawed hands to spread my butt cheeks wide. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs.

She pushed her thick cock into my ass. I could feel its warmth, throbbing inside of me. I tried not to clench, but I had a few weak moments where I couldn’t help myself. She slid in deep, rubbing my anal walls with her pulsing veins. “That feels so good,” I groaned as her tip pressed into my sweet spot. She rubbed her hands up and down my sides again before bringing them back to my ass.

“Try not to come too quickly,” she said before thrusting. In and out: over and over, massaging my walls and stretching my hole. I clutched the sink firmly, trying not to moan too loudly. Was this supposed to be a sacrifice that I was making so my wish would come true? Was I supposed to hate this ass fucking? I didn’t hate it; I loved it. The moment I saw her standing with me in that bathroom, I couldn’t wait to place a wish so that we could get down and dirty again. Maybe I even made the wish just so she would bend me over. I was already trying to think of other reasons to summon her in the future. Maybe I should have asked for my date to become endowed with a long, thick cock just like hers.

Or maybe I was getting too swept up in her sex appeal. Maybe I was getting too involved with the demon—letting her take away a little bit too much of my soul. But how could I resist? Her cock felt so good and her body looked so amazing. I even loved when she leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “Do you like that?” she asked. Her cock curved in an impossible way, sliding through my body like a snake, while somehow remaining hard and erect.

She kept pumping while I groaned and clutched at the bathroom sink, and then I heard her whimper before feeling the hot gushes of cum blasting off inside of my body. I gasped and clenched and then she pulled her long shaft out from my body, leaving me with a gaping hole. Then I heard the bathroom door being pushed open, so I bent over and quickly pulled up my pants.

Standing at the door was a man with a long moustache. He stopped and stared at me for a long moment while my face became a deep shade of crimson. I looked back and saw that the succubus was gone. I said nothing to the man as I slipped out from the bathroom, while the succubus cum pooled in my underwear.

My date was still sitting at the table, still with her glasses and her crooked teeth. I sat down quietly across from her and tried to force a smile. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Then the front door of the pub opened and a gorgeous blonde walked in. She didn’t look much different than the succubus, if the succubus had pale white skin instead of red-tinted demon skin. The girl looked around and then spotted my date. “Aria? Is that you?” she said. Aria turned around and her eyes lit up.

“Marika?” Aria said. She sprung up and hugged her friend. The embrace lasted a long moment, and then the girls started chatting. “Have a seat! Oh my God—I haven’t seen you in so long.”

Marika sat down and looked at me. “Hello,” she said. I reached out my hand, knowing I was looking at my new date, and my succubus assigned partner—maybe even my future wife.

“I’m Carrick,” I said with a grin. She was perfect: exactly my type, as if the succubus dug into my brain and created her from my own imagination. The girls continued to chat. We ordered more drinks, and I mostly remained quiet, listening to Marika’s voice and wondering if I really was hearing the voice of my soul mate: someone I would be spending the rest of my life with.

Aria drank the rest of her fourth beer and then her eyes suddenly became glossy. “I need to use the bathroom,” she said, pushing by her friend and stumbling up to her feet. Her skin was a shade of green. I had a feeling she wasn’t used to drinking much. She ran off to the bathroom, leaving me alone with Marika. We chatted for the next hour while Aria puked into the pub toilet.

“Are you real?” I asked Marika.

She laughed. “What kind of question is that?”

“Well, not to sound weird, but I feel like I thought about you right before you walked into this pub, and then you suddenly became real.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m pretty sure I’m real.”

“So why did you come here?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well you didn’t know Aria was here, so why did you come to the pub?”

She stared at me with a glossy look. “For a beer, I think. I don’t know—I don’t remember why I came.” She laughed nervously. “Is that weird?”

I nodded my head. “It’s kind of weird,” I said.

“I guess it is weird,” she said.

“Have you ever seen a demon?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes, still smirking cautiously. “What kind of question is that?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m just curious, I guess.”

She shook her head. “I don’t think so. But I did have a weird nightmare last night.”

“Tell me about it,” I said.

Her face suddenly became red. She bit down on her bottom lip and then she looked around the room. “I don’t know. It’s not really appropriate. It was just a dream.”

“Like a sex dream?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes and nodded her head. “I had a dream that I was with a woman. She had red skin, but she was very beautiful.”

“And then what happened?” I asked.

She laughed, her face turning even redder. “Stuff happened,” she said.

“You had sex?” I said, leaning over the table. “Tell me: did she have girl parts or boy parts?”

Now Marika wasn’t smiling. She was staring into my eyes with strangely pale skin. “I don’t want to talk about this anymore.”

“Just tell me. I need to know,” I said.

“Why?”

“Are you real or not? Did she create you—the demon girl? She sent you to me, right?”

“I should go see if my friend is okay,” she said. She stood up and walked away without saying anything else, and then I didn’t see her again until I looked out the window fifteen minutes later and saw her helping her friend into a cab. She got into the same cab and then they zipped off. Apparently I scared her away.

And in that moment, I learned a strange lesson: the succubus’ gifts weren’t guaranteed. She could put a plate of steak down in front of me, but it would still turn rotten if I waited three weeks to eat it. The gorgeous blonde was a gifted opportunity that I wasted. I could waste the house if I wasn’t careful—just by leaving a candle burning in the wrong place. And I could probably waste my new job if I decided to slack off. The succubus’ gifts weren’t guarantees.


CHAPTER VI

That weekend was a long weekend—an especially long weekend, as I was already getting Fridays off. Back when I was working on the floor, I would count down the days to long weekends. Now, I had no idea what I was supposed to do with the extra time. Three days already seemed like too long of a time with nothing to do. I paced around my property on Friday, and then I did the same thing on Saturday. I spent Sunday playing video games and watching movies, and then Monday rolled around and I horribly bored.

I decided to watch some porn, hoping to elicit a bit of euphoria to make the day less dull. I put on a hot lesbian video, but it wasn’t enough to get me excited. Then I found myself exploring the darker corners of the porn websites, looking at tranny videos, which I’d never considered watching before. I found videos of well-endowed girls thrusting into beautiful petite blondes. These videos got me hard, but they weren’t enough to get me off. I tried jerking myself for fifteen minutes, and then I stopped. I needed more. I wanted to experience that amazing pleasure that I felt with the succubus.

So I searched my house for something that could work as a dildo. I found a plastic-wrapped cucumber in the fridge. I covered it with slick lubricant and then I pushed it into my bum. It felt nice, especially once I got it aimed in the correct direction to hit my sweet spot, but it was still missing that warmth and that throbbing. So after another fifteen minutes, I gave up on masturbation. But I hadn’t given up on finding pleasure.

I closed my eyes and tried to think of the succubus’ face. I forced myself to think of something that I wanted, something that she could give me. I had to think hard because I already had everything I’d ever dreamed of. The image of a garden came into my head. I’d never been much into gardening, but now I had this huge property, so it only seemed fitting to have a garden. “I wish I had a garden,” I whispered while thinking of her beautiful face. I didn’t know how to summon her—I’d never done it intentionally before.

But apparently my weird attempt worked, because there she was in front of me when I opened my eyes. “A garden?” she said. “You can’t drive yourself down to the gardening centre?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know anything about gardening and wouldn’t know where to start.”

“Isn’t the learning part of the fun, Carrick?” she asked, narrowing her eyes with a big smirk. She could see right through my phony wish.

I shrugged my shoulders again. “Well you’re here now, aren’t you?”

“You really want a garden, Carrick?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Then she stepped towards me, put both of her hands on my face, pulled me forward gently, and then kissed me softly on the lips. My heart bounced, pounding into my ribcage. Then she leaned back. “Okay. There’s your garden,” she said.

“Wait—that’s it?”

She laughed. “That’s it,” she said.

I ran over to the window and looked out. There was a ten by ten foot garden now outside my back door. I turned and looked back at the succubus, forcing a smile onto my face. “It’s kind of small though, don’t you think?”

“How big do you want it, Carrick?”

“Bigger than that. What would I have to do to make it, say, twice as big?”

“Another kiss,” she said.

“What about three times as big?”

She shook her head. “Did you summon me so that I would fuck you in the asshole, Carrick?” she asked. My heart stammered. I blushed and then I smiled. “Well I’m flattered. But you know I’m very busy. You aren’t the only person with my number. And I can’t exactly be wasting my time planting flowers for you—flowers you don’t even want.”

“Okay, I’ll confess: I didn’t really want the garden. I just wanted to be with you.”

“You’re lonely? Then you shouldn’t have scared off that pretty, young girl. She liked you a lot, Carrick.”

I nodded my head. “But did she? Or did you just trick her into liking me? She said you came to her in a nightmare. Did you?”

“Is that not good enough for you? Isn’t that what you summoned me for: to trick people for you?”

I shook my head. “I don’t like tricking people.”

Her eyes narrowed and her grin grew larger. “You really think you had a long lost uncle named Richard? Do you really think your boss needed a mumbling sales guy to work on the top floor of the head office?”

“That’s different,” I said.

“How so?” she asked, widening her eyes, staring into my eyes.

I was silent. I didn’t know how it was different. Maybe she was right: maybe there was no difference between tricking a girl into liking me and tricking a CEO into thinking he needed me. “Well that girl—she didn’t stick around anyway.”

“Because you scared her away. I can do my thing, but you still have your freewill.”

I stared at her, feeling a terrible trembling deep inside of my body. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Did I not deserve anything that I had? Was that crappy rental house and that horrible job really what I deserved? “My friends—did they summon you?”

“Friends?” she said.

“Pablo and Orwell. They were both just like me, and then suddenly they had everything. They summoned you, right?”

She shook her head. “Your friends did that on their own. But don’t be so sad—look around you. Is this not everything you wanted? If you were still at your old job, you’d be working today, wouldn’t you?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know if this is what I want.”

“Then what do you want?”

I stood silently for a moment. “I want to be happy,” I said.

She nodded her head. “For that, you’ll have to take off your clothes and lie on your stomach.”

I hesitated, not sure I wanted to go further down the succubus rabbit hole. I had nearly everything I wanted: the house, the job, and the money. I still wanted a girl, but I knew I didn’t want the succubus having anything to do with that. And the more I thought about it, the more I began to think I didn’t want her to have anything to do with any of my ‘accomplishments’. I felt empty, and that empty feeling was so much worse than all of the debt and the early morning alarms.

Still, I took off my clothes and placed myself flat on the ground. She was suddenly on top of me, straddling me with her warm, soft body. She leaned forward, pressing her breasts against my back, running her fingertips down the skin of my arms. “Just relax,” she said. “And keep your eyes closed.”

Her hands moved down to my bum. She used her clawed fingers to pry my ass cheeks wide, and then she slipped her slick cock inside of my body. It squirmed in like a warm, wet snake, pushing in deep until her pelvis was pressed against my bum.

“Be still,” she said with her smooth voice. Then she began to fuck me, lifting up and plunging down, exploring the inside of my body with her long cock. It felt good: better than good. I groaned and drool began to tease the corner of my mouth. Her thick veins felt amazing as they slid up and down. I could feel her thick tip everywhere it went, massaging all the right places. She grabbed me firmly by the sides, next to the small of my back, and she thrusted hard, slapping my ass with her pelvis.

I couldn’t see her, but I could see her shadow against the wall. I could see her wings flapping with each penetration. I could even see the length of her long cock when she pulled back: almost a foot of hard cock, dripping with some sort of natural lubricant. I could feel everything, each time she pushed in.

I came first: my cock unloading a pool of cum underneath my abdomen. I screamed and groaned and squirmed, and then she pinned me down tighter. “Keep your eyes closed,” she said. So I stopped watching her tits bouncing in her shadow. I shut my eyes tight, and then I felt her slam down hard, suddenly unloading her impressive cumshot, which was like twenty loads combined into one. She sunk her nails into my skin, breaking the skin slightly. Then she pulled her long shaft out of my body and she released me.

I waited a moment. “Can I open my eyes now?” I asked once I’d caught my breath.

She didn’t reply. I had a feeling that she was gone, so I opened my eyes. She wasn’t there, but that’s not what shocked me: nothing was there. My house was gone and I was back in the crappy rental, on the floor next to the couch. I sprung up quickly.

“Hello?” I called out. There was no response.

Then my phone buzzed. I had a text message from Benny, my old manager. ‘I need you to come in ten minutes early tomorrow to help with a new display,’ he wrote. The message was confusing. Did he forget that he was fired? I went into my e-mail and saw that I had nothing from my new boss at the head office. Was I just waking up from a month-long dream? Was there never a promotion or a dead Uncle Richard?

I walked into work slowly the next morning, stepping through those department store doors for the first time in many weeks. Benny was standing there in his work outfit. “I said ten minutes early, not eight minutes early,” he said with a grunt.

“Sorry, sir,” I said.

Just like that, all of the succubus’ gifts were gone. I asked for happiness, and she took everything away. I wasn’t happy, but at least that empty feeling was gone. I wasn’t looking forward to long workweeks with little pay, and debt that would take me decades to pay off, but at least no one was suffering on my behalf. “Should I get started on that display?” I asked.

It was a long week, back at the old job, sleeping on the old bed, pleading with the old landlord for an extension on my rent. I have to admit: I was tempted many times to summon the succubus, to ask for everything back (and to get another anal massage out of the deal), but I remembered that bored, empty feeling—and that guilt that came with knowing I was knocking other people down to get ahead.

I saw Orwell on the street, walking with a group of men in suits. He saw me and waved, and then he sent me a text message an hour later. “Sorry I couldn’t chat earlier. We should meet up sometime.”

I thought about ignoring his message. Now that he wasn’t poor like me, I felt like I didn’t want to be associated with him. I didn’t want to have a person around me that would constantly serve as a reminder that I was broke. But I decided to meet up with him, to be nice, and to see if I couldn’t figure out how I could get ahead in my own life.

“I started waking up fifteen minutes earlier than normal,” he told me. “I would do a quick workout, and that was it. Then, after a couple months of that, I decided to make other small changes. I stopped drinking soda. I stopped watching porn. I threw out my video games. And then I found myself with a lot of free time, which I used to do stuff like volunteering and learning French.”

“You learned French?” I asked. “Why did you never mention any of this stuff?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I always assumed you didn’t want to hear about it.”

So that next morning, I woke up fifteen minutes before my alarm. I did a quick workout: my first workout in a very long time. I was sore and tired for the next week, but I kept with it. And then I started cutting soda out of my diet—and beer, and chips. I downloaded a language-learning app and started learning German, for no reason in particular. Then, a month later, I decided to volunteer at my local hospital. It wasn’t the most glamorous volunteering gig, but it felt good to help people who needed help.

It was 2:00 AM and I was at my volunteer post when the CEO of our company came in: the man with the bald head and the white beard, who was my boss for a month in an alternate timeline. He looked at me strangely. “Don’t you work in sales?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “I have a shift in six hours,” I said. “I was just about to head home to get some sleep.”

“Could you point me towards the ICU? I’m here to see my nephew’s kid.”

I gave him a map of the hospital and I showed him where the ICU was. Then he looked at me and said, “Thanks. Don’t stay up too late tonight, alright?”

“Yes, sir.”

It was three days later when he came into the store and spotted me. “You—just the man I came here for. What’s your name?”

“Carrick, sir.”

“Carrick. We’ve got an opening at head office. I was hoping you could come and interview for the position, but I didn’t know your name, so I wasn’t sure who to call for.”

“That sounds great,” I said. I interviewed for the job, and then I got it. It wasn’t on the top floor and it wasn’t in a corner office, but I was working my way up. I was put on a half-decent salary, which was enough to start chipping away at my debt. It also helped that I stopped drinking every night, so I had much more spare income. It was a month later when I got another promotion. I used the bonus that came with it to put a down payment on a house in the country: nothing quite as big as what I got from my fake Uncle Richard, but it was a step in the right direction.

The kitchen badly needed redone: still with the original finishings from the 50s. I hired a contractor to redo the layout, and then I hired an interior designer to figure out the small details, to make the space come alive. She showed up for our initial meeting on a Saturday afternoon—and I was floored. She was beautiful: thin and blonde, with an adorable face and long eyelashes. We talked for an hour about my house and then we talked for three more hours about each other.

We talked for so long that the sun had set without me realizing it. “Should we order some takeout?” I asked.

“Sure. That sounds great,” she said, with her cute smile.

“I just need to use the washroom, then we’ll get some Chinese.”

“I love Chinese,” she said.

I went to the bathroom and then I looked out the small window above the sink. Standing in my yard was the succubus, staring at me with a big grin. She didn’t stick around for long: just for a moment before vanishing in the blink of an eye.

I used the bathroom, ordered the food, and then we chatted for another few hours. We split a bottle of wine. The conversation became more and more personal. Now we were sharing secrets and staring into each other’s eyes. I leaned over the couch to give her a kiss, and then she leaned back, dodging my kiss.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I need to tell you something,” she said.

My heart stuttered. “What is it?” I had a bad feeling I knew what was coming: she was about to tell me that she summoned the succubus, and that I’d been manipulated to fit into her life. Was I tricked into liking her, the same way the succubus tricked Marika into liking me at the pub?

“I was born a boy. I still have a penis,” she said. She bit her lip as her skin turned pale.

And I couldn’t help but smirk. Did the succubus have something to do with her? How could someone so perfect just land in my lap, without any sort of magic? Then I remembered all of my hard work: working out in the mornings, going the extra distance at work, cutting out bad food and video games and replacing it all with self improvement. Maybe I did deserve my new job and my new house and my new girl.

I leaned in and kissed her.

THE END
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