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      College is supposed to be when a young man can break free of family and experience life on his own. I’d dreamed about getting away from home for years, but my plans were destroyed when Mom informed me I’d have to live at home and attend a state school with my sisters.

      “But I got into Princeton. With a full-ride scholarship! All you need to do is sign the release form and I can get away from Loren and Crystal. I can finally have a life.”

      “I’m sorry, Bryce,” she said with a sad shake of her head as she pushed the stack of financial forms away from her. “You know how hard things these past few years have been, with your father’s passing and the girls so involved with their sorority… I need you here, Bryce.”

      “Are you serious?” I asked in stunned disbelief. A part of me suspected this would be her response, but I’d let myself build up the fantasy of packing my bag and never looking back, and now it was slipping through my fingers. My lips twisted into a bitter frown, and I felt the acid of anger eating away at my insides. “You’ve always treated them better than me. Because they’re your blood and I’m not.”

      “Bryce,” she said, hurt registering on her exquisite features, “you don’t mean that…”

      “I don’t?” I said, hating myself but unable to bottle my anger as it fueled the words pouring forth. “Then why am I the only one who can’t go out on the weekend? Why do I cook every meal while they’re always locked in their rooms? I’m treated like a slave!”

      Her features stiffened and spots of color spread on her cheeks. I sensed I’d gone too far, but the anger still churned in my guts. Unwilling to sit around and hear the same lecture again about how the girls chipped in, in their own way, I grabbed the papers and rose to go.

      “Bryce, it will all work out,” she said, reaching out a hand as if to stop me from going.

      Hating myself, I hesitated, hairs raising on the back of my arm, but her hand never closed on my wrist and an angry snarl escaped my throat as I stalked up to my room. My stepmom has never been a warm and loving person. Beautiful, yes. Gorgeous even. In fact, she and my sisters were so beautiful it was difficult going out in public with them, even to the grocery store, without a dozen men and even a few women following us around, offering to help with anything they needed.

      I threw my bedroom door shut behind me and locked myself away for hours, refusing to come down and make dinner. I half thought that would force my lazy sisters or mom to cook for themselves, but they didn’t, and the guilt eventually got to me. Going down after ten, I made sandwiches and shoved one in my mouth when the girls came running downstairs to grab them.

      “Finally!” Crystal growled, stalking back upstairs after grabbing one.

      “Thanks, Bryce,” Loren said, pulling up a stool to the counter and starting to eat. “Mom told me you got accepted to Princeton. You don’t want to go to a stuffy ivy-league, though, do you?”

      “Of course, I do. Anything to get away from here.”

      “Are we really that terrible?” Loren asked, her large baby-blue eyes softening in a way that melted my heart every time. “I know it’s been hard on you these last three years, but you’re almost a man… And things will change after the big day.”

      “Ha!” I laughed bitterly. I’d been hearing the same from Loren and my mom for years.

      My stepmom had been born and raised in eastern Europe and had passed down some strange ideas to her daughters.

      “You still haven’t told me what you want for your birthday.”

      “Don’t bother,” I said, grabbing a bottle of water and heading for the stairs.

      “What about tickets to the game Friday night?”

      “Don’t tease me—” I cut off in a strangled hiss when she held up four long ticket stubs with the team’s logo emblazoned across the center.

      “Center court,” Loren said, her smile growing pleased when she saw my reaction.

      “Holy shit, Loren. Lebron’s playing that night!”

      “I know, little bro.” She flashed me one of her incredible smiles and waved the tickets. “And we’ll be there to see him get crushed!”

      “I don’t know what to say,” I said, stepping forward and reaching to draw Loren into a hug.

      “Hey! You know the rules, nerd!”

      My good cheer melted into bitterness as I was reminded once again of where I stood. Nodding, I smiled in thanks as I took the tickets, careful not to touch her as I turned to go.

      “It’s going to be fun!” Loren added as I headed upstairs, but it sounded weak even to myself.

      Falling onto my bed, I checked out the tickets and saw Loren was right. These were amazing seats, right in center court and down near the floor. I don’t know how she managed to get them, but I couldn’t wait to go, even if it would be with one of my sisters.

      Ever since I could remember, there had been a no touching policy in our household. It was explained to me when Dad brought my stepmom and her daughters over from Eastern Europe that their culture frowned upon it. I thought it was strange, but I wasn’t the only one who had to live like that. Even my dad never touched his new bride and would often wear gloves around the house.

      If that had been the last of their strangeness, I might have been fine with it, but things only got odder from there. For a young man who’d only known a life of solitude with a father who traveled for work, any addition to our household was a positive. But I’d been handed a list of chores that first night, and my pleasure had turned to bitterness when I saw how long the list was.

      I felt like the male version of Cinderella. From cooking to mailing bills and taking out the trash, I did most of the household chores. If Loren and Crystal had contributed more than nominal amounts, it wouldn’t have been so bad, but the girls lived like princesses—never leaving their rooms unless they had class or a sorority event and were given every allowance by my mom and dad.

      It wouldn’t have been that bad if I wasn’t tortured by the sight of them every day, which made me feel guilty for the secret desires that kicked around in my head.

      Mom and my sisters are the type that cause rooms to fall silent when they enter, as every eye turns to take in their unparalleled beauty. The first thing people notice is their hair, which stood out before other women started getting their hair dyed in a similar fashion. Mom’s is black, fading into silvery white near the tips, matching Crystal’s, while Loren’s is blonde fading to similar silvery tips.

      If their hair doesn’t draw the eye, then their high cheekbones, startlingly green eyes and full mouths will. I don’t think my mom has ever put on makeup, but she always looks as pristine as a model. Loren and Crystal take after her, with a fresh-faced beauty that can stop a man in his tracks, leaving him lost and trying to remember where he was going, or even his own name.

      And finally, if their gorgeous faces don’t steal the watcher’s heart, their figures will undoubtedly dry the mouth and set the heart racing. I’ve been tortured to witness all three sunning in the backyard in their bikinis and know every nook and cranny of their bodies from hours of secret observation through my blinds. I’m not proud of it, but the sight was too irresistible to ignore.

      Crystal takes after her mother in figure and shape. With heavy breasts looking almost obscene on their slender bodies, that seemed to defy gravity, and asses as round as they were firm, they both looked like they’d been ripped straight from a comic book.

      Loren is the opposite of Mom and Crystal in many ways. Where Mom and Crystal maintained a dignified poise most of the time, Loren can be a spitfire of energy and excitement. Her personality was as big as she was tiny. Standing a foot shorter than her sister, she was so delicate I worried I might break her if I ever handled her. Not that that would ever be a concern.

      The day my stepmom and her daughters moved in, my dad and new stepmom, Adrianna, sat me down and laid down house rules going forward. The first of which, and the strangest, was that under no circumstances, even to save them from choking, was I to touch my new sisters or mom. Adrianna explained a cultural taboo and the need to maintain appearances, but I stopped listening in my teenage anger.

      Even then I could see the future ahead of me and it wasn’t filled with the loving family I’d hoped to finally have when the three beauties stepped off the plane. My dreams were dashed that afternoon and I resigned myself to a sad and lonely life, surrounded by women more beautiful than anything I’d ever seen—who were literally untouchable.

      For the past three years I’d clung to the dream of escaping to college, but I wasn’t eighteen yet and without a signature from my stepmom I would not make it. Staring at the financial forms, a wild anger swept through me, and I grabbed a pen. Scrawling my stepmom’s name across the form, I felt a wave of giddiness come over me. I wasn’t a rule breaker, but I’d reached my breaking point and made a decision right there and then.
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      Grabbing my workout bag from varsity basketball, I started stuffing clothes inside it. My frustration was at a boiling point, and I wasn’t going to put up with it anymore. Hopping on my computer, I bought a bus ticket with the last of my summer job money. Staring at the confirmation page, guilt settled on me, but I shoved it aside and repeated to myself all the injustices I’d been forced to endure over the past four years.

      My mind made up, I grabbed the bag and headed downstairs, eager to be gone before I changed my mind. I came up short when I found my mom sitting in the foyer on the wooden bench. When she picked up her head, I noticed red rimming her eyes and could tell she’d been crying.

      “Don’t try to stop me—” I said, the emotions so powerful I choked on the word and had to take a deep breath before I could go on.

      “I know how much we’ve asked of you, Bryce,” she said, voice soft as she beseeched me. “But please… it won’t always be like this. You have to believe me.”

      “Why should I? Since you arrived, I’ve been a slave. You don’t even cook for yourselves! I’m sick of it!”

      “It’s… complicated.” She reached out to me but drew back at the last moment, face pained. “Please, Bryce. We need you… I need you. It’s important you’re here when you reach manhood. We can’t afford to lose you too...”

      “To what?” I asked, sensing she was keeping some great secret back from me.

      “My distant cousins will be visiting this week. Don’t you want to be here when they arrive?”

      “Don’t try to change the subject,” I said. I’d been hearing about all manner of distant cousins who’d remained back in the old country for years, but she wasn’t going to divert me.

      “I’m not changing the subject,” she said, lips pursing with the lie. Giving a deep sigh, she shook her head. “I can see we’ve pushed you to the breaking point… I didn’t want to corrupt you in this way, before you’ve reached your majority, but I will, if I have to, Bryce.”

      “You’ll what?” I asked, growing wary as she rose, hands clutched before her, causing her silky robe to conform to the massive swell of her breasts.

      My eyes betrayed me. Dropping down the dark V of her robe to take in the outline of her nipples pressed against the silky material. She caught my gaze, and I felt my cheeks heat as a knowing smile grew on Mom’s lips. Feeling like a cornered animal, I backed up into the banister as she sauntered closer, the scent of her floral perfume suddenly overpowering, my head filling with wicked thoughts that pushed out the desire to run away.

      “Heavens know I’ve tried to save you from this, Bryce. I don’t know what it could do to you down the road… but I have no choice… We can’t afford to lose you.” Her words didn’t make sense, and I opened my mouth to argue, but her next words stilled my tongue. “For a short while, I knew a love that was true, but no more.”

      As I was puzzling through the strangeness of that, Mom’s hand fell on my arm. I flinched at the touch, staring at her hand resting on the bare skin as if it were a live viper. After more than three years with the prohibition, seeing it broken so easily filled me with confusion and anger atop what had already been growing inside, but when I glared up at Mom, her eyes were closed, and silent tears fell down her cheeks.

      “What the fuck’s wrong with you?” I asked, snatching back my arm, and rubbing the place her fingers had rested. The skin tingled, and the outline of each finger on my flesh was emblazoned in my memory as I stepped away from her. “I thought you were allergic to me or something? Wasn’t it a taboo in your homeland to touch a stepson or was that a lie too?”

      My anger was growing, and I felt no desire to rein it in as I roared, but when her eyes snapped open, she stared at me with such shock and something else less definable written across her gorgeous features that my anger dissolved.

      “You’re still angry with me?” she asked, shock written into every word. “You’re still angry with me…” The shock faded into wonder and before I could react, she reached out and grabbed me by the shoulders, lips stretching into a beatific grin when my only reaction was to frown.

      “Are you ok, Mom? You’re scaring—”

      My voice cut off into a strangle when she yanked me forward and into a fierce hug. For a woman slender as a willow, she showed surprising strength as she held me tight and though I wanted to still be angry, I found it impossible as I hugged my stepmom back. It was a strange thing to hug my mom for the first time, standing in the foyer with a duffle bag strapped to my back, but not unpleasant.

      The strangeness only lasted for a second, then I noticed the body pressed against me and terror swept up as I felt myself responding. Her floral perfume was filling my head with strange thoughts, and the feel of her within the circle of my arms with even more, and I released her and tried to step back. Mom held on for a second longer, my ribs creaking as she held tight, then she released me and stepped back, brushing another tear from her cheeks.

      Unlike before, she wasn’t crying from sadness. Joy was written across her face, and eyes wide with a wonder I couldn’t understand.

      “I always knew it would be you, Bryce, but until tonight, I couldn’t be certain… And I wouldn’t risk what it could have done to you.” Her pale green eyes gathered the moonlight, glowing with an inner light as she rose to her full height. “I’m sorry, but we can’t allow you to leave us, my son. You’re far too precious to lose.”

      “Give me one good reason I should stay,” I said, but a part of me already knew I wasn’t running away. The edge had been blunted from my anger, but her strange words awoke an echo as I pulled out my phone and opened the email. “This ticket is non-refundable, and I’ll be in New York in three days unless you can convince me.”

      She frowned at my phone, and I could see her mind spinning. This wasn’t some cry for attention, and she could read it in my expression.

      “You become a man in two days,” she said eventually. “Give us until the weekend to convince you to stay.”

      “Us? Loren and Crystal don’t give a shit about me.”

      “That’s not true,” she said with surprising fierceness, the strength of it banking my own anger as her eyes flared. “They love you more than life itself, and they’re going to prove it, I promise.”

      I frowned, not sure I could believe that my sisters would ever warm to me.

      “There are things about us you don’t understand, Bryce. The girls and I are—” she said, and I thought she was going to say more, but her teeth clicked shut and she shook her head, her words dripping with frustration when she spoke next. “I can’t do it. Hurzak!”

      The last word was uttered in a guttural language. She often swore in it, and once when I’d asked, she said it was Czech, but it hadn’t been in any dictionaries I’d found when I tried to look up its meaning. There was a result of an ancient barbarian dialect, but it was noted in the annals of Rome, and I was certain that wasn’t right. Why would my mom be swearing in a two-thousand-year-old language?

      Sighing, her face relaxed, and she reached out again, resting her fingers on my cheek. Wonder filled her eyes at the touch, and I tried hard not to think about the body trapped beneath sheer silk, inches away from my own.

      “Do you know how incredibly rare you are?”

      There was genuine wonder in her voice as she watched her fingers trace the line of my jaw. “I prayed… to every god that would listen that it would be you and not him… I wouldn’t let myself believe when I saw the signs…” When she saw my frown of confusion she blinked and snatched back her fingers as if scalded and stepped back from me, pressing the hand to her abdomen as she licked her lips. “Give us one week to prove you belong with us; please, Bryce.”

      “Fine,” I relented. “But after that, I’m gone.”

      “I understand. I’ll even sign the forms now, so you don’t have to worry.” Guilt washed over me, and I grimaced. “You already forged my signature, didn’t you?” She drew in a deep breath, and I could see the mom want to come out in her, but she kept it under wraps and nodded. “We’ll talk about it in the morning.”

      The phrase was familiar, but not the warmth with which she said it, and I let myself relax.

      “I promise things will get better, Bryce.” Pulling the robe tight, Mom stepped towards the stairs. As the silky material tightened, it conformed itself to her body, and I felt my mouth dry as it hugged the cheeks of her ass. She turned before stepping into the shadows, lips curling into a little grin. “You’ll see, baby. You’ll get everything you’ve ever dreamed about… and more.”

      Leaving with a mysterious smile, I was left to walk back to my room, feeling confused and warmer than the weather called for. Falling into bed, I was so discombobulated I didn’t even beat off, a first, before falling asleep.
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      When I woke in the late morning, things didn’t feel as immediate as they had the night before and I wrote off my momentary madness. I couldn’t get my mom’s strange comments out of my head, though, and all morning I could feel the ghost of her touch upon my cheek. I finished my chores and took a shower, getting ready to head over to a friend’s house to shoot hoops when Loren popped her head in the bathroom.

      “Hey, knock first!” I said, pulling a towel down and wrapping myself hastily.

      “As if I’d care what you’re carrying,” Loren said, but her eyes betrayed her words, and I shifted uncomfortably when they remained fixed upon the long outline of my manhood beneath the towel.

      “What do you want? I’m getting ready.”

      “Mom told me about what happened last night… Do you want to talk?”

      “There’s nothing to talk about. She won’t let me leave for a week, anyway. So, you’ll get fed.”

      “Bryce, I don’t care about that,” she said, face registering anger as she stepped into the bathroom and gestured emphatically. “You can’t leave us. We love you.”

      “Why do I not believe you?” I asked, feeling uncomfortable as I became aware of the heat radiating off Loren’s body. “You and Crystal barely say a word to me. You’ve never hung out with me at school or showed up to watch my games. Why would I think you do now?”

      “We’ve always cared.” Loren's voice was stiff, but I could read the hurt in her and it cut at my insides. “You might not understand why we can’t show it… but you will.” She gave a firm nod and stepped back from me. For a second, it had looked like she was going to reach out and touch me, but instead she clasped her hands together before herself. “Soon you’ll understand everything. Why we’ve needed you to prepare our meals for us, and why we can’t touch you, for your own good.”

      “Another lie,” I said, feeling my upper lip curl into a sneer.

      “It’s the truth, Bryce.” Her openness made me want to believe her, but I shook my head and crossed my arms before my chest, trying to ignore how her eyes bounced down to my crotch when I leaned back.

      “Then why did Mom touch my cheek last night and give me a hug?”

      Loren’s face screwed up in confusion and I threw up my hand in disgust, pushing past her on my way out of the bathroom. Ignoring the long-standing taboo, my hand connected with her shoulder, though she tried to jerk clear. The moment it did, her scent filled my head, different from Mom’s but similar and just as powerful. Her face twisted into a look of horror and profound sadness that made me pause in my tracks and frown at her.

      “You too? Mom had that same look. What’s with you two?”

      “You’re…not enthralled? How?”

      “You’re hot, Loren, but you’re not that hot,” I said with a snort, hoping she believed my lie.

      The women in my family were acting insane lately and I couldn’t wait to get free of them. Throwing on running shorts and shoes, I went out for a run. Since I was young, jogging has always cleared my head. Cross-country wasn’t a popular sport in high school, but it kept me in great shape until the basketball season came around, and I always placed well in our races.

      I had a typical route: I ran out towards the orchards and along country roads before looping back home. The normal five miles didn’t feel like enough today. My limbs were buzzing with energy, so I turned north and headed up into the hills. I’d never run in the hills and wasn’t sure what compelled me to head up them, but I ran tirelessly for hours.

      The sun was out, and my back was baking, sweat rolling down my brow as I reached the top of a small hill. The country club wound its way through these hills, the golf course home to some of the nicest houses in town. The hills I was running through had even wealthier estates, and I found myself walking past one as I checked my watch to see how far I’d come.

      “Fourteen miles, damn,” I swore, imagining the run back.

      I was about to turn and head the way I’d come when I spotted a pair of women in maid outfits wrestling a heavy hutch into the back of a pickup truck. The pair had the bulky piece of furniture propped against the side of the truck but couldn’t seem to lift it inside. I was about to offer my help when a third woman I hadn’t noticed called to me.

      “There’s a free lunch waiting for you, young man, if you’re willing to lend us your strong back!”

      I searched and found the speaker standing in the shadows near the garage of the mansion. Dressed in white silk and dripping with more silver and diamonds than I’d ever seen in one place, I couldn’t make out her face in the shadows, but the body beneath the couture clothing made my mouth dry. Something about her voice tickled my brain, and I wondered if I knew her from somewhere.

      “Sure!”

      The maids sagged with relief when I jogged over to help, the pair smiling at me gratefully as I stepped between them. The hutch was heavy as sin, and awkward to boot, but I was able to lift it easily and work it into the right position to be dropped onto the truck’s bed. Then the wood slapped onto the steel truck bed. The maids let out a whoop of joy.

      “The girls can get the rest of it. Come, I’ll get you that lunch.” I turned to find the woman standing not two feet behind me, her dark eyes dancing as they slid along my shoulders and sweat slick abs. “You’ve worked up an appetite, ya?”

      Her voice belied her appearance, soft and strong. It sounded like it should come from a younger woman, but from the wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and sides of her mouth, she’d clearly seen many decades. Her hair was black, eyebrows thick and mouth large and sensual, but it was her delicate little body that intrigued me. Wrapped in white silk, she looked tiny as a schoolgirl as she stood before me.

      “Thank you,” I said, holding out my hand to her. “I’m Bryce. Sorry, I must ask; your voice sounds very familiar. Do I know you?”

      “I’d remember meeting a man as handsome as yourself,” she said with a wink. “I’m Eliska, and no, I don’t believe we’ve met before.”

      She glanced down at my hand, and a wistful expression passed over her face as her eyes traveled up to meet mine. “My sister and I just moved here. Maybe it was her you met? No…” She gave a shake of her head, lips curling into a flirty grin as she smiled at me. “She’d have mentioned meeting such a tall, handsome young man.”

      “What brings you here?” I asked, pausing to take in the enormous mansion before stepping through the threshold.

      “Familial obligations. We’re to instruct our ‘nephew’ in the family dynamic.” Her eyes twinkled mischievously as she motioned through the foyer to a darkened living room. “I could ask you the same… what brought you to our humble abode?”

      “Just out for a jog,” I said, looking around the empty space.

      “Have a seat and I’ll bring you something to drink,” Eliska said, waving to one of the opulent chairs.

      I sat on the crushed velvet and shifted uncomfortably. Something about this encounter felt strangely otherworldly. Almost as if I’d been drawn here. It wasn’t just the woman’s accent which I’d decided resembled my stepmom’s. It was also the darkened mansion and the pretty if silent maids, who I hadn’t seen any sign of since entering the house.

      I was about to get up and leave, wondering just what I was doing there, when Eliska swept back into the room with a glass of ice water and a sliced sandwich on a small plate. The woman was beautiful, I couldn’t deny it, but it was impossible to pinpoint her age. She could have been anywhere from early twenties to forties. With her smooth skin and ageless features, it was hard to tell, and she moved with a grace I only associated with my mom and sisters before today.

      “Please, enjoy,” she said, taking a seat beside mine and resting her hand on a fist as she watched me eat.

      I felt like a mouse under study as her pale blue eyes watched me sip the water and take a bite from the sandwich. It was white bread with cold cuts, cheese and mayo and I wanted to like it, because the woman was being so kind, but it tasted flavorless, and didn’t quench my hunger or thirst. In fact, I felt even more parched when I set down the glass of water.

      “It wasn’t to your liking?” she asked with concern.

      “No, it was great. I just can’t eat after a long run,” I said politely while rising to leave. “I should probably go before my mom starts to worry.”

      “Won’t you stay a little longer…?” she asked while rising and stepping within inches of me.

      The floral scent of her filled my head, and I felt my heart thudding as the blood coursed through my limbs. Her nostrils flared, and I happened to be staring at her eyes as something odd happened. The pupils swelled so wide they nearly blotted out the dark brown of her irises, and she was swaying on her feet.

      It looked like she might fall, so I reached out a hand to steady her, catching an elbow in a gentle grip and holding her shoulder with the other.

      “Are you ok?” I asked, but she wasn’t paying attention to my words.

      Her eyes were locked on my fingers gripping the elbow and I saw her lips move as she whispered something in a language I couldn’t understand. Closing her eyes, sadness overtook her face before hunger swept in. When she stepped into the circle of my arms, I grew alarmed and stepped back, releasing her and raising my hands to find the woman standing on tiptoes, lips pursed.
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      “Excuse me, what are you doing?”

      Eliska’s dark eyes popped open, and she stared at me, confusion turning to shock, which faded into wonder. Eerily similar to how my mom and sister had reacted the night before. With a tentative hand, she reached out and touched the center of my chest with a single finger, watching me with a curious expression. When my frown of confusion deepened, her face broke into a euphoric grin.

      “You are the heir!” she breathed.

      “Why does everyone keep saying that?”

      “Who else said this? A woman?” Her eyes sharpened like awls, and I wondered, not for the first time, what had drawn me to this strange woman’s house.

      “My stepmom,” I said warily, edging towards the door. “Thanks for the water and sandwich, and welcome to town. I think I’ll be going now.”

      “One more question,” she said, reaching out to grab my hand and stop me. She stared at the hand holding mine with a look of awe for long enough I grew uncomfortable. “Is your stepmother a great beauty who was born on the fringes of the Roman Empire?”

      “I’m not sure,” I said, my confusion obvious as I tried to extract my hand.

      She held my hand so tightly I couldn’t pull it free. Eyes closed, she drew in a long, deep breath before finally releasing it. Lids fluttering open, her wide mouth broke into a euphoric grin.

      “Please return anytime, young man. You simply must meet my sister. She’s going to adore you.”

      “Sure, will do,” I said, making a mental note not to return to this crazy woman’s mansion.

      As I hit the road again, it was like I was stepping out of a dream. The bright sunlight made the darkness inside the mansion feel like a faint memory, and I found my limbs full of energy once more. The miles slipped past, and I arrived home just as the sun was setting. Mom was in the living room, and I could tell she was waiting for me, but she kept her space as I showered, then came down to prepare dinner.

      “Did you have a nice run?” she asked when we sat down to eat. “You were gone for hours. I started to get worried.”

      “I ran into the hills behind the country club. Helped a strange woman move some furniture, and she invited me in.”

      “Oh?” Loren asked, eyes twinkling mischievously. “A pretty lady?”

      “She was crazy,” I said. “And just moved here from somewhere in Eastern Europe.”

      “Curious. Did she say exactly where she’s from?” Crystal asked, her expression matching my mom’s perfectly as she turned her baby blue eyes on me.

      “No, but she mentioned something about the fringes of the Roman Empire?”

      All three froze when I said that, staring at one another before their eyes shifted to me.

      “And did this woman touch you?” Mom asked, voice tight with emotion.

      “She did…” I said, looking at the three of them with the growing suspicion they knew something they weren’t telling me. “What is it? Do you know her?”

      “Possibly…” Mom said, her shoulders sagging and face falling when I glared at her.

      “Are any of you going to tell me what that means?” I met Loren and Crystal’s eyes until they dropped them, and I stood up from the table and stormed out without finishing dinner, my frustrations from earlier returning fiercer than ever.

      The second I was out of the dining room, furious whispers broke out between the three, too faint for me to make out. Knowing they were talking about me behind my back, and having no clue what was going on, I threw myself in bed and let exhaustion drag me into slumber and away from my confusing, lonely life.

      When I woke, it was still dark out, and I sat up disoriented and lost. I’d never been afflicted with morning-wood in all my teenage years, but this morning my dick ached, and my balls throbbed painfully. Lying back down, I tried to relieve the pressure but no matter what I did, or thought about, release remained outside of my grasp.

      When I rose from bed, frustrated and sore, I spotted the balloons floating in the corner with colorful ribbons hanging down to a wrapped gift.

      I’d completely forgotten that today was my eighteenth birthday.

      Feeling a surge of pleasure, I tore through the wrapping paper, revealing a shoe box. Opening it, I found a pair of Air Force One’s colored in my high school basketball team’s livery. I remembered seeing a pair the year before with my stepmom and commenting on how cool they looked. My heart swelled at the thought she’d remembered.

      “Happy birthday, Bryce.” I looked up to find her leaning against the doorjamb, a mug of coffee steaming in her hands.

      “You remembered the shoes,” I said, cradling the pair close as I smiled up at her.

      “Of course, I did. Come downstairs when you’re ready. I made you waffles with blackberry syrup, your favorite.”

      “You cooked?” I couldn’t hide the incredulity from my voice but instead of getting upset or offended, Mom grinned impishly.

      “The first time in decades, so no complaining if it’s bad.”

      I wasn’t certain of my mom’s age, but she couldn’t have been older than mid-forties, even if she looked like she was still in her mid-twenties. How could it have been decades since she last cooked? That line of thought was pushed from my head when I headed downstairs and smelled the aroma of freshly baked biscuits.

      “Where are the girls?” I asked, feeling a hint of sadness they weren’t waiting to celebrate with me. Seeing Loren and Crystal in their tiny night shirts was always a highlight of my day, even if it left me feeling like a perve.

      “They were called back to the sorority house last night,” Mom said, frowning and shaking her head. “A dignitary visiting, and they need to be on the welcoming committee. I told them it was rude to miss your birthday breakfast, but they just had to go.” She made a sound of disgust in the back of her throat and set the jar of blackberry syrup down.

      “No big deal,” I said, filling my plate.

      “So, any special plans for the day now that you’re a man?”

      “I’m going to the game Friday with Loren.” I shrugged. “Other than that, I don’t have any plans. Might go see the new Dune movie this afternoon.”

      “Taking a hot date?” Mom asked, waggling her eyebrows at me as she sipped her coffee and leaned against the counter.

      “I wish.” I snorted. “Girls never seem interested in me.”

      “Mhmm, I think you’ll find things have changed now that you’re a man.”

      “You keep saying that, but I don’t feel different from yesterday.” That wasn’t entirely true, but I wasn’t about to tell my mom my skin was crawling and balls aching because I was so backed up and horny.

      “It wouldn’t be anything you would notice,” she said, voice a breathy whisper. “But those of us who truly know how to savor a man’s essence will recognize you for what you are.”

      I cocked my head in confusion, fork hovering before my mouth.

      “And that is?”

      Mom’s eyes skipped around the room as if she were looking for help, and her hands gripped the coffee mug before her like a shield. Her thick lips worked, but I saw she wasn’t going to speak. Inflamed with curiosity now, I rose from my seat and approached her. She backed up, eyes widening, but her ass came to rest against the counter as I stepped close.

      “You’ve been hinting at something the last couple of days, and I’m sick of it. What is it you’re not telling me? Is this about Princeton?”

      “Princeton?!” Face scrunched in confusion, she barked a laugh that left me even more mystified. “I wish it were about something so mundane… No, Bryce, what I have to tell you is… It’s going to change the way you see me and your sisters.” Her face crumpled into emotion and my heart went out to her. “And once you do, you’ll hate us.”

      “I could never hate you,” I said.

      I was about to reach out and draw her close to me, but the old prohibition was powerful. Overriding it, I reached a hand out, making to brush the tear from her cheek. She watched the finger as it approached, breath deepening, causing the inner slopes of her breasts to press together. But at that second, the doorbell rang.
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      Mom’s eyes sprang open, and a look of relieved annoyance came over her face. “Who could that be?”

      Tension broken, I drew in a deep breath and tried to clear my head. I don’t know what had compelled me, but I’d been on the verge of doing something wicked. Something that would have seemed insane a week before, but now, with the excess amount of desire coursing through my veins, seemed rational.

      As the front door opened, I bent over the sink and turned on the cold water. Splashing some on my face, I tried to cool the heat boiling within me.

      “Sister? What are you doing here?!”

      Mom’s shocked voice reached me over the splashing water, and I rose and looked out the kitchen window. It faced the front of the house, and I could spy Mom’s outline through the door and another slight figure standing before her. Something about that figure tickled the back of my brain until I heard the voice with its distinctive accent speak up.

      “I imagine the same thing as you, Adrianna. I’m here to see if the rumors are true. Eliska claims they are after meeting him yesterday, but I need to see for myself.” I turned off the water and toweled off my face, ears burning as I listened in. “You’ve done well for yourself, I see… Aligning with the father. But he’s grown under modern taboos, and you’ll find it difficult training him properly. Let Eliska and I guide the boy… she’s already made an impression.”

      “After all these years, that’s all you have to say? No concerns about the girls, or how I have coped these many centuries?”

      Centuries? I thought to myself.

      “You’re still as prickly as ever I see,” the slender woman said with a small shrug of her shoulders. Then her head lifted, nose scrunched as she seemed to catch a scent. Turning, her eyes locked on mine, and I breathed in a sharp breath.

      Blonde and beautiful, she looked identical to the woman I’d spoken with the day before at the mansion. The world warped around my brain as I tried to make sense of all I’d heard and seen over the last two days. Without a clear picture, fear flooded through the cracks of my understanding, and I stumbled back.

      The old woman saw my reaction and stiffened, a hand reaching out as if to implore me not to retreat from her, face falling as I did. Mom caught the exchange, spying me through the window, and I heard her speak but couldn’t make out the words. I caught the next bit as I passed through the kitchen.

      “The hint of it was always there, but today it’s become unbearable… If we can’t do it tonight, I’ll go insane. You might be right about you two helping… I’ve tried to explain it and can’t find the courage.”

      I approached the door, but their conversation ended, and I heard the older woman’s heels clicking down the walkway. When I stepped into the foyer, I found her resting her head on the door. The floorboards creaked beneath my feet, and she stood up and tried in vain to compose her features.

      “It appears our conversation will have to wait for a while, Bryce. I must go out.”

      Without meeting my eyes, she stepped past me.

      “The woman I met yesterday was your sister?”

      “Not in the literal sense, but yes… Eliska and Anasta are my sisters. I didn’t know they’d arrive so soon. I thought there would be more time.”

      I followed her into the kitchen, where she grabbed the leftovers from last night's dinner, then turned to go. When her hand brushed mine, she let out a strangled cry as if I’d scalded her. I could only watch uncomprehendingly as she wrenched the front door open and wove her way across the lawn to her car with movements that looked drunken.

      “Mom, what the fuck?!”

      “Wait here, Bryce,” she said, voice distant and far off. “I… Anasta was right. I don’t know what I was thinking. I can’t be the one to break it to you… Please forgive me, baby. I love you so much.”

      I wanted to scream in frustration as she talked around it again, but her pain was too naked and real. I watched her drive off, figuring this was turning out to be my worst birthday ever. Breakfast was still waiting for me, and I had the house to myself, so it wasn’t a total loss.

      “Fuck it,” I said, pulling out the bottle of champagne my mom saves for special occasions.

      It took a minute to figure out how to pop the cork, and I made a mess all over the counters when it bubbled over, but I was so annoyed with my family I didn’t care. Filling a plastic cup half full of frothing bubbles, I took a big gulp and retched a second later.

      It’s gone bad, I thought to myself as my mouth twisted around the bittersweetness of alcohol.

      I finished off the large cup of champagne but didn’t feel drunk or even tipsy. My stomach grumbling but still feeling empty, I fell back into bed and curled up under the covers, intent on sleeping through the rest of my birthday.

      It was not to be, and I was woken from a restful doze by my phone ringing.

      “Hello?”

      “Happy Birthday, Bryce!”

      “Thanks.” I felt my lips tug into a grin despite myself when I heard the rare cheer in Crystal’s voice.

      “Listen, I need a big favor. We’re hosting sisters from out of town at the Omega House, and one arrived late. She’s at the airport, but we’ve been drinking. Could you pick her up and drop her off at the House?”

      “Crystal, that’s like forty minutes round trip…”

      “She’ll make it up to you, thanks!”

      The phone clicked off before I could say anything else, and I grumbled in frustration as I pulled myself out of bed. My head was foggy, and balls aching even more than they had hours before. As I pulled on clothes, the grogginess didn’t leave, and I made my way across town without remembering the drive. I got a text from Crystal with the girl’s name, saying she’d be waiting with a pink suitcase outside the terminal.

      Perfect, I thought to myself as I pulled through the terminal. I get to chauffer around a stuck-up sorority girl.
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      There was a large crowd moving through from an arrival, but I spotted the pink suitcase as it pushed through. When my eyes rose to the girl clutching its plastic handle, my heart began thudding heavily, and the hairs rose on the back of my neck. Oddly, the fog in my head cleared as my pants grew tight.

      The girl was tall and slender, with the willowy grace of a model. Her clothing highlighted her stunning beauty, and the crowds parted before her. Her hair was thick and dark, with big curls that hung loosely about her shoulders. The artful loops framed a face lifted from every man’s fantasy. With her dark skin, white teeth and thick, sensuous lips shaped like a longbow; I was hard pressed to find a single flaw. Even the mole on one cheek accented the perfect uniformity of her features.

      All around the girl people stared, and I could see several men working up the nerve to approach the angel, but she ignored all of them with a frosty self-possession while her eyes scanned the incoming cars. It was only as I looked closer that I noticed her expression was tense, the corners of her lips curled down in an anxious frown and nose scrunched as she drew in a deep breath. Her nose seemed to lead the rest of her as she turned towards where I was parked, craning her head around a group of travelers. Then her eyes met mine and her expression opened like a flower to the sun, eyes brightening and sensual lips curling into a grin as she waved excitedly.

      And I didn’t want to leave the house, I thought to myself as a grin stole onto my face.

      When she hurried over, I had to shift in my seat as my pants tightened even more. The shawl fell away from her torso to gather in the crook of her elbows, revealing high, firm breasts that bounced delightfully as she scampered.

      “Bryce?” she asked with a thick Spanish accent, bending low to look in the passenger window.

      “Mary? Headed to Omega House?”

      “Yeah,” she bit her bottom lip, hands resting on the door and elbows pushing together, compressing her firm tits to a dark line. “You’re cuter than Crystal warned me about… I don’t know if I’ll be able to wait before I feast.”

      Needing to get away from that hungry stare before my hard-on tore a hole through my pants, I climbed free to help her load her large suitcase in the trunk, carefully tucking the offending appendage up into my beltline before standing in public. Her luggage was heavier than it looked, but I managed without issue and turned to offer the girl my hand, but she pushed it aside and pulled me against her.

      “How can the minx live, surrounded by this essence, and not tear your clothes off every minute?” she purred.

      “I… umm… what?” My senses were in disarray. Every instinct told me to take this divine creature right here and now, but my rational mind threw up warning flares at every impulse, leaving me frozen in place.

      “I’m starving, handsome… starving.”

      “We can get you something to eat on the way,” I said, which seemed to do the trick. Brightening, the odd woman pulled herself off seconds before I lost control.

      “I’m looking forward to it,” she purred, turning to slip into the passenger seat but not before removing her shawl in a seductive sweep of her arms and bending farther than necessary, giving me a perfect view of her heart-shaped ass before standing slowly and asking, “Should we find a hotel? Or are you ok with the car? Because I can’t wait to feel this hard cock in my mouth.”

      As she spoke she stepped close, hand cupping the hard-on pressed into my waistband, her white teeth pressing into her bottom lip as her eyes heated. I heard a gasp behind me but ignored it as I stared at her.

      “You don’t expect me to sate this hunger on my own, do you?” she purred. “Or maybe you like to watch before you make me drain these essence filled balls?”

      “You can’t park here, move along!” called a police officer, his face scarlet and eyes trying in vain to avoid staring at the beauty lasciviously pressed against me in public.

      “On second thought, I can’t wait for the hotel,” the girl purred, before flashing me a wink and turning to slip into the passenger seat.

      If I’d been able to think clearly, I’d have asked a dozen questions, but I’m not sure my decision would have been different. As it was, my balls ached, and lust had long since driven reason from my brain. Scurrying around the car with breathless excitement, I landed on the driver’s seat and threw the car into drive.

      The gorgeous girl giggled and grabbed my hand when we pulled out of the spot and pressed herself against my side as I drove out of the terminal. She spoke rapidly in her accented voice, pointing out sights along the way, but I didn’t register the words. Everything felt like a dream and a small part of me feared waking at any second.

      I’ve kissed girls before, but nothing prepared me for the feel of her soft lips against mine, nor the fact that she stole the kiss while we were driving sixty miles an hour down the freeway. The hairs rose on the back of my neck, but it wasn’t from fear.

      A buzzing energy filled me as my cock strained against my pants. It felt like my balls were going to burst from the kiss alone, as every nerve ending in my body came alive. The girl’s moan brought me out of my reverie, and I remembered where we were. Breaking off the kiss, I let my eyes focus on the road again.

      The minx wouldn’t take a hint though, her hands pawing at my shirt and chest as she pressed hot lips to my neck.

      “Don’t tease me with only a taste, mi amore,” she purred, breath tickling the sensitive skin of my neck.

      “Jesus,” I breathed.

      She slipped her hand onto my thigh, nails digging into my leg as I changed lanes. The desire was rising in me again, threatening to crash us as I tried to deflect her hand. Pushing my arm aside, I felt her fingers pluck my belt free, then cool flesh met warm thigh as her hand slid within and around the shaft of my dick.

      “Holy shit, what are you… oh, god,” I groaned as she bent low, working my cock free with surprising ease before her lips closed around the head.

      Gotta love European morals, I thought to myself as pleasure washed over me.

      The sensation quickly grew too intense, and I felt my eyes closing as reality faded into bliss. With a will I didn’t know I possessed, I slipped strong fingers into the girl’s thick, dark hair and, with a firm hold, jerked her upright.

      “Nghh!” Her lips writhed, tongue reaching out as she strained against my grip.

      “You’re going to get us killed girl,” I growled, “Wait until we’re off the freeway.”

      “Then can I drink you?” she purred, one hand gripping my thigh as the other slipped between her own. “I’ll suck down every drop of your potent essence and bathe in it.” Her hips writhed, fingers gliding up and down the tights as she teased herself.

      “You’re a freak, Mary,” I said, unable to stifle the grin growing on my face, or keep my eyes locked on the road and off her nubile body.

      “No more than the others,” she purred. “And the names Esmerelda Devichenza III, Countess of Narithbia.”

      “The what of what?”

      But the woman was lost in her own world of pleasure, nails digging through the cloth of my pants as her hips bucked. Wondering if I’d died and gone to heaven, or still asleep and dreaming, I took the first exit I came across. A short drive through a residential neighborhood saw us on the edge of town and I quickly found an abandoned catholic church and pulled into the weed choked parking lot in back.
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      When the girl picked her head up, blinking owlishly around herself and spotted the crooked cross on the steeple, she barked a harsh sounding laugh.

      “I like your style, Incubus. Spit in the roman prigs’ faces!”

      Before I could ask what in the hell she meant, she threw herself over the center console and I found her perfect body in my arms. All thought escaped my head as hungry desire consumed me. My balls felt so sensitive they might explode any second, and I wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity to empty them into this gorgeous creature, wherever she wanted it.

      The seat fell back when I pulled the handle and I pushed and pulled myself up it, making room for the whirlwind of hungry hands and lips trying to touch every inch of my flesh at once. I’d fooled around with a couple of girls in school, but never all the way. I’d always been nervous and unsure of myself with them, awkwardly wondering what it was they wanted from me as I fumbled along.

      As wild and sudden as this encounter was, once I had my hands on the strange girl, I felt in control. She was desperate, and the lightest touch of my lips on her neck, or brush of my fingers to her cheek, seemed to send her into the heights of euphoria. Blessing my luck for finding a girl so easy to please and eager for it, I twisted in the seat, pressing her back as I pulled away the shawl twisted about her torso.

      “This is really happening,” she breathed, stealing the words from me.

      Dark eyes rose to mine, filled with an emotion too powerful for me to place a finger on. Impossibly, I felt my feelings swirling as I drank in her beauty. I knew nothing about her, but her face was lifted from a porcelain doll, and the slender, busty body beneath me would make a swimsuit model jealous.

      Her grasping hands slowed and stilled when I rested my weight against her hips and brushed a thick, dark curl back from her cheek. The caramel skin was smooth as marble and tingled to the touch. It was almost as if I could read her desires.

      Always wanted, she’d fallen into a pattern of taking the man harder and faster than he could take her. There was a hunger in this woman, a bottomless void. What she was hungry for, love, affection, or something less ephemeral, I couldn’t say. But I felt certain I could sate it by slowing her down and forcing her to savor every second of our time together.

      With a confidence that belied my lack of experience, I reached down and slipped my hand beneath her back. With two twists of my fingers, her top came unlaced and her bra unbuckled. The girl's eyes widened, and her powerful arms pulled at me, but I wasn’t about to be rushed.

      Sliding both hands up from her waist, I pushed the garment aside, revealing breasts capped in puffy pink areolas. As I watched, the tiny nipples crinkled, hardening as my lips pressed to one and then the other. Esmerelda’s groan of pleasure turned into a hiss of frustration when I trapped her wrists above her head.

      The steering wheel wouldn’t let me go any lower, but the minx hooked her legs to the side, allowing me to tug her tights and panties off. Slender legs flashed in the afternoon light, and the scent of her filled my head, floral and fresh. My hand slipped into the gap between her thighs and as my fingers found her wet folds, I pulled her into my arms.

      Lips finding one another’s, my fingers explored her. Seeking and finding every place that drove her wild had the girl trembling in my arms within moments. I wouldn’t let her reach her peak, though. Reading her, I could sense when the crest carried her too high and would break off my steady movements on her clit.

      Her body was a masterwork instrument, and I was finding hidden talents as I played it. My own desires could only be contained for so long, though, and I hooked her slender legs over my arms and pressed the head of my dick against her weeping wetness.

      “Yes! Oh, gods ah Amica Mea!”

      I watched her stomach tense, and pussy stretch around my thickness, then the hot grip of her sucked me deep. Between the incredible tightness, and the feel of her nubile body beneath me, I should have been lost in a world of pleasure, but my awareness of the moment was heightened.

      Time stretched around us as my hands played along Esmerelda’s body. Not seeking to sate my own hungers, but to find her most sensitive parts as I massaged, tweaked, and teased them. The simple toy I’d played with a few seconds before grew more complex as new vistas of her womanly desires opened up to me.

      A firm grip on her neck, and a stronger on her ass had Esmerelda on the verge of orgasm, but I still wouldn’t let her cum. My own rapidly approached, but I ignored it as best I could, absorbed in the work before me.

      Esmerelda nails dug into my back, sweat popping out on her brow as I fucked her with fast strokes, but the angle was odd with her back against the seat, and I couldn’t reach the deepest parts of her. Planting a hand on the center console, I pulled her ass up to me and grinned when her eyes widened, jaw slackening and tongue lolling out as my dick pushed against her cervix.

      “You’re going to cum for me,” I breathed in her ear, her firm ass filling my hand as I drove her up against me again and again.

      “Yes! Anything!” Dark eyes found mine and her weak hands pressed to either side of my face. “Claim me, Lord! Free me from the curse!”

      Unable to hold out a second longer, I let my fingertip brush across her weakest spot and instantly felt her body respond. Gasping, her arms crushed the air from my lungs as she convulsed against me, then my own orgasm hit as her gripping pussy milked the cum from me. Tingling pleasure swept from my toes to the top of my head and back, leaving me woozy and trembling but alive with energy.

      My dick stayed hard as I rolled off the girl and I felt like I could go another hour or two, but in the wake of my release, I was all too aware of where we were, and how easily we could have been caught. What had seemed like a good idea when I was full of horniness now seemed wildly inappropriate.

      “We need to get out of here,” I said, glancing around the parking lot.

      “Ngh,” I turned back to find Esmerelda’s eyelids fluttering and the whites showing beneath. Her whole body was trembling, hands clutched in tight fists.

      “Are you on drugs or something?”

      But still the girl didn’t respond. Cursing, I clambered out of the car and around to the driver's side. As I pulled on her shirt and pants, the girl calmed down and moved into her seat. If anything, she looked even more beautiful and nubile as I drove toward the sorority house.

      “You finally ok?” I asked, my fears fading when her eyes rolled back into focus.

      “Better than ok,” she said, lips twisting into a lazy smile as she turned to watch me drive. “But I still feel the same… I think I need more.”

      “Hey, not again!”

      I was pulling onto the street when she bent over the center console and tried to fend her off me, but the girl wasn’t to be deterred. This time I relented, sighing in pleasure when she fished my stiffness free. My dick had never even relaxed, and it pulsed in expected pleasure as cold air caressed it.

      “You promised,” Esmerelda purred as she bent over, pushing her head into my lap.

      I hissed in pleasure when her lips closed over the tip of my cock. The pleasure was intense, but I was still buzzing from the aftereffects of our lovemaking and my focus remained sharp. Driving with half my mind, the other half couldn’t help but focus on the girl’s incredible skill.

      It felt like she had two tongues as it swirled the head, sliding down the shaft and teasing every inch of me. Then her soft lips slipped back over the head, and I felt her suck me deep, the back of her throat caressing then swallowing me deeper, until her puffy lips reached my balls.

      “Jesus Christ, woman,” I gasped in awe, then almost let out a whimper of frustration when she pulled off and glared up at me.

      “Keep that Roman Godling out of your mouth when you’re with the Succubati.” There was a bite to her voice and her long nails dug into my thigh to press home her point. Before I could ask what she meant, the minx nipped my chest hard enough to leave a bruise. “I’ll never get over being able to touch a man who stays sane… mhmm, I love you, Bryce. Crystal and I can’t wait to share you with my sisters.”

      “Your sisters…?”

      Her grin grew wicked, and I was forced to focus on the intersection we rolled through as she dropped back down and took me into her mouth. My fingers slipped within her dark curls, guiding her up and down my cock as she sucked for all her worth. I tried slowing down, but we arrived on Omega House’s street with my balls till churning and the car filled with the wet sounds of her mouth at work.

      A couple walking hand in hand spotted Esmerelda’s dark head bobbing above my lap and stared as I pulled to a stop outside Omega House. The woman seemed to want to come investigate, but the man dragged her off.

      “Esmerelda, stop… we’re here.”

      “Nghnn!” Her sound of refusal was definite, and I couldn’t argue when she brought her hands into the mix, one dragging nails down my sensitive sack, while the other curled tight fingers before her lips.

      I went from feeling wonderful but able to control myself, to toe curling, ball tightening orgasm in seconds, as Esmerelda’s cheeks hollowed, and her tongue teased the slit of my dick. The world faded as pleasure exploded through me, and I felt more than heard myself growling as I gripped the girl’s head tight.

      Only when the first powerful wave of my orgasm passed did, I realize Esmerelda was choking, her back heaving as she held herself down on my dick. Then I looked closely and saw she wasn’t choking but convulsing like she had earlier. Her eyes were rolled back, tongue pressed against my shaft, tip tickling my balls.

      When the last pulse of cum left me, the girl hauled back, hair brushing the car’s roof and falling about her shoulders as she swayed in place, fingers playing along her lips as she savored my flavor.

      “Sweeter than honey… and richer than cream…”

      “Jesus Christ, you need to go,” I said, reality rushing in once again as I looked around and realized we were sitting in broad daylight and heads were poking out the windows of Omega House, whispering and pointing.

      “I warned you about using that name,” the girl said, but unable to muster a frown for me as she swayed in her seat. “Mhmm, this is… a strange feeling.”

      “Listen, thank you… I don’t know what to say. Other than, this was an amazing afternoon.”

      “For me too, love,” Esmerelda said before pulling me into a seductive kiss, then bouncing out of the car with a little wave. “After that meal, I won’t be hungry for months, but I need to see you again. I’m not done with you.”

      While we exchanged numbers, I noticed a group of guys walking behind Esmerelda, checking out her ass. I felt a wash of confidence I’d never felt, knowing I’d had the girl these older men lusted after, and from the promise in Esmerelda’s eyes, I’d be having her again, soon.

      Driving away, I spotted Loren and Crystal amongst the girls with their heads hanging out of Omega House. The wave of confidence swelled as I imagined what Esmerelda would tell my sisters about her time with me. Then reality crashed in as I remembered how little my sisters have always cared about me.
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      Feeling morose and unable to put my finger on why, I pulled into our driveway and frowned at the large black Cadillac sitting in the driveway. It looked familiar, but I couldn’t place where I’d seen it until I stepped inside and saw the two women flanking my mother on the couch.

      “Welcome home, Bryce,” Mom said, rising and setting her glass of wine down as she stepped close to embrace me with a warm hug.

      My eyes locked on the pair, adjusting their stylish dresses as they resettled themselves on the couch. I tried not to stare at Mom’s dark blue dress, hanging loosely around her shoulders and hanging down in thick folds that did little to hide the deep shadow between her breasts.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked the pair, watching me with knowing smiles from the couch.

      “Eliska and Anasta are here to help me explain…” Mom’s cheeks turned a deep scarlet as she drew me over to a cushioned chair they’d drawn before the couch.

      “We’re here to explain the inexplicable,” one of the twins said, setting her glass of wine down on the side table and glancing at her sister. “But you look like a smart young man, and I think you’ve already guessed at some of it, yes?”

      The sister who spoke, Anasta, I guessed, didn’t have her sister’s syrupy sweet voice. Her’s came out with a sexy rasp, and I found her intense stare comforting. While Eliska and even my stepmom had more behind their eyes than they showed on their faces, this woman wore her emotions on her sleeve, which was refreshing.

      “I’m guessing this has something to do with Succubati, Romans, and me being an Incubus?” I chuckled, but the sound died off when I saw the serious expressions confronting me.

      “Where have you heard those phrases?” my stepmom asked, muttering under her breath. “If those girls ruined everything, I’ll…”

      “The girl I just dropped off at Omega House mentioned something about it.”

      The three women shared unamused glances, Mom crossing her arms beneath her massive breasts.

      “Did she tell you her true name? Or an alias?”

      “Maybe an alias,” I said, frowning. “It sounded too strange to be real. She said it was Esmerelda something, something, the third.”

      “Essy…” mom said with a shake of her head, glancing at the other two who grimaced. “Where’s Bonwhin, to keep her daughter in line?”

      “Forget the girl,” Anasta said with a flick of her fingers. “She’ll be dealt with soon.” The woman’s bright blue eyes locked on me. “I suppose she sucked out at least a dram of your essence.” When my gaze shifted, she sniffed, seeing the confirmation on my face. “Hmph, figures. Forget her.”

      Though she repeated the phrase, it was clear from the hard set of her mouth that she would be having harsh words with fair little Esmerelda.

      “I think I should start at the beginning,” Eliska said, rising and stepping over to the small bar nook and refilling her glass. Pouring another, she brought it over to me and I raised my eyebrows at Mom as I took it from her.

      “A single glass won’t hurt, and you’re old enough to drink where I come from.” She gave a negligent shrug. “American laws are so puritanical.”

      “If you’re letting me have one drink, I wouldn’t choose wine,” I said, half to myself as I gave the red liquid a tentative sniff.

      It was uncomfortable sitting as the center of attention for three beautiful older women, not to mention the strangeness of our conversation, but the second sip settled my nerves and I waited for Eliska to continue. The slender blonde stood near the fireplace, one hand resting on the mantle and eyes watching the flames dance as she formulated her words. When she spoke it was in the soft, haunting voice that sucked me deep into the story, stilling the million questions her words awoke.

      “There was once a great and mighty empire, newly yoked beneath the reins of Caesar Augustus and looking for new territory. It’s an old tale now and one repeated since by both republican and totalitarian leaders. It was during that campaign the great empire suffered one of its greatest defeats, and in their fear and hatred, its people cast a powerful curse.”

      The blonde woman’s voice trailed off and her twin picked up the narrative without missing a beat.

      “Mortals remember it as the Battle of Teutoberg Forest, and the Romans called it Varian’s Disaster, but for the sisterhood it will always be remembered as the Curse… When the Romans swore a blood oath, and thus began our immortal lives.”

      “The faith and hatred of an empire was directed at our brothers, fathers and sons… And the Blood Oath is a powerful artifact of the ancient world. But Curses rebound and reverberate… finding their own path and seeking purchase in surprising places.”

      “Instead of cursing our menfolk with impotence, as the Romans believed they were doing, it cursed us. And never more were we able to find love, or satisfaction in our men… Or any others.” After a brief pause, she picked up the narrative again. “Mad with loss and insatiable need, we were driven out of our homes and cast from our tribes. Some were even burnt at the stake, revealing the true nature of our curse…”

      “Immortality, coupled with a gnawing hunger for the essence of strong, powerful men. A hunger that leaves us ravenous and wild.”

      “To live without love until Augustus comes again…”

      “Wait,” I said, holding up my hand as my mind reeled. “Are you trying to tell me you’re both two thousand years old? And have lived under some ancient Roman curse all this time as succubi?”

      “Succubati was the name of our village, at the crossroads of a great eastern trading road, on the edge of the Teutoberg Forest,” Mom said, drawing my eyes to her as she smoothed her skirts without looking up. “It’s been changed over time as… stories of my sisters and their exploits got out. But we’ve always referred to ourselves as Succubati.”

      “You too, Mom? But… how?” I ran through memories, trying to think of every time she’d been out of the house, and imagining her with all sorts of men… Rage flared within me, hot and fierce, fueled by a sudden jealousy I tried to ignore.

      “Let Eliska and Anasta finish explaining,” she said, voice small, and fingers playing nervously along the stem of her wineglass as it twisted in her lap. “And then you can hate me for what I’ve done.”
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      Her head dropped, and I caught a tear tracking its way down one perfectly smooth cheek. I wanted to stay mad at her, but my heart broke seeing the tear, and the anger dissipated. Keeping my lips firmly pressed, I shifted my hard stare to Anasta, but instead of a similar emotion, the beautiful blonde was licking her lips and watching me like a fat kid might eye a piece of cake. When I nodded for her to continue, her bright blue eyes twinkled and she crossed her legs, letting me see a peak of panties.

      “Those first centuries were difficult times for the Succubati. First the Romans, then their progeny the Christians persecuted us wherever they found us. Burning and drowning wouldn’t kill us, so they found other torments… things worse than death… And they’d inflict them upon women regardless of whether they were cursed or not.”

      “We learned, as well,” her sister continued. “How to feed without consuming all of a man’s essence and leaving him catatonic or lifeless. How to find powerful men who could feed us without… the requirement of intimacy.”

      Eliska saw my questioning frown and added, “If a man is powerful enough, he can exude essence into many things. Music, art, even… in the food he prepares.”

      Mom’s head dropped lower at that, and I heard a faint hiccup of emotion escape her throat.

      “And that brings us to the present day. Where those of us who’ve remained are faced with the opportunity to break the curse, once and for all.”

      The twins stared at me with something close to expectation in their eyes. It was all too much to take in at once, and my mind focused on small parts of the tale.

      “Then the reason I did all the cooking…”

      The twins’ gazes shifted to Mom, and I thought I detected a hint of jealousy in their expressions as they waited for her to respond. I didn’t have their calmness and heard myself speaking before I could stop myself.

      “And the reason I can’t go away to college… All so you can have a slave feeding you his essence?!”

      “No, Bryce!” Mom’s voice was fierce but raw with emotion and her pale blue eyes burned when her head snapped up. “I never wanted you to feel that way…” Her voice trailed off and eyelids hooded as she sank into reverie. “You can’t understand what it was like for Crystal, Loren and I… Alone, starving for centuries… then suddenly the scent of something so tantalizing… so potent, I lost all reason. My mind was delirious as I tracked it down… It wasn’t until the paperwork was complete, did I realize it wasn’t the essence of the man I’d married but an echo of what he’d wrought.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “She smelled you, Bryce. We all could… We didn’t know it was Augustus’ heir, but we’ve known a man unlike any other had been born… somewhere. Adrianna and her girls were tasked with securing a connection to him… To you.”

      “So, I can cook for the rest of you?” I asked, snorting in derision, but in the back of my mind, the gears were spinning as I tried to work through everything I’d heard, but I couldn’t let myself entertain the idea of getting to live out my deepest, darkest fantasies.

      “Perhaps,” Anasta said with a shrug. “It’s certainly potent enough to reverse the depredations of age. We aren’t certain how the curse will be broken, only that you’ll be the one to do so. I can feel the essence rolling off you from here, Bryce… I don’t know how your mother and sisters were able to live with you all these years.”

      “It was tolerable before he came of age,” Mom said, her breathing ragged as she shifted uncomfortably on the couch. “And the girls worked out a strategy that kept… Kept the desire to a minimum.”

      “Interesting,” Eliska said, swirling her glass as she watched me over the rim. “What, pray tell, is that?”

      “They would ignore him, act cold and try to get him to ignore them. Whenever Bryce was angry or frustrated with us, the scent faded. But when his attention becomes riveted upon you, self-control becomes impossible… Goddess above, Bryce, stop looking at me with those eyes.”

      “What eyes? You’re telling me my sisters are mean to me, because I’m supposed to be the heir of August?”

      “Heir of Augustus,” Anasta said. “The line descends from a daughter, begotten from a slave and never acknowledged. A bloodline hidden from us until now and stretching back to the founding of the empire, the death of Republicanism, and a simple slave girl, stolen from our village.”

      The blonde turned her head and spat on the carpet, earning only a small frown from my mom. That, more than anything else I’d witnessed or heard over the past twenty minutes, pressed the point home: I wasn’t in Kansas anymore, nor would I ever be going back.

      “This is a lot to take in,” I said, moving to stand.

      I’d forgotten the wineglass, but seeing it in my hand, I downed the contents in a big gulp before rising. Setting down the empty glass, I paced, mind churning over everything I’d heard.

      “You’re telling me all three of you are over two thousand years old…” I thought out loud as I paced and blessedly the women didn’t comment, but the twins nodded their heads gently, encouraging me to go on. “That you and all the women in your village were subjected to a curse by Rome.”

      “Not only them,” Eliska said, “but other women around the fringes of the empire.”

      “How many?”

      The twins didn’t answer, both glancing at Mom who raised her head, pale blue eyes meeting mine as she breathed, “Seventy-seven.”

      “A lucky number,” Anasta said, the twins flashing each other matching smiles.

      “Doubly lucky.”

      “Stop it you two,” mom’s voice was raw, and face drawn as she glanced side to side. “Can’t you see I’ve ruined everything?”

      “What do you want from me?” I ignored my mom’s comment, used to her occasional fatalism and knowing it only got worse if you indulged it.

      “What do you think?” Eliska asked, a flirty smile growing as she uncrossed her legs.

      “None of us were present when the faithful cast their curse. We can’t say what the cure will be, but we have... suspicions.”

      “And you’re certain I’m this heir?” The twins nodded emphatically, but I waited for my mother to raise her chin.

      Instead of the hollowed-out expression I expected, there was a fire burning in her eyes and a fierceness to her expression that stilled my pacing, and I came to a stop before her.

      “There can be no doubt,” she said, chest heaving. “Please, baby… can’t you feel it?”

      Her hand reached out for me, but something kept her back, the fingers hovering in the space between us. Now that she brought my focus to it, I couldn’t ignore the hunger I’d felt since this morning, only sated for a short time after my dalliance with Esmerelda. It wasn’t exactly lust, but something deeper and more compelling when I let it gain power over me.

      “You mentioned having suspicions,” I said, trying to ignore the renewed throbbing in my balls, or the way my eyes kept drifting over to drink in my stepmother's incredible curves.

      “Yes,” Anasta said, cheeks blushing a faint shade of pink. “Our hunger is always sated through acts of intimacy. The more intimate the act, the most satiation we receive. Following those lines of thought…”

      “We’re here to guide you, Bryce,” her sister said, rising and stepping towards me. “To ensure you have the confidence and skill to claim even the most recalcitrant of our number. For there are those who fear the change you’ll bring to their lives. They fear the end you signify to us.”

      “Let Eliska and I show you,” Anasta said, rising as well, and slipping an arm around Eliska’s lower back. The pair stood beside one another, looking up at me with a hunger in their eyes that I felt reflected within. “I promise you’re going to enjoy having us as your little playthings.”

      “I bet you’ve never been with twins before, have you, Bryce?” Eliska asked, turning her hips in to her sister as she ran a hand up her side, flashing me pale skin at her slender waist.

      “I’ll leave you three to it then,” Mom said in a voice tight with tension, face scarlet as she rose.
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      The twins were beautiful women. Amongst the most beautiful I’d ever seen, and even more so because of their seductive and flirty manners. Unfortunately, they couldn’t compare to my mom, who looked like she’d been lifted from a Victoria's Secret catalogue.

      The hunger that rumbled in me when I looked at the twins grew into a beast clawing at my insides when Mom rose. She cast one last glance at me, eyes soft with an emotion I’d never seen in them before, then wheeled to leave.

      “Stay,” I growled, feeling a deeper reverberation enter the tone than I’d ever heard before.

      She froze in place at the word and turned slowly, eyes searching my face. When I firmed my expression, she drew in a deep, shuddering breath and nodded faintly.

      “If you wish me to stay, my son, then I shall,” her voice was faint, and laced with fear as she clutched her hands before herself, fingers white as they gripped one another.

      “You use the Voice,” Anasta said, her own voice laced with deeper vibrations that reached inside and plucked at my heartstrings and inflamed my lust.

      “A powerful tool in seduction,” Eliska said, slipping free of her sister and moving closer. The slender blonde reached out and laid a single finger upon my cheek and the lust rose, nearly overwhelming my thoughts as I swayed in place. “As is Touch… We don’t know how powerful yours can become, oh GODS!!”

      I’d reached out a single hand and touched her cheek as she had mine, and just as it had with Esmerelda in the car, I felt something leap within me. It’s hard to explain, but it’s similar to the feeling of elation or joy, only more focused and energizing. The second my finger touched her skin, Eliska’s eyes widened, and she gasped, both pupils swelling until they nearly drowned out the blue.

      Heart thudding in my chest, I let the slender twin step closer until she was pressed against me, face upturned and tiny mouth trembling as her lips pursed. Acting more on instinct than anything else, I dipped my head down to plant a soft kiss upon her lips, while reaching out with my other hand. Anasta melted against me, her kiss soft and yielding.

      “Nghk!” Eliska moaned when my fingertips brushed her chin, then she was pressing herself against my other side, hands joining her sisters as they slid along my back and stomach.

      Breaking the kiss with Anasta, I turned to her sister and was surprised when the woman’s little pink tongue slid into my mouth with hungry fierceness. Curious in what other ways the twin sisters differed, I let my hands slip down to their pert little asses and cupped both. The women sighed in pleasure, and I felt their fingers glide over the stiffness tenting my pants.

      My eyes flashed open and found my mom, sinking into the corner of the couch, her eyes wide and locked on my face as she pressed her hands to her abdomen. A look of pleading crossed her face, but if it was asking to flee, or join in, I couldn’t say. When the buckle of my pants clicked apart, Mom’s lips parted and the tip of her tongue slid along the inside of her upper lip, and I saw the promise in her eyes. I nearly came right there, with the knowledge that she would soon be mine, but I pulled my focus off my gorgeous stepmom and let it fall to the blondes pressed about me.

      Strangely, I didn’t feel the least bit self-conscious as the twins peeled my shirt off and tugged down my pants. I could feel my mom’s eyes tracing my naked torso and saw her shifting out of the corner of my eye when Eliska pulled down my boxer-briefs, and my dick sprang into view. It was the twins I focused on, and my growing hunger to consume them.

      “It’s been centuries since I…” Eliska whispered, eyes locked on the smooth stiffness of my cock as it rose before her.

      “For me too,” Anasta breathed.

      They moved to sink to their knees before me, but my desire was too great, and I grabbed both of their waists as I sank to the carpet on my knees. Mom cried something, but it didn’t register over the blood coursing past my ears, and the gasps of both women as I tore their dresses free.

      In my overwhelming desire and youthful haste, expensive fabrics tore, and buttons popped free as I pulled both women beneath me. They were slender enough I could wrap one arm around both and still have room for my hands to explore. Matching bra and panties flashed before my face, white lace for Anasta and black for Eliska. Then their lingerie was torn free, and I drank in their nakedness with eager eyes.

      Eliska didn’t give me long to appreciate their slender curves and small, firm breasts before her limbs snaked around me. Hot wetness greeted the tip of my cock. Then I was plunging into the woman’s depths, all awareness of my surroundings and self-lost as her tightness gripped me. Anasta’s lips found mine, moaning into my mouth as I sank to the hilt within her sister.

      Eliska let out a sharp cry of pleasure as she stretched around my girth, her tightness slowly accepting all of my dick. As she did, the scent of her filled my head. One hand beneath Eliska’s ass, I pulled her sister closer as we kissed, the minx’s fingers grabbing at my ass and slipping between the bodies of her sister and I as her fingers gripped the base of my cock.

      “Fuck,” I moaned, feeling Anasta’s lips curl into a grin when she felt me shudder.

      “Hurry baby, I need it too,” Anasta moaned.

      “Nggh!” Eliska groaned in protest, and from the grip of her fingers on my sides as she pulled on me with every thrust, she didn’t want our union to end any time soon.

      The hunger inside me wouldn’t be denied, and I felt my orgasm rising up within moments. The stimulation of these beautiful twins and my own desire too much to hold out for long. Eliska’s back arched, as my cock throbbed, and I was witness to the woman’s eyes rolling back into her skull as her body began convulsing in orgasm with the first spurt of my seed. Same as with Esmerelda, in the car. The woman went slack beneath me, as a sigh of ecstasy escaped her throat.

      I didn’t have time to focus on what was happening with Eliska, because Anasta pushed me up, throwing a slender leg over her comatose sister and pressing her ass back against me. With the blonde bent over her twin, pert rear pressing against me as my cock slipped free of Eliska, the hunger returned as I caught a whiff of her sex. The musky aroma set my heart hammering again and new steel into my dick as I pressed it into Anasta.
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      The twins were similar in nearly all respects, from the tightness of their pussies to the scent that filled my head. Too small to take my entire length, I watched Anasta’s head come up, hair whipping over her shoulders as my cock filled every inch of her.

      This was no slow and gentle lovemaking. This was intense and immediate fucking as the hunger within us drove the action. My hands closed around the woman’s tiny waist, and I watched her firm little ass shake with every powerful thrust. Her small breasts shook, and cries rang out in staccato rhythm, as I felt her tightness shivering in orgasm around my cock. The pleasure was too much, and with a quieting of the raging hunger within, I flooded Anasta’s tight pussy.

      Anasta stiffened beneath me, then went slack, collapsing upon her sister. Eliska was roused from her pleasure coma, and wrapped an arm around Anasta’s, holding her close as the other hand reached out to drag her nails down the sensitive skin of my inner thigh.

      “I can still feel your gift… inside me. It’s a warm glow, pushing back the icy darkness that’s ruled for so long…. Thank you, my lord.”

      I didn’t trust myself to speak as I swayed there on my knees as a whirlwind of emotions swept through me. Affection like I’d rarely, if ever, felt, had awoken for these two blonde beauties, and I could feel it sinking hooks deep within me.

      “This is love,” mumbled Anasta groggily, her movements slow and awkward as she twisted in her sister’s arms.

      Blinking owlishly, the woman’s pupils were swelling and contracting opposite one another in a manner I found troubling to witness. Her slack-jawed expression faded as her pupils relaxed and the smile on her lips grew into the twin of her sisters.

      “Is that what will break the curse? Love?” Eliska asked, looking from her sister up to me, her lips curling into a seductive grin as her fingers slid up and over my sack, to tickle the underside of my cock and make me shiver.

      “Mhmm, I think we need another sample, just to be safe,” Anasta purred, hooking her legs beneath her as she slid around, pulling Eliska with her. “What do you say, sister?”

      “Mhmmhmm,” Eliska purred, her firm little ass rising above her head as she bent before me.

      A pair of hands pressed on my chest, pushing me onto my ass as the women moved as one. Hearing their breathless giggles as their hands caressed my thighs, I breathed in an awed breath and watched as a fantasy played out before me. I wanted to look up and see what my mom was doing, but a sixth sense held me back and I let my fingers slide into the twins’ silky blonde hair.

      Their pale blue eyes flashed as they let me guide their faces down. Turning their heads, their pressed rosebud shaped lips to either side of my cock head. I moaned in pleasure as they sucked their way down the length of me. The sight of their beautiful faces twisted in submissive pleasure was only topped by the sight of their backsides bent before me.

      “Your balls are so heavy and full of essence,” Anasta purred. “I can feel it throbbing within them.” Her eyes crinkled in a sly grin as her tongue slid around the sensitive flesh.

      The minx only grinned wider when I trembled and moved lower to suck them into her mouth. Eliska smiled at her sister, moving up so her cue-pie lips puffed around the dripping tip of my cock. The woman’s eyelids fluttered as her small pink tongue snatched a drop of precum, and I saw her hips flexing and smelled the room flooded with the aroma of her sex.

      “Mhmph,” Eliska groaned, her eyes beseeching me for what I couldn’t say, as she sucked more and more of my dick into her fiery mouth.

      The little woman could only take half of my cock down her throat before her shoulders heaved and eyes watered. As she pulled up, her sister rose from my balls, tongue licking along the shaft to steal every drop of precum and saliva as they switched places. Anasta’s pupils flared wide when her tongue swiped the slit of my dick, and she tasted my precum. Then she sucked me deep but could take no more than her sister.

      While the twins took their time worshipping my cock, I rose on an elbow, letting my free hand explore their bodies. Letting Eliska suck hard on my thumb, while her sister sucked me, I popped the digit free and slipped the hand down to palm her firm little tits. Her eyes closed, and breath hissed when I twisted a small pink nipple, letting out a throaty moan when I pulled harder.

      Eliska fell into me when I gripped her ass, throwing her arms around my neck as her lips found mine. My other hand came around as I sat up, guiding Anasta’s tight lips up and down on my cock as I felt another orgasm rising within. Sensing I was close, Eliska broke off the kiss with a strangled cry and pressed her cheek to her twins.

      Fingers interlocking, the girls stroked me in perfect unison, their skillful fingers milking every inch of my cock. Their eyes locked on the winking tip. I couldn’t hear their heavy breathing over my own, but their firm little titties shook delightfully, and their beautiful faces were flush and openly hungry as they watched my dick throb in their grip.

      “I’m cumming,” I announced, “Drink it down… together.”

      I heard another voice cry out in dismay in the seconds before my orgasm hit, but the vision of twin loveliness dominated my sight. Cupping the backs of their heads, I held on for dear life as an explosion of pleasure swept through me. Toes curling and legs trembling, I watched the first thick blast of cum land across the twins’ open mouths, then they were sharing me back and forth as I flooded their mouths.

      Energy coursed through me as the women collapsed atop one another, hands rising to their mouths as they convulsed and shook. For a moment I was fearful, as they flopped around on my legs, but then I watched in awe as the faint traces of their age vanished before my eyes. What had begun after we’d made love was progressing further now that they’d taken my seed within their mouths. I sensed another final threshold to cross before they were finally freed from the clutches of the Curse, but something else captured my attention.

      Eyes rising, I beheld my mother. Dress twisted around her hips and thighs pressed tightly around her hands, her chest heaved as though she’d just run a marathon, and her eyes watched the twins with something close to terror. As they rose to meet mine, the terror shifted into a hunger so ravenous I flinched.

      Seeing me flinch, Mom let out another cry, saying something in a harsh language as she threw herself from the couch. I reached out to stop her, but the twins still trapped me beneath them, and she slipped past and dashed upstairs, shoulders shaking as she went. I couldn’t help snatching a peek under her dress as she passed above, catching sight of a bright pink, lacy thong I’d never seen before.

      “Go to her,” Anasta whispered, sounding and looking drunk or drugged as she shifted off his leg and into her sister’s arms.

      “She’s had to wait for so long, my lord,” Eliska said, her lazy smile a twin to her sisters as her arms curled around the other woman. “Don’t torture her.”

      “But she’s my…”

      “She was called Ardata, born of nobility. She and her daughters found you, Lord. They raised you. Kept you safe from the predations of worldly women… Kept you pure for the sisterhood…”

      My eyes widened at hearing this and the twins grinned. “Go to her,” they breathed as one, and I felt the compulsion of their Voice pass over me, and I could have resisted its influence, but found I didn’t want to.
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      The stairs creaked under my bare feet, as a smell I’d always known but had never acknowledged reached my nostrils. Colors took on sharper focus and time slowed to a crawl as I reached the landing. The hall stood in shadows, except for the master bedroom, where an angled rectangle of golden light spilled across the floor.

      Drawn more by what I sensed in the room than the twins’ compulsion, I recognized this to be a major turning point. I couldn’t claim ignorance anymore about the strange nature of the women in my life, or of myself. To run from these things would be to live as a child, fearful of what I could become. But in taking these last steps I was setting myself on an unknown path, and one every rule in our culture forbade.

      Stepping into the light, I felt a satisfied smile grow on my face as my eyes drank in every detail before me.

      My mom lay sprawled across the top of her bed, dress twisted around her hips and bust, tugging at the soft flesh beneath. Her face was buried in the comforter, but I could see movement between her legs, as lacy pink material bunched and moved around what looked like a living animal, as her fingers dug through her sex.

      The air was filled with the aroma of her, and I throbbed in response. Mom’s head lifted, and I saw her nostrils flare as baleful eyes swung around to meet mine. Desire and remorse warred within her, twisting her features as her free hand clutched at the comforter.

      “Please, Son, come no closer…”

      “You’ve lost the privilege of telling me what I can and can’t do, Mother.”

      “You must hate me,” she whispered, hooded eyes tracking my every movement as I made my way around the room. “For not leaving him once I learned… For staying, knowing what must become of us… eventually.” She rolled onto her back as she spoke, legs scissoring together before her ankles parted, knees crossing and a look of euphoria crossing her face. “I’m a wicked mother.”

      “Prove it,” I husked, every fiber of my being vibrating as I struggled to remain in place.

      Her seductive motions stilled as she rolled back onto her stomach, this time without the dress. I couldn’t see how she’d removed the clinging cloth, but as she rolled, it fell away, revealing skin smooth as marble.

      My mouth dried as her baby-blue eyes locked on my face, and she crawled across the mattress. A thick white bra, strapless and inelegant, cupped her massive breasts, while a pink thong dug into wide hips covering almost nothing of her hairless sex.

      In my head were grand plans of forcing her to kneel before me and getting to watch my gorgeous stepmom strip and suck me off. But those plans dissolved into nothingness as the reality lay stretched out on the mattress before me. My feet moved without conscious thought, and she was in my arms, her lips crushed against mine in a heartbeat.

      I couldn’t be certain if it was her moaning, or myself, as I pushed her back onto the bed. My knee depressed the bed, springs squeaking as I pressed her back with a firm hand on her chest, my eyes scanning the lines of her face. What I searched for I couldn’t say, until her expression softened, and I saw what I’d only caught a fleeting glimpse of earlier.

      Naked submission coupled with unfathomable love.

      “Don’t look at me like that,” she whispered, hips shifting as one leg curled around the back of mine.

      “You’re so beautiful,” I breathed.

      That sixth sense which had awoken told me she wanted to be taken, to be claimed and acknowledged in the act. But I couldn’t help myself as I brushed stray strands of hair from her face. The silver tips glowed in the faint moonlight, adding to her unearthly appearance.

      “And you’re so handsome… my beautiful boy… I wanted to be your first.” Her lips curled into a delighted grin when I breathed in a short gasp, and I felt her warm fingers on my thigh, sending a tremor through my body. “Does that excite you? That Mommy thought about crawling into your room every night and sucking this big co-AHH!”

      The moment her fingers grazed my dick, a jolt of energy shot through the two of us. Bodies spasming, we could hold off no longer and I fell upon her as she pulled my cock to her dripping entrance. Then, as quick as it takes to thrust, I was inside. Our eyes widened, her hand gripping the back of my neck as the other pulled me inside as deeply as I could go.

      Unlike the twins or Esmerelda, I sank to the hilt within my mom in one thrust. It wasn’t only her sopping wetness, but it felt like her pussy had been made for me. Her lips pursed, forming a perfect “O” as her eyelids fluttered, breaking our eye contact. Incredibly, I felt her pussy grip me even tighter as she shuddered, breath stilling until it escaped in an explosive hiss as she curled against me.

      “Jesus… did you just?”

      Biting her bottom lip she nodded vigorously, hands clawing weakly at my arm and hip. When I pulled out, a garbled hiss of pleasure finally escaped her throat, the first sound she’d made since I entered her. The sound could have made me cum on its own, but coupled with the gorgeous creature emitting it, I felt my balls tighten and my dick grow extra sensitive.

      Gasping as the pleasure grew to near pain, I forced myself to the hilt as I came. The pleasure wasn’t as great as I expected and it receded quickly, but it left my dick still hard as a rock and no longer so sensitive it felt painful. Hands pulled my face to the side and lips found mine, kissing me urgently before hissing into my ear.

      “Fuck me, baby! Fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy good!”

      I lost track of where I ended, and she began as the moments swept me away. Her hands were all over me, and mine on her. At some point I got the strapless bra tugged down a bit only to have her press a firm nipple into my mouth as she rode me to her third orgasm.

      The thong didn’t come off until I had her bent over, one hand wrapped in her long hair as she slammed back into me. The torn garment flew as her screams of pleasure echoed off the ceiling. Late in the night, both of us coated in sweat and exhausted, she passed out in my arms after having swallowed my last load of the night while muttering in that harsh foreign dialect, a smile on her lips.
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      Wild dreams plagued my sleeping mind. Faces flashing past, as I made endless love to a headless woman. I was filled with urgency, as a black gate fell in the distance, but something about the frenetic orgies I found myself in felt wrong.

      I woke from the dark dreams with a start and sought to hold on to the realizations I’d made in the dream world, as memories of that washed out place slid through my fingers like sand. Everything fell away except for the sense of a coming deadline.

      “My lord?” The sheets at my side shifted and a dark head rose from the pillows, baby blue eyes blinking at me as her lips cracked into a smile.

      Seeing my mom’s naked body beside me, a flush passed over my skin as memories of the night before rushed through my head.

      “Lord?” I asked with a cocked eyebrow.

      “Mhmm, yes,” she purred, the sheets shifting as she turned towards me, one warm hand sliding up my thigh. “The only man who will rule this body forever more. I think Lord is appropriate, don’t you, ladies?”

      The mattress shifted, and I turned my head to find the twins cuddled together. The blondes looked even more lovely than they had the day before, if that was possible, and I once again found myself trying to place their ages but without success. Their faces and bodies were smooth and youthful, but the knowing looks in their eyes, and the confident way they moved, belied the youthful appearance.

      “Lord or king… either way you rule us now, Bryce.” Eliska slipped between my mom and I, turning within the circle of the older looking woman’s arms and facing me as Mom pulled her in close.

      “We thought we’d feel different… after.” I caught disappointment in Anasta’s eyes before it was quickly suppressed.

      “The trinity isn’t complete,” I said, shifting uncomfortably as Anasta sat on my thighs, pausing in the act of lying atop me. “It could be nothing but… I had… strange dreams.”

      “Don’t ignore your dreams, my son,” Mom said, shifting on the bed and sitting up, as Anasta moved onto her elbow, all three watching me with deep concern.

      “Trinity?” Anasta asked, her eyebrows shooting up as she glanced at her twin. “Does he mean what I think he means?”

      “There’s only one way to find out,” Eliska purred. Biting her bottom lip, she flipped the sheet back from my naked torso and turned to look up at my mom. A flash of nervousness passed over my mom’s face, but she let the beautiful blonde pull her into a kiss.

      Watching the women’s lips meet, and their hands rise to one another’s bodies in soft caresses, I felt the sheet tent over my crotch. Anasta shifted on my thighs, tugging the sheet down, then cool air caressed my stiffness but only for a second, before the twins’ warm hands slid up its length.

      Glancing around myself, I took in the bounty of naked flesh and silently thanked whatever gods had delivered me to this fate. Reaching to the side, I pulled my stepmom close, one hand rising to cup a perfect breast as she sighed into my lips. As I made out with my mom, we watched the twins share my dick back and forth. Their lips pursed around the head, the sisters’ tongues dancing together as I throbbed in their grasp.

      While the twins worshiped my cock, I let my hands explore my stepmom’s body, as I drank in her nakedness in the morning light. I hadn’t been able to appreciate her pale perfection in the heat of the moment the night before, but I took my time kissing and caressing every inch of her now. When I found her sex dripping with wetness, I let the slickness coat my fingers as I teased her to the edge of orgasm. While she hovered on the edge, making adorable little whimpering moans in my ear, my index finger slid up to tease her tiniest hole.

      Mom’s eyes flashed open wide as her lips circled into an “O” of surprise. When I pressed the finger into the tight opening, she flexed against me, back arching as a hiss of pleasure escaped her lips.

      “Ohh, Bryce, I’ve never…” she breathed, eyes softening as she undulated against my side. “Please be gentle, baby.”

      “Join them,” I breathed, nodding my head to the quietly moaning twins who were lost in their work. “And get my dick nice and slick because it’s going into this tight ass next.”

      “Yes, my son!”

      Her eyes blazed with an inner light as she slithered down. The twins broke off, glancing up with eager grins as my mom’s lips slipped over the head of my cock. I groaned in pleasure as the sucking warmth of her mouth engulfed my dick, then again when the twins’ lips latched to either side, their pale blue eyes grinning as they watched my face twist in pleasure.

      When I felt her ass finally relax around my second finger, I knew it was time. Moving with a confidence I’d never known, I motioned the twins aside as I rolled my stepmom onto one hip. Her silver-tipped hair fanned out across the sheets, as she stretched like a cat, eyes blazing with desire as she watched me slide between her legs.

      “Maybe this isn’t the way… Ohh god baby, I’m… NNnghhh ohhhhh my baby boy you’re so thick! Nnnnnghh!”

      Time slowed to a crawl as the impossible tightness of her ass softened about me. Holding myself in place, I was dimly aware of the twins crawling into one another’s arms at the head of the bed and watching with wide eyes. Sweat popped out on my brow, and my heart thudded in my chest, but I kept a firm rein on myself, not wanting to hurt my mom.

      My fears faded, and the affection I felt for this gorgeous, loving woman flourished with every second that passed. It wasn’t memories that drew me even deeper into the intimacy, but realizations in the moment. The glances she threw up at me, constantly checking in to make sure I was enjoying myself, were evidence of her selflessness. The pressure I felt against me, and the winking sensation as she relaxed ever so gently, allowing me entrance into her virginal hole, evidence of her giving nature. And the illicit desire I read in her eyes spoke of long suppressed desires that only I could quench.

      “This is soooo wrong,” Mom breathed, baby blue eyes flaring as they met mine, as she drew in a deep shuddering breath. “Sodomy… the greatest sin… and with my son… my, Bryce, oh goddd!”

      Her eyes squeezed shut as the head of my dick popped within the tight ring of her ass. Intense pressure gave way to silky heaven as I watched my cock slowly sliding within. Mom’s hands gripped the sheets, and her legs flexed as she drove her hips back into me. When I bottomed out within her, her eyes squeezed shut and a shiver passed through her body, followed by a faint gasp of surprise.

      “I love you,” I breathed, unable to stifle the words as emotions poured through me.

      I’d never felt anything so wonderful, as my gorgeous mom stretched beneath me, speared on my cock, shivering in orgasm. Bending over her, the world faded completely as I pulled her close, my hips digging against her as a guttural groan escaped Mom’s throat. One hand gathered a massive breast, fingers sinking into the firm flesh as I gripped it tight, and the other the back of her neck, twisting her face so our lips met.

      “Ahh Lugh yugh!”

      Cries of pleasure and our kisses muffled her words, which I couldn’t get enough of. The head of my cock still in her ass, I slid back into her, stifling my moan of pleasure at the silky grip. She was still too tight to move quickly without pain, and nothing was better than feeling my mom cumming with shocked gasps as I fucked her ass.
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      Time stretched as I took her with deliberate slowness. Eventually, my hand left her big tit to take a firm grip on her hip as I dug my dick into her with more power. That elicited another scream of pleasure and with a feral grin I set to buggering her with a will. As the orgasm rose up within me, I felt an opening with my mom, and as my seed filled her body, so did a piece of me fill the broken place in her soul.

      I don’t know what I was expecting to happen when the curse was finally lifted but what I got wasn’t it. My mom stiffened beneath me, eyes bulging and again something strange happened to her pupils. Instead of expanding and contracting wildly, the dark circles shifted into hearts that expanded to cover the baby blue as she intoned archaic words that tickled the back of my mind with their familiarity. Then she collapsed into a pile of slack limbs, unconscious to the world as fatigue rushed in to replace the wave of euphoria after my orgasm.

      “Maledictio levature… The Curse is broken,” Anasta breathed in an awed voice.

      “What was the last thing she said?” I asked, hearing the weariness in my voice as I shifted on the sweat damp sheets.

      “Libertas…” Eliska said, her voice solemn as she watched me with the same intensity as her twin. “Freedom.”

      “I need a shower, then I’m going to pass out,” I said, more tired than I could ever remember being as I stood on rubbery legs, almost tripping over sluggish feet.

      “You can’t! You have to do us too!” Eliska said, leaping from the bed and pressing herself to my side before I could tip over.

      “I wish I could.” I grinned at the beautiful blonde. “I don’t know what’s wrong, but I can barely stand… and there are spots in my vision… I think I need to sit down.”

      “Anasta!” I heard scrambling, then a second set of hands was helping, but I was too heavy for the slight women, and I started sinking to the carpeted floor.

      “Not yet, you don’t.” Eliska grunted with effort. “Make it to the shower… Cold water should help… Anasta what are we going to do? There’re seventy-seven women and only twelve months!”

      “We’ll figure it out, sister,” Anasta said, her calm voice stilling some of the nervous energy of her twin. “We always have. And we have Adrianna and her girls. They were always amongst the wisest of us. It will be well. We have him now, and that’s all that matters.”

      Cold water roused me for a moment, then the sweet darkness called to me again and I began sinking into oblivion. The women continued speaking to one another, but their words were a dull roar in the distance as the last glimmers of awareness faded. Only to rush back as a spark of energy coursed through my body.

      Lifting my head slightly, I blinked heavy lids and found myself propped in the corner of my mom’s shower. Steam filled the small space, telling me some amount of time had passed since the cold water first hit me and the twins were standing before me, whispering quietly to one another.

      “Do you think it will work if he’s passed out?”

      “It stiffened when you stroked him… Try it again, maybe?”

      “I can do better than that,” Eliska grinned, and her head disappeared.

      A moment later, my eyes snapped wide open as energy coursed through my body, along with the feeling of a small mouth suckling the head of my cock. Groaning, I reached down and gripped Eliska’s head, feeling my dick stretch the back of her throat as I shoved it in. I released her quickly, but the minx only gripped my thighs and tried to go deeper.

      “It woke you up!” Anasta said, bouncing on her toes in the steamy shower, her firm little titties dancing delightfully. “Yes, this makes perfect sense!”

      None of it made sense to me, but I didn’t argue with her. Instead, I pulled her close and kissed her while her sister sucked me beneath the spraying waters. It wasn’t long before Anasta’s hand replaced her sister’s mouth, coated with soap as Eliska bent before me. With a hunger I matched, the slender woman accepted my cock within her ass.

      The same as with my mom, a wave of powerful emotion swept over me, and time stretched. My senses opened up to the woman before me as I delved her soul and plumbed her body with powerful thrusts. Wilder than her sister, she’d always been the emotive one, falling into that role as a girl. Similar to her sister, she was a self-starter and always up for an adventure, while being more loving and matronly than she was willing to admit.

      Eliska’s orgasms came with growing rapidity, causing her screams to echo around the tile walls. My awareness of the world outside of the silky grip of Eliska’s ass was dim, but the heavy breasted shape of my mom pressed into the tiny stall as my pleasure crested, and I found my mouth stolen away from Anasta’s as I flooded the tiny blonde’s ass.

      The slender woman collapsed in a heap upon the cold tiles, pupils swelling into hearts as she cried out in Latin. I could barely focus on her, as another, more powerful, wave of exhaustion hit me, followed instantly by shocks of energy as Anasta and my mom pressed in close. Their hands caressed me, and a firm rubbery nipple found my lips as Anasta sank to her knees, sucking my cock stiff once again.

      The war of exhaustion and spikes of energy did a number on me, but I couldn’t ignore the bounty before me. Mustering the will, I soon bent Anasta over the edge of the bed after stumbling with her and my mom back into the bedroom. Eliska lay on a pile of towels, a beatific grin stretched across her comatose face, like a reverse rictus grin, as I entered her shivering sister.

      As I took the little blonde, I found her to be twin in looks only to her sister. Where Eliska had fucked back into me with the wildness of a banshee, Anasta undulated against me, slowing our movements to a sedate coupling as she relaxed slowly. My stepmom was right there, her kisses and touches helping Anasta accept my thickness, as the two of us sank into the reverie of love.

      As I took her on the bed, she opened up as her sister had, showing me different facets to the same stone. Quieter, but deeper of thought, there was a burning curiosity inside Anasta that hadn’t been quenched by her long life and flourished within her even now. Her hands explored herself as I fucked her, enjoying how my eyes followed their paths over firm breasts and between slender thighs.

      When I exploded within Anasta, and the strange thing happened to her eyes, a wave of exhaustion so powerful I sank immediately into darkness stole over me and I felt a moment of fear at its power. Coldness stealing through me, I began sinking into oblivion, only to be roused by the gentle hands of my mother.

      Eyes cracking open, I saw her place a damp cloth on the bedside table, a proud smile stretched across her wide mouth as she gazed down at me.

      “You’ve saved the three of us, my son… my lord.” Bending down, she pressed a soft kiss to my cheek. “But your great works have just begun. Seventy-four of my sisters remain locked in the curse, and tomorrow you visit Omega House, where a dozen are waiting to welcome you into manhood.”

      I blinked, opening my mouth to ask a question, but she rested a long finger across my lips, her other hand falling to my stiffening member.

      “We have one year to find and break the rest from their curse, or it reverts back in place. You die a mortal death. And the Succubati must wait two thousand years for another Heir to be born.” She whispered the words, eyes driving the impact of each home. “You won’t fail, my son, and I’ll make certain of it.”

      She leaned forward, heavy breasts pressing between us as she breathed in my ear.

      “This is how you recover after being drained of your essence.” I let out a faint gasp when I felt her fingers glide over the length of me, tiny spikes of energy, like shocks of electricity only gentler, radiating from her touch. “If you aren’t replenished, it can become dangerous, quickly… but you never have to fear. Your sisters and I will always be here, because it’s our duty to help you end the curse… and the greatest pleasure we’ll ever know.”

      I could only groan in ecstasy as she slid down and took the head of my cock between her soft lips. As the heavenly warmth of her mouth, coupled with the gentle pressure of her breasts wrapped around my shaft, I drifted in and out of blissful slumber. As I did, the dream that had plagued me earlier returned with the stream of women’s faces.

      Everything should be perfect with my mom and the twins, but I sensed in the dream a darkness still clinging to their souls. I’d indulged in the greatest night of pleasure I could have ever dreamed of, and something about it didn’t settle right with me, but I set the feeling aside as the dream pulled me in deeper.

      The dream was shorter this time, and each face had a touch more clarity. A few felt familiar and greeted me with cheer, but more greeted me coldly, and a few with open hostility. Awareness flashed through me as pleasure radiated from my crotch, and I heard my mom purring happily as she swallowed every drop. Then darkness stole me under for good.
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      I woke in a sweaty tangle of limbs, head pounding as the last of my dreams faded. I felt drained, with rubbery limbs and a lassitude to my thoughts that wouldn’t fade even as my body woke up. The only part of me that felt awake was my cock, which throbbed eagerly as I glanced down at the round backsides pressed against me.

      Extricating myself carefully so I didn’t wake my mom, or the twins pressed to my other side, I hopped into the bathroom to relieve myself. With the door locked, I was alone for the first time since I’d learned what my mom and sisters were. I’d suspected something strange was going on, of course. I’d have to be an idiot not to, but what I’d imagined didn’t come close to the truth.

      Succubi.

      Part of an ancient sisterhood that was cursed by Rome, they’d lived for two thousand years. They hadn’t told me anything about the intervening years, but from the hints I gathered, it hadn’t been easy. The stiff lines that had always marred my mother’s, otherwise perfect, features were gone this morning, and her face had a peaceful calm I’d never seen there.

      My thoughts drifted to the last acts of our wild evening when I’d broken the curse on all three women. It had been a suspicion only, but when I’d completed the trinity with my mom and watched her pupils swell into hearts, I knew it happened. The three of them were only the beginning. Apparently, I only had one year to find and free all seventy-seven Succubi.

      “Bryce?!”

      Knock! Knock!

      “Bryce, are you in there?!”

      “Yeah, just finishing up,” I said, flushing the toilet and rising to wash my hands.

      My mom’s voice shook with fear, and I saw the worry on her face when I pulled open the door. Seeing me, her worries faded, and she pulled me into a tight embrace. There was something wild about her, an underlying anxiety that didn’t seem like the woman I’d come to know these many years.

      “When I woke up, and you weren’t there… I thought they’d taken you.”

      “Thought who had?” Her eyes shifted away from mine and a hint of my old anger returned at seeing her obfuscate, but she spoke in a hushed voice.

      “There are those in the sisterhood who don’t want the curse lifted. Who are terrified of the power you’ll wield over them.” She smiled, covering her fears. “Don’t worry, though. Once they meet you, they won’t be able to resist your essence.”

      “You should worry a little,” Eliska said, stretching as she rolled onto her back. “Zaya and her girls are insane. You can’t be certain they won’t try something, Adrianna.”

      Mom's expression was troubled, but when I moved to step free of her, her grin returned.

      “Not so fast, big boy. Let me relieve these heavy balls so you can start your day off right,” she said, eyes dancing mischievously as she slid down my body.

      The twins let out giggles of amusement as they watched my mom planting kisses down the length of my cock. Their firm little titties shook when they slipped off the bed and scampered over. Eliska fell beside my mom, sharing a smile with the older-looking woman as she pressed her lips to the shaft of my cock, while Anasta pressed herself against my side, stealing a hungry kiss before she sank onto my mother’s other side.

      “God damn,” I groaned, looking down at the heavenly sight before me.

      “I think our lord approves,” Anasta purred, as her sister's lips slipped over the head of my cock and the blonde sucked me deep.

      Turning to Mom, Anasta planted a soft kiss on the other woman’s thick lips. Mom caught me staring and grinned. She turned to Anasta, cupping one small breast as her tongue drove into the other woman’s mouth. The sight of my gorgeous stepmother making out with the beautiful little blonde, while her twin sister struggled to deepthroat my cock, was out of this world, matched a minute later when Mom peeled Eliska off my cock and began making out with her.

      Eliska must have been more worked up than her sister, that or she had more desire for sapphic love than Anasta, because she came on my mom’s fingers in seconds. The sight of the slender blonde moaning onto my mom’s lips as her hips shook nearly got me off, but I managed to stifle the orgasm by tuning out Anasta’s hungrily sucking mouth.

      That trick didn’t work when Mom and Eliska turned to join Anasta a moment later. Faces flush from making out, the blonde’s tongue slid along my shaft, joining her sisters as Mom’s thick lips latched onto the head. Under assault from all three at once, I couldn’t last long and with a few final thrusts of my cock into my mom’s hungrily sucking mouth, my balls tightened.

      “Cumming,” I announced, watching in delight as the twins pressed in on either side of my mom, their cheeks joining hers as their mouths stretched open.

      Mom’s slender fingers gave my dick a few final strokes, her eyes glazed over and bottom lips trembling as she watched the slit of my dick winking. Then the first blast of my cum shot forth into her hungry mouth and I watched euphoria sweep over her, then the twins as they gathered the last spurts of cum on their lips and tongues.

      “So sweet,” Eliska purred, hands rising to run trembling fingers down her throat as she savored the cum in her mouth, swallowing it slowly.

      “And creamy,” added Anasta as she sank to her ass, shoulders and hips shaking as she licked her lips clean.

      “How do you feel, Bryce?” Mom asked in a faint voice as she swayed on her knees.

      Her pupils were no longer large hearts, but a hint of the shape appeared as her expanded pupils slowly contracted. Like a faint echo of the powerful effect from the night before. Filing away the information, I took stock of myself.

      The lassitude to my thoughts was gone, and my limbs no longer felt rubbery and weak. I wasn’t as full of energy as normal, but I felt better than I had when I woke up. Her eyes crinkled in a warm smile when she saw me register the change.

      “Your sustenance comes from intimacy now, and I think you’ll find your appetite has… grown.”

      “Does my lord require another milking from his eager maids?” Eliska asked in a groggy voice as she threw a leg over her sister’s hips.

      “Use them, Bryce,” Mom purred, shifting up to my side as she slid a hand down my stomach to cup my stiffening shaft. “You’ll need the strength for Loren and Crystal. They’re planning a special birthday party to make up for all the pain they’ve caused you these past three years.”

      “This all feels too good to believe,” I said, letting my hand slip around to cup one of Mom’s large firm ass cheeks. She ground her sex against my hip, breath hissing in and teeth biting into her bottom lip. “Like, I’ll wake any second and find out it’s all been a dream.”

      “If you think this is a dream come true,” Mom purred as she pressed on my ass with one hand, while the other guided my cock to Eliska’s presented pussy, “just wait… I’m going to make sure you experience every pleasure you could ever want.”

      As her whispered words tickled the hairs at the base of my neck, I felt the sucking wetness of Eliska pull me into her depths. The blonde’s legs were pulled up under her and spread over her twin, whose slender legs rose. As they did, the minx’s pussy pressed against Eliska’s and I moaned when I felt my balls slap against her wetness.

      Dragging my cock out of Eliska, the head slipped down into Anasta, as the blonde groaned in pleasure. With my mom pressed to my side, massive breasts pressed between us, she guided my cock back and forth between the twins’ pussies. Watching with as much interest as I did, she held the base of my shaft with thumb and index finger, angling it up or down with each stroke.
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      My mom’s words reverberated in my skull, and I felt a flush of pleasure at the power I had over her and the twins.

      “Cum for me,” I growled, feeling the sweet sensation of absolute power as the deeper intonations washed over the three of them.

      All thought fled their eyes as they shook with powerful orgasms. Only the orgasms didn’t stop there. Anasta and Eliska’s pussies flooded my cock with their wetness and my mom writhed nearby, the look of pleasure shifting into one of pain as the orgasms crashed one upon another until she convulsed.

      Panic rushed into me when I thought about the implications of what I’d done with those simple words. Could I reverse it as easily? What impact could the Voice have on them in the future? If I told them to stop cumming would they never be able to cum again? The possibilities were endless and frightening and every second that passed my mom’s lips twisted from joy into a rictus snarl as her fingers scrambled on the carpet.

      “Stop cumming,” I hissed, more disturbed than turned on by what I’d done.

      Mom and the twins didn’t seem to notice they’d been on the verge of passing out or having a seizure from the constant orgasms. All three gazed up at me with such utter devotion and slack-lipped smiles that I felt a niggling seed of fear awaken in my guts.

      “Don’t stop, my lord,” Anasta purred as she sluggishly twisted her hips so they once again pressed against Eliska’s, trapping my cock between their wet lips.

      “We want to feel you shoot all over us,” added her sister with a lazy grin.

      The blonde sisters shook as I resumed fucking them, and their gentle cries filled the room, along with the sound of their wetness squirting around my cock. But the unease never left me, even as Eliska’s beautiful little ass winked before me. I let my hand rest there, just above the dimples of her lower back.

      My mom looked just as drawn and exhausted as the twins, but she didn’t seem to notice as she crawled up to my side. There was a light in her eyes that looked almost manic as she planted kisses all over my neck and face. The unease I was feeling faded into the background as her soft touch and fiery lips awoke my passion and soon my balls were throbbing.

      She guided my spitting cock between the girls’ eager pussies, then bent down to suck the last drops from my dick as the twins convulsed in mutual orgasm. The sight of their beautiful faces pressed together, lips shivering and breath husking out, pushed the fears from my head.

      For a moment my lust overwhelmed me, and I pulled Mom into my lap and let her ride my stiffness to another orgasm. Watching her massive breasts shake and face crumple in pleasure as I flooded her womb was enough to keep my cock stiff as she rode me to a third and final orgasm. Screaming, she collapsed atop me, her body slack, while my own vibrated with energy.

      It wasn’t until after, when I lay upon the comforter while she and the twins cuddled beside me, that I recognized the path I was walking down and the monster I could become. While the Voice had its grip on my mother and the twins, their personalities had been gone. They’d been little more than mindless sex slaves, eager to do my bidding regardless of what they suffered as a result. Possibly even death.

      If I wanted to, these three and every other Succubati I broke free of the curse would become nothing more than sexual playthings.

      Slaves, to my pleasure.

      Memories of my distant mother and sisters flashed through my head, and for one horrible second I found the idea alluring. I could lord over the gorgeous women who’d made my life hell for four years and live out every fantasy I’d ever had. My cock throbbed at the thought, followed instantly by a wave of disgust with myself.

      Is that the future they deserved? Broken free of the curse only to be enslaved to a boy’s desire…

      I couldn’t lay beside the three naked beauties filled with these thoughts. Rising, I pulled on shorts and grabbed my running shoes. When I passed by the bedroom again, a voice called out to me.

      “Take one of the twins with you,” Mom said, rousing herself enough to rest her head on one hand, her glossy dark hair hanging about her like a curtain. “It isn’t safe for you to be out alone anymore.”

      “We’ll both come,” Anasta said as she rose from the pile of sheets and stretched. Bending over she laid a firm hand across her sisters naked rear, leaving a red mark behind as the tight-bodied blonde sat up with a frown. “Come on, lazy-bones.”

      “Go without me, I have to be at the mansion when the designer arrives.” Turning onto her back Eliska stretched, giving me a delightful view of her body as her smooth belly stretched, the small bellybutton elongating. “You’re moving in, right Adrianna? We picked a house with thirty rooms for a reason.”

      Hearing them talk about such light topics when my thoughts were so weighty was disconcerting, and I felt the need to be away from it.

      “We can talk about that later,” Mom said, her cheeks blushing faintly. “I wouldn’t want to make any decisions for Bryce… and the girls, especially Loren, will want to be wherever he is… if he allows it.”

      Her eyes flickered up to mine as she rose and pulled a robe around her shoulders. There was something different about the way she moved and stood, more so than the oddly soft way she was speaking this morning. It took a moment to put my finger on it, but when I noticed the hints of submission in her, I couldn’t unsee it and the cold seed in my stomach sprouted a branch of sickly fear.

      “We’ll give you a tour then,” Eliska said as she rose from the bed and pirouetted over to the door. “I know Anna and Emma are dying to meet you. You remember them, don’t you? The maids you helped?”

      “They’re Succubi as well?” I asked with a hint of alarm in my voice. I remembered the pair clearly, as it wasn’t often you saw two teenagers in French maids’ outfits, and one with breasts that rivaled my mom’s.

      “Not all of us flowered over the intervening millennia,” Mom said, her voice edged with sadness. “Anna and Emma are much like my own sister once was. Scared of the dramatic changes history has wrought. Be gentle with them, Bryce, and the others who’ve been broken by the ravages of time. For all the strength we have, we can prove as fragile as mortal women.”

      You are more fragile, I thought to myself. Because a monster has the powers of an Incubus…

      She left me with a growing fear of what I was becoming. As she took the twins to find workout clothes in Loren’s room, I was left alone downstairs to contemplate the new reality I found myself in.

      Needing to be away from them so I could think clearly, I slipped out of the house and started on my run alone.

      My head cleared as the road stretched before me. Turning along country roads, I wound my way around residential districts near the base of the hills. I was flush with energy, like the morning before, and my legs stretched beneath me like coiled springs, propelling me faster than I’d ever jogged.

      I’d gone about four miles when the hairs rose on the back of my neck, and I had the feeling of being watched. Glancing over my shoulder, I caught sight of a black Suburban with darkened windows rolling along behind me. Turning down a side street, the suburban turned as well, causing the hairs on my arms to rise.

      My pace was fast, but not faster than traffic was flowing, and the Suburban stuck out like a sore thumb as it traced my path through town. I grew alarmed when I found myself on an empty street with a park to my left, and I turned onto the path. The second I did, the Suburban floored it, engine roaring as it charged up behind me.

      Popping onto the curb, the heavy SUV lurched across the intervening space, tearing up grass and clods of dirt with its twenty-inch rims. Feet dragging as I took in the wild sight of the SUV charging me, I watched the side door pop open and something black unfurl from within.

      I did not know what was flying at me, but every instinct told me to flee. Throwing myself to the side, I hit the ground hard as I rolled behind a tree trunk. Thick folds of dark cloth wrapped around the tree, small hooks digging into the trunk and surrounding loam. One struck my shoulder where it set a pronged fishhook into the flesh.

      “There’s the slave master!”

      “Get him!”
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      Heads turned to watch the spectacle as the black SUV drove up into the park, and now confused shouts erupted from a few people near the jungle-gym as women burst from the SUV, throwing open doors.

      Adrenaline coursed through my system as the fight-or-flight response kicked in. I heard more than felt the hook tear out of my flesh as I leaped to my feet. My first instinct was to fight, but when I hauled back a fist to lay my first opponent low, I found a dark-skinned doe-eyed angel who looked as frightened as I felt.

      My hand shot forward, but instead of hitting her on the jaw as I’d first planned, I grabbed a fistful of her shirt and shoved her backwards, sending her into two others charging up behind her. The dark-skinned beauty registered shock at the touch. Then an angry squawk erupted out of her as she and her companions fell into a tangled pile of limbs.

      Turning, I let my legs stretch beneath me and with the stares of the soccer moms, I raced across the park and through the neighborhood beyond. Heart hammering in my chest, I took stock of where I was. Unfortunately, I’d left without my phone and couldn’t call my mom, but I recognized the neighborhood.

      Two turns later, I entered the parking lot of a small shopping center and limped my way over to the coffee shop. I’d twisted my knee in my dive behind the tree and my shoulder was trickling blood from where I’d torn that hook out. The barista gave me an odd look when I came in bloody and asking to use the phone, and I felt eyes on my back as she dug out an old rotary.

      Turning, I scanned the crowd and found a half dozen housewives sitting in pairs or alone. It was obvious at a glance that none of them were Succubi, but they stared at me with such intensity I felt my skin crawling and a seed of the earlier fear returned. These women looked at me in a similar way to how my mom and the twins had when they were under the full effects of the Voice.

      “Here you go,” the purple-haired barista said, sliding the phone over to me with a flirty smile. “The calls free… If you give me your number.”

      I blinked up at the girl in surprise. She was a good ten years older than me, and not what I’d call attractive with those chubby cheeks and all the piercings. But she stared at me with an intensity I found disturbing, and I knew deep down she’d do anything I demanded of her.

      “Sorry, I’m in a hurry,” I said to the woman’s obvious disappointment.

      “You can use mine for free,” offered a woman sitting at a nearby table as she held up her phone. “And if you want, I’ll pay you for the privilege, sexy boy.”

      “You can use mine!” offered another, half rising from her seat, a desperate but hopeless look crossing her features when she glanced over my shoulder.

      Ignoring the clamor as others offered, I snatched the phone from the woman nearby and quickly dialed my mom’s number. What I saw pushing open the coffee shop door froze my tongue when the receiver clicked, and I heard my mom’s desperate voice call out over the speaker.

      “Hello?! Bryce!? Where are you, baby? Are you safe? Talk to me, Son!”

      “I’m at the coffeehouse on Franklin,” I said, my voice trailing off as the bell on the door rang and four women entered.

      The women had come from a black Suburban parked across two spots outside. The SUV had clods of dirt in its front grill and mud sprayed up its sides, and there could be no doubt these were Succubi. Each walked with a confidence that made the housewives glance down in shame. Or perhaps it was their beauty that made the other women feel less than.

      Their leader was tall and curvy, with heavy breasts that swayed beneath her black blouse delightfully. Her hair was a dark, kinky mass that swept down over one shoulder, framing a face with high cheekbones and a wide, sensuous mouth. She walked with such authority as she strode into the coffee shop that I stood frozen in place as they approached.

      “The Heir won’t be going anywhere, Adrianna. He’s ours now,” the tall woman said, and I heard a gasp on the other end of the line, then the leader turned and a smaller, pleasantly plump woman with dusky skin stepped forward and spoke in a clear, deep voice.

      “Attend us, Heir of Augustus, and Obey.”

      She was trying to use the Voice on me, but it was a simple thing to ignore the compulsion. If I wasn’t going to let my mom and the twins exert control over me, I certainly would not let these strangers.

      “Fight it, Bryce! They can’t compel you if you refuse—” The phone cut off when the tall woman swept it from my hand with an angry hiss and watched it shatter on the floor.

      The purple-haired woman let out a tiny squeak, then flinched when the tall woman glanced at her.

      “There will be no denying us, Slave Master. You can’t be left free to inflict your depredations on our sisters,” the tall woman growled, her face twisted with hatred. “Hit him with the Voice again, Nyala.”

      “Obey me Heir, I command you!”

      I shook my head, feeling like a bear at bay as the words rolled over me. Curling my hands into fists, I let my anger push aside the power of her Voice.

      “You chase me down in the street like a dog? Attack me with barbed hooks?” I pulled aside my torn shirt to show the ugly wound seeping blood. “You call me Slave Master, then try to make me your slave with that same power?”

      My hands were shaking with fury, but I couldn’t ignore the truth in their worries. A part of me wanted to agree with them, but the pain of my wounds made it impossible to set aside my anger.

      The tall leader’s face darkened with anger, but I saw hesitation on Nyala and her two companions. One glanced up at their leader, her hands nervously shifting the rope she held. She might have said something to break the growing tension, but the flashing red lights and wailing siren of a patrol car did that for her.

      “Go deal with them, Liya,” the tall woman said, nodding her head toward the two cops exiting their car with guns drawn. A tiny woman with the face of a porcelain doll, and skin smooth as marble, turned to head out. “As for you—”

      “As for me?” I cut in, “What was your plan? To keep me locked up? Forever? Or was it to kill me?”

      “We aren’t murderers,” the tall woman said, belying the deadly glint in her eyes. “Nor will we be yoked to a man’s will. To be cursed with slavery this time.” She glanced around at the shocked but still adoring faces of the surrounding housewives. “And no man can be trusted with as much power as you wield. You’ll make thralls of us, like you would them.” She nodded to the soccer moms and housewives. “And I can’t doom my sisters to such a fate.”

      “Only one of us used our powers to compel,” I said, my voice hard as stone, causing Liya to flinch. “Only one of us attacked the other without warning.”

      The other two grew nervous, the skin around their eyes tightening as they shifted in place. Outside, I could see Nyala speaking with the officers. The men were relaxed and smiling without a care in the world, so I knew she’d already used the Voice on them, and I couldn’t count on them for help.

      Spreading my hands wide, I stared into the tall woman's beautiful light brown eyes, now tight with anger, and spoke in a soft voice.

      “I only learned what I am last night, and I sympathize with your fears, for I share them too.” Zaya made an angry sound in the back of her throat, but I continued speaking from the heart. “You won’t believe me, but I’ve seen what I could become, and the thought makes me ill… physically ill. I wouldn’t want that for my sisters, either. Not if it meant my life instead. I don’t want this power over anyone, but especially not the women I love and cherish most.”

      “Prove it then,” Zaya said, crossing her arms beneath a bust far larger than I’d first guessed. “Let us take you to the Farm and lock you in our cellar. We can meet with Adrianna and decide how best to… proceed.”

      “And leave my sisters, cursed to a life of misery? Leave my mother alone? I can’t do that. But I can offer you something better.” Turning to the coffee bar, I reached behind it and came up with a long knife used to cut cakes and quick breads. “I don’t know the words, but I’m willing to swear a blood oath to never use my Voice to compel.”

      The two dark-skinned beauties behind Zayas eyes widened and shocked gasps escaped their lips, but the taller woman reared back as if struck.

      “You would add sin atop sin? Curse upon curse?”

      “Zaya, perhaps…” the tiny doll-like girl offered in a syrupy sweet, high-pitched voice, but the other woman rounded on her.

      “This was your idea, Liya, don’t let his essence weaken you!”

      “A Blood Oath freely given would assuage many of the sisters’ fears,” the third woman offered. She wasn’t as eye-poppingly gorgeous as her sisters, but her willowy figure dried my mouth as it swayed with hypnotic grace. “And I fear we may have let our hunger drive us to a rash decision…”

      She looked down at the zip-tie handcuffs in her hands and gave them a questioning frown, as if surprised to find them there, and unsure what to do with them. Movement outside drew my attention over the slender woman’s shoulders, and I caught sight of a white Range Rover barreling through the parking lot.

      “We’re out of time,” Zaya growled, her gaze following mine to the pair of blonde heads behind the windshield. Whipping back, she shoved a stiff finger at me and bit off every word. “You’ll be seeing us again, boy, and next time be prepared to take that oath or accept the chains. Come on, girls!”

      The three turned on their heels and marched out, but Liya and Aida paused at the door to glance back at me. The tiny, doll-like beauty offered me a small wave, hidden behind her body, before they were outside and marching to the SUV. I sagged in place, one hand on the counter, while I watched Anasta and Eliska trade shouted epithets with the four as they climbed in and drove off.
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      The energy I’d been filled with was entirely gone, and my limbs trembled with exhaustion. I glanced around as the twins entered to find shocked and surprised faces on the mortal women, but once they felt my eyes on them, the shock disappeared as they preened and twisted for my approval. By the time Eliska got to my side, there were half a dozen eyelashes fluttering at me and several women were rising to help as I swayed in place.

      “Let’s get you away from here and someplace safe,” Anasta said, as they helped me outside and into the Land Rover. “Your mom called and told us where you were… If we hadn’t gotten here, you might have been killed, Lord.”

      “They wouldn’t have gone that far,” I said, but Eliska shook her head firmly as she crawled in beside me in the back seat.

      “You can’t know that. These aren’t rational women. Zaya and her tribe swore off men centuries ago, after what was done to them in the New World. Not only are their memories of the wounds still fresh, but they’re also starving.”

      “Where are you taking me?” I asked, as Anasta drove us past the country club.

      “To our mansion. You’ll be safe there, and your mother is going to meet us—”

      “Take me home,” I said, my tone brooking no arguments.

      Eliska looked up and met her sisters’ eyes in the rearview mirror, lips pressed in a disapproving frown, but Anasta turned at the next light, heading towards the other side of town and our house.

      “Zaya and her tribe might be the worst of the lot, but they aren’t the only ones we need to worry about,” Eliska said, her fingers probing gently at the cut on my shoulder. “Until we can be sure how best to approach the other Succubati, we proceed with caution.”

      “Last night was a mistake… I’ve been going about this all wrong,” I said, ignoring the blonde’s shocked gasp as I went on. “I need to think about what I can give to each of you, instead of what I can take… Please just take me home.”

      I feared my mom, and the twins were as broken in their own way as Zaya. I couldn’t imagine what they’d gone through, nor did I want to. My dream of orgies around the world with eager and nubile succubi wasn’t to be. This couldn’t be an orgy of selfish pleasure, not if I really wanted to lift the curse from these women.

      What use would their freedom be if it left them in another kind of bondage?

      It might be possible to use the Voice to wipe away their traumas, but that would be perpetuating the crime. No, I needed something to relieve the pressure inside of them, and the beginning of a plan came to me as we pulled into the driveway.

      “Anna and Emma are ready for the Curse to be lifted?”

      “Yes,” Eliska said, nodding emphatically, her morose expression shifting into one of hope. “We can bring them to you now… if you want.” She added hesitantly.

      “Do that,” I said, opening the door and stepping out of the Range Rover. “Bring them up to my room when you return.”

      “What do you have planned?” Anasta asked.

      “Something I should have done for you both and my mom,” I said with a little shrug. “But there’s no sense crying over spilled milk.”

      “Do you want them in the maids’ outfits? Or maybe cheerleader uniforms?”

      Anasta rolled her eyes at her sister and threw the SUV in reverse.

      “We’ll return shortly. Do you want us to cancel the trip to Omega House tonight?”

      “We’ll see,” I said, heart sinking at the thought of missing an orgy of beautiful coeds chaired by my sisters.

      There was nothing stopping me from going there and indulging in the greatest night of sex a man could imagine. Nothing except my own internal compass that cried out it would be wrong to take from them, without giving something back. Without forging a bond to the present that broke the chains, locking each woman to their past.

      Stopping at my stepmom’s hutch, I pulled out the lower drawer and dug out a dozen long-stemmed candles. I heard my mom pull up as I entered my room but shut and locked the door when she came running upstairs.

      “Bryce, is everything ok, honey?”

      “Everything’s fine Mom, just give me a few minutes to set everything up.”

      I could hear her hovering outside the door for a minute before the stairs creaked with her retreat. My plan was simple and easy to set up, but my room was too cluttered for what I wanted. Opening my closet, I pushed most everything inside, even my computer and dresser, leaving only the bed, a cushioned chair and a beanbag sitting in the corner.

      Stripping the walls of posters took longer but did the trick in removing the last touches of my childhood from the room. When that was done, I pulled out my spare sheets and a handful of thumbtacks and tacked the sheets up between the ceiling and the walls. It took a little adjusting to make sure the candles could burn down without risk of starting a fire, but once that was done, I stepped back and took in the room.

      It’s important at times of significant life change to memorialize the change with rituals. Without a ritual and formal patterns to ease the transition, a life change carries with it a tremendous amount of anxiety. I could only imagine the levels the Succubati were experiencing and hoped my idea could ease them somewhat.

      Pulling out my phone, I pulled up Crystal’s number and dialed it.

      “Bryce?! Are you ok? Mom called and we’ve been worried sick.”

      “I’m fine, sis. Look, I need you to do me a favor, ok?”

      “Anything.”

      She listened while I described my idea and agreed to set up the feed and share the link.

      “Do you need anything else? Want me to come by?”

      “Maybe later,” I said. “You’ll see what I’ve got planned when the feed starts up.”

      “Ok… I love you, Bryce.”

      “I love you too, and Crystal?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Tell Loren… I’ll see her soon.”

      “You better. She’s going crazy without you, Bryce.”
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      I couldn’t be certain, but I thought I heard a worried sigh before the phone clicked off. Setting it on the windowsill, I positioned the camera with a wide-angle view of the entire room. I’d set two cushions on the ground, and they were perfectly centered in the camera’s field of view. With that settled, I pulled open my door to find my mom outside, arms clasped about herself as she paced. Her head came up with a look of concern that turned to curiosity when she glanced into my room.

      “What a lovely gesture. Is this for Anna and Emma?”

      “Yes, I thought we should formalize things… make a ritual out of it. A ceremony.”

      “That’s a lovely idea,” she said, blushing when I held out my hand to her. “For me? But we’ve already…”

      “I’ve been thinking a lot about it, and it isn’t enough to break the curse and leave it at that. For two thousand years you’ve lived one way, and then for that to suddenly end… We need to give you all something to become. Something to change into.”

      “You’re asking too much of yourself, Bryce. It’s enough that the Curse is ended, and the hunger no longer coils in my guts like a hungry snake.”

      “For you perhaps, but not for Zaya and her tribe. Not for those who’ve been broken by the centuries. And even for yourself,” I said, stepping close and running the backs of my fingers down her smooth cheek. “I know you carry burdens and weights you’ve never talked about. They’ll become resentments and turn to bitterness if the wound isn’t lanced, and the poison drawn out.”

      As I spoke, I drew her into the room. Oddly, mom hesitated, resisting my gentle hand on the back of her arm. She turned at the sound of the Range Rover pulling back into the driveway.

      “We should let Anna and Emma try your experiment. You don’t want to hear what I’ve seen…”

      Her words died off when I turned and trapped her baby blue eyes with my own. I could see the fear filling her, stiffening her limbs, crowding and overwhelming her. Moving with deliberate slowness, I ran my hands up her side and neck, until I cupped both cheeks. I said nothing. No imploring words, or compelling Voice. I simply held her, letting her see the boundless love I had for her reflected in my eyes. Hers softened, then moistened and with a wail she crumpled into my arms, tears streaming down her face.

      “I could never hate you, never think less of you. No matter what you told me… ok?”

      She nodded lightly, and I caught motion outside the door. Waving them back, I drew my stepmom down to one of the cushions and took my place across from her. The hairs prickled on the back of my neck as I took in her incredible beauty, highlighted to perfection in warm candlelight.

      “We’re sitting in a sacred space. A space only I and your sisterhood may enter. I offer no judgments, or guilt, only acceptance. Think of this as a baptism, not in the Christian faith, but in your rebirth as a mortal woman, freed of the guilt, shame and resentments that have built up over these many years.”

      My words stilled the trembling in my mother’s shoulders and her fingers relaxed their grip on one another. Lips parting, she breathed in and out slowly, then settled her shoulders back. She nodded that she understood.

      “Tell me your true name,” I whispered, but with a thread of firmness in my voice, letting her know I was in control of the situation.

      “Adrianna—” she began after wiping her cheeks dry, but I stopped her with a raised hand.

      “The name you were born with, please.”

      She blinked, hands fluttering to her breasts as she stared off into the distance, as if retrieving a distant memory.

      “I was named Ulfa by my mother, but when I married Gorthek, it was changed to Adrata… Adrata… I haven’t thought of her in a long time.”

      “Tell me of her.”

      My words were keys, each spoken to unlock what was inside of her. As the candles flickered, the twins and their maids watched from the darkness, as my phone streamed the scene to a private feed.

      “It was a good life in our village. Other than the threat of Roman depredations, we lived simply and peacefully. Gorthek was a simple man but strong and though ours wasn’t a love connection, he treated me well and gave me two beautiful daughters.

      “When I heard of his death at the hands of legionnaire, I wept for him and for myself. A woman alone is a victim waiting for the predator, and with my beautiful girls… I knew they’d be coming for us soon.

      “But the Curse struck before such evils befell us. At first, we thought it a miracle from our gods. My daughters ripened into women, and I lost the lines that had grown beside my eyes and lips. On top of that, any man who attacked us fell comatose after a single touch… but then the hunger set in, and I was forced to recognize what our futures would be…”

      Her head fell, and the air between us grew thick as I felt the emotions swirling within her. Sensing she had more to unburden, I waited, patient and silent. When she struggled to find the words, I reached a single hand out and took hers in it, squeezing it gently. With a shuddering inhalation, she continued in a voice raw with emotion.

      “The girls and I did terrible things those first few years… In order to survive… In order to keep ourselves off a burning stake. We stole… killed… Leaving a trail of ruin in our wake. I carried shame for many years, and then acceptance came. And finally guilt for accepting what shouldn’t be.”

      “You can’t be held responsible for what you were forced to do. Your free will was stolen by the Curse. Those sins will be washed away when you’ve spoken them aloud, to us, your family.”

      Her eyes told me how difficult those first words were, and her nails dug deep into my hand as she gripped it tight, but when she spoke, there was no hesitation in her words. They came out in a rush, like an old bandage being torn free to reveal not putrefied flesh beneath as she’d feared, but fresh pink skin.

      “I made the Elder of our village my thrall when he came to drive us away. Forcing him to leave his wife and sons to cart myself and the girls away. He lost his life on that road, all for a promise and a brush of my fingers upon his cheek. In the next town I found a merchant and learned how greed can grow on you unaware… We left with pitchforks and spears in the hands of a dozen wives driving us out.”

      She spoke of crimes both great and small, slights only she would see as such. She talked about men she could have loved, only to have what she’d loved about them destroyed the moment they touched. As she spoke the litany of her sin’s I felt my soul grow heavy as I took them upon myself and watched as her shoulders relaxed with every wicked deed spoken aloud.

      When she came to the end, admitting her duplicity towards my father and the illicit love she’d found for her stepson, it fell easily from her lips. Then she was silent, wavering in place with a slightly lost look on her face. When her eyes found mine, a silent cry escaped her mouth, and I gathered her collapsing body into my arms, pulling her close.

      “I can’t free you from the memories, but I can offer you a brighter future.” My lips found hers, and I almost quaked at the hunger I felt rise up in her.

      Setting aside my own desires, I pulled her tighter, giving her license to twist hungrily in my arms. The woman in my arms now was nothing like the creature I’d made love with the night before. Not in the beginning.

      In the beginning, she was an open wound, looking for relief in my powerful arms. Her clothing disappeared as it was torn aside, and I was suddenly ridden with a force I’d never felt, as she clawed the shirt from my back. Giving myself over to the moment, I let her exercise her demons on my stiffness as she rode me maniacally.

      Once she came, with a screaming wail that set the hairs on my arms standing up, she sagged against me, relaxing into the motions and I was able to find my own pleasure. It was when I flooded her womb that I felt the fluttering of something powerful within my breast. The faint glimmers of her I’d seen the night before were on full display as I lay her beneath me.

      I’ve never experienced time stretching and contracting like it did with my mother, but when I pulled her sucking lips from my dick, after the third and final orgasm to complete her trinity, I saw a full hour had passed. Shaky with exhaustion and glutted with emotions, I caught sight of a fragile figure in the doorway to my bedroom.
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      It wasn’t that I wanted to be done with my mother, but something inside called out to the cursed succubus. I reached out an empty hand and she stepped into the circle of flickering candlelight. Mom was pulled into the warm embrace of her sisters as she wept in joy. No longer did the guilt and resentments of centuries rest upon her soul, and they welcomed a new woman as I sat an ancient, fragile soul down.

      “Could you… Can you do the same for me, young man?” The juxtaposition of her calling me “young man” when she looked less than a year or two my senior struck me as funny, but I kept all signs of it off my face. “No one’s ever wanted to hear my story… It isn’t as dark as Adrianna’s, I fear, but it’s just as sad.”

      “We’re sitting in a sacred space,” I said, letting my voice slip back into a reverential tone, and trying to ignore my nakedness as I sat on the cushion with the scent of sex surrounding us.

      “A space only I and your sisterhood may enter. I offer no judgments, or guilt, only acceptance. Think of this as a baptism. Not into the Christian faith, but in your rebirth as a mortal woman, freed of the guilt, shame and resentments that have built up over these many years.”

      Other than a few words in passing when I’d helped with the furniture, I knew nothing about this woman other than her name. But I prepared myself to listen with every bit as full a heart as I had with my mom. Taking in her large round eyes, similar to my sister Loren’s, and pouty, downturned lips, and the slender grace of her diminutive body, I didn’t think it would be hard.

      “Tell me your true name.”

      “Mother called me Aio, the ‘little sister,’ but I was named Ana by the Hearth Circle.” She gave a bitter laugh, eyes glazing as distant memories resurfaced. “When the curse hit, I was the ugliest child in my village. Afterwards, men traveled from the sea to court Frio and I, until they learned of the truth… We fed in sips and nibbles from coy boys and querulous men. Never taking more than necessary after the death of Froken, the pig boy… He would have been my first. If his essence hadn’t run before I knew I fed off him.

      “My people were understanding for a time. But we didn’t age and as the years passed, rumors spread. When they came with flames to burn us out, I was hopeless, but Frio wasn’t. She saved me that day, as she has so many times since. She enthralled half the village, and we watched as the men hacked one another to death for a promise that would never be kept.”

      The horror on the slender girl’s face was raw, and I felt her pain as the scenes flashed before her mind’s eye. It didn’t take any prodding for Anna to unburden herself, because she’d been hungry to share it with someone for a long time. I felt her soul lightening as the long-held secrets came to light and felt the circle of watching eyes knit ever so closer together.

      “After James Dean, we swore off men… And we’ve been in service to the twins ever since. It’s a quiet life, but I’m content. Or we were until you were born, sir.”

      “And then?”

      “And then I was reminded I’m a woman… A woman with desires I can no longer ignore.”

      “Are you ready to break free of the curse, Anna?”

      “Yes, my lord, please, take me!”

      The tiny girl fell into my arms as I twisted her beneath me. She felt fragile in my arms, as her slender legs wrapped around me, but there was nothing fragile about the hunger I felt through our kiss. Her eager little tongue slid into my mouth, as her hands slid down my belly to grip my stiffness.

      “It’s almost enough,” she husked out between fiery kisses, “that you aren’t enthralled. Aren’t a slave to my desires… Take me, Lord! Use me for your pleasure!”

      I read the woman’s soul as I had with my mom, seeing deeper into her than I had the twins the night before after she’d poured her heart and soul out to me. Recognizing she spoke from the heart, I gave myself over to base desires and took the submissive little girl with the power she craved.

      Always in the position of power, Anna had never been comfortable in her role. She craved being made to feel helpless and vulnerable beneath a powerful man, and I was all too happy to give it to her.

      The maid’s uniform was stiff and edged in white lace that tore as I pulled the garments from Nyala’s tiny body. Her skin was pale and smooth as ivory as I ran my hands beneath her skirt and hooked off her tiny white panties. When the skirt came too, I took my first peak of her shorn sex, winking up at me between the gap in her slender thighs.

      Rising up on my knees, I pulled Anna’s face into my crotch with a firm grip on her silky hair. The tiny girl let out an eager whimper when I pressed the head of my cock to her lips. Her tongue curled around the head, drawing it into her sucking mouth as she drove her face forward.

      “Mhnn,” I moaned as I felt her throat accept the head of my dick.

      I watched Anna’s throat distend around my thickness as her dark eyes rolled back into her head. The woman gave herself over to my control as I gripped the back of her head and felt her throat relax. Reaching down with my other hand, I slipped two fingers into her tight-lipped pussy and smiled when her eyes flashed open again, pupils swelling as she came on my hand.

      Time stretched and contracted as I fucked the sexy little girl’s eager mouth. It didn’t take long for her skillful throat to coax a load of cum from my cock, and a wave of pleasure swept through me as she sucked hard on the tip, eagerly swallowing every drop as her body locked up in euphoria.

      Anna was pliable and whimpering when I spread her slender legs. I was reminded again of how tiny and fragile she felt, as she trembled beneath me. Then I was invading her incredibly tight pussy in short little thrusts. She was so tight; I had to coat my cock in her juices and slowly work myself in as she stretched around me.

      “Mghy Lard… I’m… Cumingh!”

      Her words came out garbled and choked off as the head of my cock filled every inch of her pussy. Small fingers dug into my arms as she shivered and shook beneath me. Then the intense wave of her orgasm was past, her pussy softening around my cock as a gasp escaped her lips.

      “You’re so fucking sexy,” I purred into Anna’s ear as I gathered her close in my arms. “Like a doll, made for fucking.”

      “Yes!” she cried out, arms wrapping around my neck as her ankles locked around my ass, her heels adding thrust to my pounding hips. “Fuck! Me!”

      The world dissolved into the immediate, as my hands explored her tiny body. My lips found pale-pink nipples and sucked them stiff. As I dug into her body with powerful thrusts, my mind filled with the aroma of this woman. I could read her like the back of my hand, and with a grip on her throat, felt my balls begin to tighten.

      Anna’s eyes flashed wide open when she felt the first powerful blast of my cum flood her womb, and once again she stiffened as euphoria swept through her body. But she demonstrated a skill I hadn’t been expecting as the rush of pleasure faded from me.

      Flexing her internal muscles, the girl massaged my cock with her pussy, keeping it stiff as she peppered light kisses down my neck and across my chin and lips.

      “We aren’t done, baby… I need you again… I can feel the emptiness… back there.” Her dark eyes flashed seductively as she bit her bottom lip, looking like the embodiment of innocence despite the flush to her cheeks and her wicked pussy teasing me.

      “Bend over, slut,” I growled as I leveraged myself up on one arm.

      Anna moved like a snake beneath me, purring in pleasure as she presented her tiny ass to me. The side of her face was pressed into one of the cushions, eyelids fluttering, and bottom lip pressed white between her teeth as she waited for me to take her.

      Instead of taking her bent over, I pulled her up, letting her slender body elongate as I spilled the head of my cock between her tight little cheeks. I couldn’t see into the hallways with the glare of the candlelight, but I could hear heavy breathing as they watched me claim Anna’s last hole.

      “I love this,” Anna hissed, as I pulled her back against me with a firm grip on her neck. “I love you!”

      And I loved her too. Every fiber of my being was in sync with Anna as her tight entrance gripped my cock. The tight ring relaxed as I invaded her, and I got to watch her pupils swell and contract in wild ways as I pulled her back onto me. With one hand gripping her throat, and the other sliding around and up a tight stomach to cup her tiny breasts, I slid to the hilt inside her.
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      With the eyes of an unknown number watching through the live feed on my phone, I fucked Anna’s ass with slow, deliberate thrusts. Careful never to hurt her, I didn’t hold back in pursuit of my own pleasure. She wanted to be taken and claimed, and I made sure she got it.

      I lost focus on the outside world, as her scent filled my head again and gave myself over to the moment. Anna’s head twisted, and her lips found mine, as I felt the pleasure rising in me. She sensed it too, and I felt her fingers slid into my hair, taking a firm grip as she hissed into my lips.

      “Please, please, please,” the hissed whispers trailing off as her eyes flashed wide, pupils swelling into those same strange hearts I’d seen on my mom and the twins the night before.

      Then I lost focus on her as the last of my seed filled her ass. Shaky from the rush of feeling, and from the wave of exhaustion that swept in behind it, I sagged back onto the ground. Slender limbs shook in my arms as a soft body pressed against me.

      Turning I found my mom propping me up as she rested against my bed. Her soft hand pushed the sweat slick hair back from my face, and a look of profound pride shone through her face.

      “Do you have any idea the gift you’ve given Anna?” she asked in an awed voice.

      When I didn’t answer right away, she motioned to the side, and I turned to find Emma cradling her sister in her arms. The pair of them wept, but Anna’s face no longer held the small lines of tension and stress that had worked themselves in over time. Her eyes were clear and her smile beatific as she stared up at her sister.

      “Your work isn’t done yet, my son,” Mom breathed into my ear, as she helped me to rise, leading me across the hall into the bathroom where the twins had already gotten the shower started, and the room filled with billowing steam. “Seventy-three await your benevolence. If only they could see your masterful display.”

      “Some did,” I said, but I ignored her questioning frown as I stepped into the shower.

      Eliska and Anasta joined me under the waters, and both were breathless in their effusive praise about what they’d witnessed. Both couldn’t wait for their own chance to confess their life stories to me and began in the tight confines as their soapy hands lathered me clean.

      The twins’ eager mouths replenished the exhaustion I felt after breaking the curse, and having my essence drained. They showed me a few of the tricks they hadn’t shown me the night before, such as when they interlaced fingers, stroking me against their flickering tongues. Or when they pressed their firm asses about my cock and earned a load of cum as they squeezed me between their firm cheeks.

      I emerged from the shower feeling refreshed in more ways than one and found Emma waiting in the bedroom. The maid trembled with nerves but looked to her beaming sister for heart as I moved to step back into the room. Before I could, a hand grasped mine, and I turned to find my mom listening to her phone, her eyes wide as they sorted through what she heard.

      “Bryce, they’ve shared your link with everyone they knew… They’ve been watching at Omega House. Hang on, Loren.” She put her hand to the phone, eyes widening. “I’m getting messages from sisters I haven’t spoken to in centuries. All begging to have the same experience. They’re booking flights and trains now.”

      “Let me talk to him!” Loren’s voice reached me through the receiver and Mom rolled her eyes as she handed me the phone.

      “Hello, Loren.” I felt a wave of shyness when talking with my beautiful sister. It had been one thing to send her and Crystal the live feed link, but it was another knowing she’d just watched me intimate with another woman.

      “Bryce, oh my god, I have so much to say, but first, what you did with Mom and Anna was brilliant. There are sisters here who were nervous, and you’ve eased those fears. Crystal has Esmerelda and Fiona redoing the great rooms in Omega House to be ready for you. You will come over… right?”

      “I will,” I said, butterflies swirling in my stomach. “You can count on that.”

      “Good.”

      The phone clicked off before I could respond, and Mom took it back with a frown at her daughter for hanging up. Before she could ask what Loren had whispered to me, I stepped into my bedroom and the woman waiting for the grace of baptism.

      Emma’s life was much like her sister’s, and the sins she confessed to me nearly identical. Stronger than her sister, she didn’t weep as she told me of the terrible things she’d done and had happened to her, but she became oddly shy when I pulled her into my arms afterwards. We made love without the breathless energy I’d felt with her sister, and when I finally flooded her tight ass and broke the curse from her, she was weeping joyful tears until the ecstasy struck, locking up her limbs.

      I was so exhausted afterwards I could barely stand, and it was only with the aid of Mom, the twins and Anna that I managed to stumble into Mom’s bathroom. She and the twins had prepared her spa tub, and I staggered in to find a mountain of soft bubbles floating atop the steaming waters.

      “What’s all this?” I asked, motioning to the open bottle of champagne and bowl of cherries sitting on the counter.

      “This is your reward,” Mom purred as she helped me slip under the warm waters. “You can have anything you want tonight… anything.”

      “Careful offering him that,” Eliska chuckled. “I don’t think I’d know where to find an eight-ball of cocaine if he decides to make a real celebration of it.”

      Mom frowned in disapproval up at the slender blonde as she slipped into the waters and pressed herself to my side.

      “Don’t be ridiculous. No one’s taking drugs… Not tonight anyway.” She flashed me a sly wink, and I shifted beside her, my energy slowly returning as her hand gently caressed my half-hard cock. “Maybe another night we can all try it. Or maybe that Molly the girls mentioned. What do you think about me, you and the girls… expanding our minds together?”

      I chuckled at what I assumed was a joke, but the laughter died off when Anna and Emma entered the bathroom. The sisters had an arm around each other’s waists as they spoke softly to one another. When they saw me and Mom in the spa-tub, they brightened, and I felt my dick harden when Anna cupped her sister’s large breasts.

      Softer than her sister, Emma was endowed with soft breasts that hung with a delightful slope, and her ass was round and pert. Seeing the two together, and the twins beside them, wicked thoughts floated through my mind.

      “They’re all yours my son, to do with as you please… Command them,” Mom purred in my ear, the water sloshing gently as her fingers teased the length of me with feather light touches beneath the water, bubbles clinging to her massive breasts as she pulled me around to a better view of the beautiful women.

      “I want to see you four make out,” I said, cock throbbing at the taboo request.

      Anna and Emma beamed at me before turning to one another, and beside them, the twins did the same. Moving close to the edge of the tub, the women’s hands came up, touching one another with gentle motions as they drew close. Mom’s breath husked in my ears as her nipples hardened against my arm. Seeing my mom turned on by the sapphic display was almost as hot as the sight itself.
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      At first, it was for my entertainment as their hands rose to cup and caress one another’s breasts and pinch nipples, but quickly passion overtook all four. Fingers dropped to tease pussies before I could demand it, and Emma even dropped down to pull Anna’s firm pink nipple between her lips.

      Eliksa pushed Anasta down on the thick rim of the tub, pressing the twin back as she trailed kisses down her slender stomach. The sight was so hot; I rose and sat on the edge of the tub, fingers sliding through her thick hair. I guided my mom’s mouth onto my cock. With an eager whimper, she slipped between my thighs, hands caressing my shaft as her lips plumped up around the head as she suckled and licked the sensitive underside.

      Emma didn’t waste time and stumbled forward with her sister in her arms. They sank into the waters, causing a wave of bubbles to wash around my mom’s face. She ignored them as she continued worshipping my cock, eyes locked on my face as her cheeks hollowed. It was difficult knowing where to look with all the action going on, but the twins stole the decision from me.

      Pressing themselves against my side and Mom’s back, they threw themselves into the act with a will I found intoxicating. In my deepest fantasies, I couldn’t have imagined a scene as wickedly hot as watching Anasta’s lips curling in an excited grin as Eliska came on the blonde’s fingers. Only to watch the quieter twin fall victim to the same tactics a few moments later.

      Anna and Emma, not to be outdone, soon joined us all in the crowded tub. Water sloshed on the tile floors, but no one cared as Anna suckled at one of her sister’s large nipples. As similar as they looked in facial features, their bodies couldn’t have been more different.

      “You healed them, Son.” My mom’s voice was soft, but it reached me over the sloshing waters, as she bent back and half rose, wrapping her massive breasts around my cock. “Now let us pay back the grace you’ve given us… Girls?”

      The twins were the first to break off their sapphic embrace and press themselves to my side. Emma was on the cusp of orgasm and as my mom discovered the best way to trap my thick cock between her breasts, I watched the slender woman’s shivering.

      “Anna… right there… I’m… I’m!”

      Her body shook, thighs clamping down on Anna’s head as she lost control of her limbs. When Emma sagged back into the waters, a beatific grin on her lips, she and her sister turned to make their slow way over to join the orgy of flesh pressing around me.

      My mom’s massive breasts cradled my cock, while Anasta and Emma ran their pink tongue all over the tip, teasing it. Eliska and Anna kissed their way up my torso, tongue, and lips, finding every bit of sensitive flesh before their lips found mine. The women pulled me deeper into the tub, letting my body float up as they caressed and teased me, ten hands caressing every inch of me as I felt my balls tightening and another orgasm rising up in me.

      A warm sensation I’d never felt before engulfed my dick, too soft to get me off right away, but torturous in how incredible it felt. An arm around Eliska and Anna’s waist. I raised my head and watched in awe as all four women ran their tongue around the head of my dick, while my mom rolled her breasts around the shaft.

      “Cum for us, my son… my lord… give us the gift of precious seed!”

      “Yesss!” Purred Anasta as she pulled up and surprised me by stealing a passionate kiss from my mom, all while her eyes remained fixed on my face. Seeing how I responded to the sexy sight, she tapped her sister on the shoulder before dropping her mouth back to my dick.

      Together they pulled up, while the others worked their tongues with delicious slowness, edging me closer and closer to orgasm while I watched my mom make out with each of the beautiful women. Seeing their tongues slide along one another, and the occasional nips they would take from her thick lips, had my toes curling, but I refrained from forcing any of their mouths onto my dick and cumming.

      There was a different kind of intimacy gained from letting another pleasure you. It’s an act of submission that empowers the other. In this case, I’d spent hours this evening making these women mine in every way imaginable. From stripping them of secrets and sins, to invading their bodies.

      They’re still healing, I thought to myself. They’re reclaiming strength from the act… What is she… “Holy shit… Here it…!”

      My mother had just finished making out with Emma before the four placed their tongues back on my dick. Smiling at me wickedly, she released her breasts and bent forward. Unlike a bed, there was no mattress or limbs to get in the way as she drove down, drawing the two sets of sisters with her.

      With an eager moan, she sucked the head of my dick into her mouth, cheeks hollowing as the other four sucked, licked and kissed every inch of my shaft. Hands pushed me up in the water as my toes curled and the words burst from my lips. I felt my balls tighten, then two fiery tongues slid along the sensitive sack, and my awareness dissolved into a wall of white bliss.

      I was dimly aware of my back arching, legs stiffening, and the water sloshing around me as my mom’s lips left my dick. Then awareness flooded back a moment after leaving me, as all five licked and sucked every drop of cum from my dick. My hips sank into the waters as they turned to one another, lips and tongue seeking every drop as the combination of their hands and my essence brought them off for a second and third shaking orgasm.

      The faucet turning on and hot water flooding the tub roused me, and I picked my head up to find the women lounging against one another. Mom had turned on the water and soon the waters steamed again, and bubbles began frothing in loose mounds. Anna and Emma had floated to my side, and I held the pair with an arm around their shoulders. Turning to Emma, I stole a kiss, only to have her sister turn my head to steal one herself.

      If I thought our evenings adventures were over, the sisters soon disabused me of that notion. Their hands soon had me at full mast as they traded me back and forth. Anna was a passionate kisser, her grip tightening when she lost herself in making out with me, while Emma was soft and gentle with her kisses and never lost focus on her task.

      Unwilling to relinquish the pair, I rolled my mother’s wide hips before me and was soon taking her with gentle strokes as the waters sloshed around us. While her cries rose, the twins pressed themselves above her back, making out with one another as their hands cupped and caressed my mom’s shaking breasts and ass.

      It was an incredible moment, but not the highlight of my evening with the five. That would come later, after we’d dried off and stumbled free of the steamy bathroom. The twins crawled before me, their tight pussies pressed to one another as Anna guided my cock between their lips. All while my mom and Emma performed a sixty-nine before me in the middle of the bed.

      That last load was smaller than the others, but still big enough to coat Eliska and Anasta’s bellies, giving Emma and her sister something to feast on as they crawled between the blonde’s slender legs. As the women feasted upon one another, I passed out with Mom purring happily in my arms as she slept.
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      I woke before dawn and couldn’t have slept more than a couple hours from the graininess behind my eyelids. Mom and I weren’t the only ones who’d passed out on the bed, and I disentangled myself from Anasta and Anna, who clung to one another in their sleep. The sight of the slender women’s naked bodies embracing sent a surge of blood to my already hard morning wood, but I ignored my desire and stumbled from the room.

      Unlike the night when I’d first broken the curse in my mom and the twins, my mind was troubled by all I’d heard. Not because of the crimes and sins the women had confessed, but because I’d become privy to histories that diverged from the narratives I’d heard in school. Emma and her sister had spoken of the dark ages and the trials of the bubonic plague with firsthand knowledge and experiences that had real relevance in the world today.

      I grabbed my laptop and went downstairs. After making a pot of coffee, I sat in the living room, with a view of the night sky through the backyard and sat down to type out some thoughts. I lost myself in the writing and didn’t notice when the sun came up.

      The reflection from the pool surface soon hit me full in the face and I couldn’t concentrate anymore. Rising, I turned to find Crystal sitting at the kitchen table sipping a cup of coffee. She looked wan with exhaustion, but there was excitement behind her eyes as she beamed a bright white smile at me.

      “When did you get here?” I asked, after nearly dropping my laptop in my surprise.

      “An hour ago.” She shrugged, flashing me a Cheshire cat grin. “You were so wrapped up in whatever you were typing, you didn’t hear me come in. I was going to talk with Mom but…”

      Her cheeks heated a cherry red, the color extending down her pale neck and chest before she gave a slight shake. I could feel my own cheeks heat but refused to be embarrassed as I set the laptop down and went to refill my coffee cup.

      “So… you’re a succubus, huh?”

      “Look,” she said, letting out a deep sigh. “I’m sure you’re mad at me and Loren, but if you let me—”

      “I’m not upset, Crystal,” I said, taking a seat across from her at the table. My nerves jangled as took in her heartbreakingly beautiful face and my mind conjured up images of what I wanted to do with her curvy body. It’s similarity to my stepmom’s had already given me ideas I was furiously trying to suppress before the evidence was visible against my shorts. “How could I be after what I’ve learned?”

      “Then you don’t hold a grudge against us for being cold to you? Or for making you cook all our meals?”

      “I can’t say it didn’t suck.” I smiled to take the edge off the words. “But what choice did you have? Mom told me a little about how hard it was for you three… living with me.”

      “Hard is an understatement.” Crystal snorted, leaning back in her chair, and crossing her slender arms. “Every day was torture. It’s like living in a house where your favorite food is being cooked every day, but you can’t eat it… not even a little taste.” Her cheeks heated a rosy red again, but she continued on, eyes growing distant as she remembered. “It was hard on Mom and me, but Loren had the worst time of it. Did mom tell you?”

      “No… why would it be harder for her?”

      She shook her head sadly, uncrossing her arms and leaning forward on the table, but seemed unwilling to take my hands with hers. The old prohibition still exerting its unconscious hold on her.

      “I shouldn’t have said anything… It isn’t my place to reveal her secrets—”

      “Crystal, don’t dissemble with me.” I barely recognized the granite firmness in my tone and its effect on Crystal was immediate and obvious. “I don’t have patience for anymore lies.”

      “It isn’t a lie per se…” She twisted under my hard gaze and finally nodded. “Ok, but you can’t tell her I told you. She’ll kill me.” Drawing in a deep breath, she sat up and clasped her hands around her coffee mug. “You heard from Mom last night… She did what she needed to survive. Especially in those first few centuries when we didn’t fully understand what we’d become.”

      Her blush returned, but she pushed through the embarrassment. “I succumbed to my hungers, too. We all did. All of us except Loren…”

      “What are you saying…?”

      “I’m saying my little sister has never known the touch of a man. Not in two thousand years. You wouldn’t know, but she was sickly and bedridden for centuries before our parents met. Your father showed us your picture before we flew to America… I’m not proud to admit it, but I only saw a teenage boy who might grow up to break this damnable curse. And I think that’s all Mom saw at first, too. But Loren… Have you ever heard the phrase, ‘colpa di fulmine’?”

      “It sounds familiar… is it Italian?”

      She nodded. “It translates to, she was struck by lightning… You understand what I’m saying?”

      “I think I do.” It wasn’t easy aligning what Crystal was telling me with the distant and mostly cold sister I’d known for years.

      “Good.” She gave a firm nod and finished off her coffee, rising from the table.

      Walking around the table with her empty cup to the sink, she shocked me by pausing when she passed and bending down to brush my cheek with a warm kiss and breathe hot words into my ear.

      “Loren isn’t the only one who loves you, Bryce, and starting tonight I get to prove it.” Before I could say anything, her fiery lips pressed against my neck, and I gasped, a flush of pleasure racing across my skin.

      Her lips hovered longer than necessary at my neck, and I could feel the rush of her indrawn air before she let out a shuddering breath. Just as I was about to turn to face her, Crystal jerked back and turned with a stiff walk, setting her cup on the counter. When she turned, her features were stiff, filling me with déjà vu as the sister I remembered was standing before me again. She paused at the doorway, shoulders softening as she turned back, unable to meet my eyes as she spoke.

      “You’re coming over to Omega House, right?”

      “I’ll be there,” I said with a frown.

      “Good.” She turned to go, then hesitated and turned back, offering me a fragile smile that wasn’t like my confident sister at all.

      “I think you’ll like what we’ve done with the place.” When I raised an eyebrow, she blushed a faint shade of pink. “Your ‘baptism’ has inspired Loren and a few of the others.”

      “What do you think of it?” I asked, rising to put away my coffee cup.

      When I stepped around the kitchen’s island, and drew close to Crystal she flinched, wincing as if she was in pain.

      “I think it’s brilliant,” she breathed. “And the only thing that might change the minds of my broken sisters. Guilt and shame are powerful emotions… And the stories we heard last night aren’t new to any of us. We all carry the same scars… Well, all of us except Loren. And as painful as admitting was for Eliska, Anasta, Mom and the others, it was obvious to everyone how cathartic the experience was. And I… I want it too, Bryce. I can’t wait.”

      There was a tightness around Crystal’s eyes and a stiffness to her posture that wasn’t normal. For a moment, my old insecurities surfaced until I noticed how her eyes kept straying down to the lump in my shorts and her nostrils flared as she drew in deep breaths through her nose.

      “You don’t have to… wait,” I said as I stepped closer, feeling my lips curl into a grin when Crystal shivered, her nipples stiffening through her bra as they pressed out the tight material of her shirt.

      “I told the others I would…”

      “You could have called,” I said, ignoring her raised hand of protest as I stepped close. The hairs rose on the back of my arms as I drew in her clean scent, and realized I held the power in this dynamic, in reverse of every other time I’d dealt with my oldest sister. “But you drove over here instead… knowing what you’d find after last night. What were you hoping would happen, dear sister? Coming dressed like that?”

      An eyebrow rose as I let my gaze drop to take in her skintight clothing. Crystal usually wore yoga pants, but she was rarely without a baggy shirt or sweatshirt over her top. However, now she wore a white tank top above the gray leggings, with a large sports bra beneath that strapped her massive breasts down, causing the line between them to bulge through the low neckline.

      There was conflict in her eyes, and I could read it in her stance as she trembled in the doorway. She wanted me to take her but couldn’t bring herself to say it out loud. She reminded me of her mom so much in that moment, my heart went out to her. I reached out with a gentle hand and rested the back of my fingers against her cool cheek.
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      The touch cracked something in Crystal and my tall, strong sister broke down, crumpling in my arms as tears sprang to her eyes. She babbled as her shoulders shook, back heaving as sobs escaped between the words.

      “I’m so sorry, Bryce, hic, I don’t know if you can forgive me, hic… It was so hard being around you every day.” Her hands slipped under my shirt and up my back, her lips teasing my neck as her sobs faded into a huskiness that set my blood pumping. “Only bearable if you hated us… If you didn’t, I’d spend all night locked in my room, touching myself as I tried not to break down your door and ravage you.”

      Her lips trailed a line up my neck and across my cheek until she landed on “you.” Frozen in place, I stared into my sister’s baby blue eyes and saw a reflection of the same desires and emotions that had swirled in me these many years.

      The air throbbed between us, and I saw her pupils widen at the exact moment my dick stiffened against her thigh, and her lips pursed. Awed at what I was about to do, I bent my head forward, Crystal’s breath hissing inwards as she trembled in my arms.

      Then a toilet flushed upstairs.

      “Fuck this,” she breathed, face growing determined.

      For a second, I thought she was turning to leave, but she grabbed my wrist and tugged me after her. Passing the bottom of the stairs, I glanced up and saw a light flick off in the hall bathroom, and a slender shape moving into the hallway, but Crystal moved with a sense of purpose.

      “Where are we going?” I asked, as she pulled open the front door and instead of turning down the path to the driveway, cut right, heading towards the hills.

      “Loren’s the one who wants to see you with a harem,” Crystal said, a touch of her old attitude returning as we marched up the easement behind our house and onto the neighbor’s property. “I’d rather not have the… distractions. Come on.” She pointed up the slope to a thick stand of trees bearding the hill’s peak. “There’s a place up here I’ve always liked.”

      “Your thinking place?” I asked with a sly smile, chuckling when Crystal turned a sharp glare on me. “Don’t be upset, but I followed you out here in high school. I was curious where you went every day after school.”

      “You sure you weren’t trying to catch me fooling around with one of my girlfriends in the bushes? I know the rumors they used to say about me at school.”

      “I wasn’t, I swear.” I shook my head, but her sly grin caused me to blush, and I couldn’t meet her eyes as we passed under the treetops. “I mean, that wasn’t the only reason…”

      “I never knew you followed me. If I had, I could have put on a show for you.” She threw me a lascivious wink before darting forward on a faint trail and disappearing amongst the hanging bay leaves.

      The hills behind our house are coated with a dense bay tree and elm forest, with brush choking the pathways between trees, and forcing us onto game trails. The neighborhoods surrounding the hills were filled with retirees for the most part who never used the land because the city hadn’t paved formal trails throughout it.

      Despite that, I knew people still used the park to walk their dogs or for high school kids to come smoke pot. As I hurried after Crystal, her tinkling laughter was my guide as I jogged up the steep trail. I caught glimpses of her legging coated legs flashing beneath her, and the heavy swell of her breasts bouncing in the tight confines of her sports bra. Then she’d take a turn and be gone from sight.

      Normally I’d be winded half-way up the steep hill, but energy coursed through my limbs as I raced after Crystal. As we neared the hill’s peak, I wasn’t the slightest bit winded and felt like I could run another mile up, when I spotted my sister down a narrow side path.

      Hanging tree limbs parted, revealing a small clearing on the edge of a bluff. The bluff overlooked the southern edge of town and gave an expansive view of the farms stretching around town. Grass grew where it had been bare dirt in years past. This place had once been a teenage hangout spot but had fallen into disuse over the past decade. Other than the occasional stoner or my sister, I didn’t think anyone used it.

      “This is where I always came to think, or just get away from things,” Crystal said, turning and pulling out her phone. She didn’t seem able to meet my eyes as she fiddled with the lock button. “Does this have to be shared with the others?”

      “I think it’s important,” I said, stepping close and running my hands around her waist and pulling her close. “It’s too easy for us to get trapped in our own heads and think ours are the worst problems a person can face. Sharing helps to shrink our fears and pains. Do you disagree?”

      “No,” she said, her lips twisting in distaste at having to agree with me. “But I don’t have to like it.”

      “I can… help if you’d like,” I hesitated, offering because I got a queasy feeling in my guts whenever I thought about the Voice.

      Her expression registered confusion at first, then understanding dawned and discomfort replaced the confusion. She shook her head no, and I breathed a sigh of relief knowing I wouldn’t need to use the Voice on my sister. Then she surprised me by darting forward in my arms and stealing a quick kiss.

      “It was nice of you to offer though.” Peeling out of my arms she turned her phone on and let out a deep sigh as she set it against a tree trunk with a view of the vista.

      Taking a seat on a small mound of grass across from her, I got myself into a proper head space and spoke the words I’d been using to open the ceremony.

      Crystal took another deep breath before speaking in a fragile voice, “My mother called me Caristha, but the men of our village called me a seductress… and I lived up to their words in the decades to come. While my mom struggled to find us safety and others of our kind, I only saw the power it gave me over men… and I abused that power.

      “A look or a glance was enough to make thralls out of most men. But I wasn’t satisfied with adoration. I wanted slaves. My sister and I grew distant for centuries as I sank into a world of hedonistic pleasures. I drank and smoked everything I could find, chasing fleeting pleasures.

      “A millennium sinking deeper and deeper into darkness, until the enlightened teachings of masters and brilliant thinkers pulled me from those depths.”

      Crystal told me about her days amongst the city states of Italy, and the awakening of her mind. She’d spent years on religious retreats, not in search of god or salvation but peace of mind. Always searching but never finding, she left behind her old licentious ways and bonded with her mother and sister.

      It wasn’t until she got to the present that Crystal’s words faltered. She spoke of meeting my dad and knowing instantly it wasn’t him, as her mom had suspected, but the son. Here her words trailed off completely and she wouldn’t look up from the hands clasped tightly in her lap. I hadn’t encountered a block like this with the others and thought it best to prod her gently.

      “Did that upset you?”

      Her shoulder grew tense, and she squeezed her eyes tightly shut and shook her head. A palpable wave of shame flooded her, and I watched my proud sister’s shoulders hunch and her face crumple as emotion threatened to overwhelm her.

      “Crystal…”

      “I can’t!” The words were torn from her throat, raw and layered through with a mountain of shame. “I can’t admit it… it’s too awful, Bryce.”

      For a second, I was about to compel her to speak using the Voice, knowing how necessary it was for her to lance the boil and let the poison drain out, but I couldn’t do that to her and was repulsed by the instinct. But she needed the push, so picking my words carefully I spoke, adding the deeper vibrations to my words.

      “You’re safe Crystal, and I love you. You don’t have to speak if you don’t want to.”

      She shook like a struck willow branch as each word washed over her until she sagged in place. Picking her head up, I saw relief in her eyes and a gratitude I didn’t understand until I saw the relaxed set of her shoulders.

      No longer forced to speak of her pain, it was somehow easier to do so.

      “The problem was… it wasn’t an issue at all.” Her baby blue eyes rose to meet mine and the raw emotion faded, and something heated took its place as she spoke on. “When I learned the last person I would ever get to fuck… was an innocent teenage boy… I found a desire within myself that terrified me with its strength.

      “It wasn’t only your essence that drew me to you… it was also your beauty, your innocence… And I’m a wicked woman to admit it, but I’ve never been able to forget the first time I saw you. I came right there in the airport and knew I could never be near you, or I’d be unable to control myself…. Please forgive me.”

      She dropped her head at the end, her last words reaching my ears in a whisper I almost missed as a throaty chuckle escaped my throat.

      “There is nothing to forgive,” I said. “You did nothing wrong, Crystal. No one can hold you to blame for the thoughts in your head, only the actions you take in the world.”

      Her head rose slowly, tears leaving tracks down her cheeks that I wiped away with a calloused thumb. A small charge passed between us as my rough flesh grazed her softness, and something in it broke down the barriers between us.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 25

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      With a cry half in relief and half in joy, my gorgeous older sister threw herself into my arms. I swayed back on my knees as I wrapped my arms around her, savoring the feel of her soft, curvy body crushed against me as her gentle lips met mine.

      The control I’d exerted over myself dissolved into nothingness. With a growl I barely recognized, I rolled Crystal beneath me, heedless of the dirt and grass staining her clothes, as I plucked items off her.

      First to fly was her tight top, giving me access to her smooth stomach and the tight sports bra above. Crystal lay on her back, watching me with avid interest as I delighted in her incredible body. As busty as her mom, but in a tighter and firmer package, I was a kid in a candy store as I peeled the sports bra over her head.

      My sister whipped her thick, wavy hair back over her shoulder as I flung the white garment aside. She reached up and, slipping her fingers behind my head, pulled my lips to one puffy pink nipple. My moan of approval joined her pleasure filled one, as I tasted the smooth, rubbery flesh of her hardening nipples.

      Her tits almost swallowed my head when she pressed the other in close, and for a moment I was lost in a heavenly world, until I felt where her other hand was, and heard the desperate hunger in her voice as she grunted with effort. Shifting, I gave my sister access to my shorts and hissed in pleasure when her cool fingers slipped within and grasped the thick shaft of my cock.

      “I need it, Bryce. I need you, baby… please!”

      The desperate need in her voice matched my own, and the rest of our clothes flew in seconds. Crystal pulled at me, ankles and grasping fingers, trying to slide me between her thighs, but I had to take a second and appreciate her naked perfection.

      “Jesus, Crystal… You’re so beautiful.” I couldn’t help the words even though I knew it made me sound like a Homer.

      Crystal didn’t seem to see it that way. Breaking off her hungry stare at my throbbing cock, her eyes rose to my face and a delighted smile stole across her lips. Her hands left my hips and slid up her sides, cupping and caressing her breasts before pressing them together and pulling up on the nipples.

      The look of pleasure washing over her face was too much for me, and from the knowing smile and throaty laugh she let out when I fell upon her, she’d known the effect it would have on me. The head of my dick pushed into her wetness, helped along by her heels pulling on the backs of my thighs.

      The tightness of her pussy kept me from thrusting to the depths in one go. Crystal’s eyes flashed wide, pupils dilating and contracting wildly as she shook in her first orgasm beneath me. The sight of my beautiful sister shaking in bliss was almost better than the feel of her tightness.

      Almost.

      The twins had been tiny, and Anna the smallest I’d felt so far. But none of them could compare to Crystal. She wasn’t only tight, but she was able to manipulate the muscles in her sex to milk and stroke my cock as I slowly sank to the hilt within her. At first I thought it was her orgasm, then I could no longer deny the knowing look in her eyes as I gasped in pleasure.

      “Cum for me, little brother. Let me feel your essence filling meeeeeEE!”

      The hot words unleashed the floodgates and with a bellowing moan, my dick throbbed, flooding her womb with a massive blast of cum. As I did, the scent of my sister filled my head, pushing out all thoughts of performance and self-awareness.

      The fire was still in me as Crystal sagged beneath me, and a moment later when her nails ran through my hairline as I feasted on her tits, I knew it still burned in her too. Flooded with energy, I wanted her again, but my sister had other ideas. Hooking a leg behind my knee, she rolled us over as she pulled my head up to kiss me.

      Then I was gasping into the kiss as her firm breasts wrapped around my dick. Laying back, with my thighs spread and thrown over hers, my dick was perfectly positioned between her tits, as my older sister flashed me a sly wink before dipping her face down to swipe her tongue around the head when I pushed through the firm flesh.

      “Fuck,” I moaned.

      It was all I could do not to cum again at the incredible sight, but I staved the pleasure off as I watched Crystal worshipping my dick with her tits, lips, and tongue. Upper torso bending forward and rising, she fucked the length of my cock with her firm tits, and only when she reached the nadir would her wicked tongue slither out to teasingly torture the head of my cock.

      Each time I let out a particularly loud groan of pleasure, Crystal would glance up and smile around my dick in her mouth. Her gorgeous baby blue eyes danced with amusement as she took control of my pleasure.

      This sublime torture might have gone on for an hour, but Crystal got a taste of my precum. I saw it hit her like a mouthful of cinnamon, only pleasant. Eyes widening, her pupils flared until they nearly swallowed the baby blue of her irises, then her lips hollowed, and she released her breasts.

      Bending forward with more flexibility than I thought possible, she took nearly half my cock into her mouth. Watching her thick lips stretch over my dick and seeing the ecstasy sweep my sister’s face was too much, and I felt my balls tighten.

      “I’m cumming,” I hissed, then squawked aloud as Crystal fell to the side, taking me along with her, as she drove her face forward.

      We were a tangle of awkward limbs, but I was only dimly aware of that as pleasure swept through me. My toes curled and hands pulled at Crystal’s head until I realized with a start, I’d forced my dick all the way down her throat. Releasing her, I rolled free but stilled my apology when I saw the beatific grin and expression of euphoria on her face as she convulsed in orgasm.

      Our sweat had turned the dirt into mud, but we were heedless of it as we came together again. I could sense the hunger in Crystal, and her trepidation. She’d never tried anal sex, and I had to take my time as I eased my cum slick cock into her tightest entrance.

      On her knees before me, Crystal arched back as she pressed against me, reaching up to pull my lips to hers. As we kissed passionately, her entrance relaxed enough for the head of my dick to slip through.

      “Ohhnngh!” she cried into our kiss, and I held myself in place, letting her relax around my girth before easing the rest of my dick into her ass.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned, knowing I wasn’t going to last long in her silky rear end.

      Crystal gripped my arm with one hand, while the other cupped a breast, pulling on the nipple before slipping between her thighs. As I moved within her, her eyes widened, and a surprised hiss of pleasure escaped her throat. Then her eyes closed as I felt her sink into the sensations as I invaded her again and again.

      My sister is a strong and capable girl, who’s spent most of her life having to rely on herself. Unlike the other women, I sensed a thread of dominance in Crystal that only faded into the background when she was with me. As the scent of her filled my head again, making me dizzy, it also revealed hidden depths to my sister I’d never suspected were there.

      With the idea of her front and center in my mind, I couldn’t contain the emotions pouring out of me, nor could she. We breathed into one another’s lips, just as the orgasm struck me, our eyes locked on one another’s as my dick throbbed in her ass.

      As the cum flooded her bowels, I watched my sister’s pupils swell into hearts as she convulsed with pleasure. Face twisting into agonized ecstasy, she sagged in my arms, as I sank to the ground, my limbs feeling like noodles as the exhaustion crashed in to replace the euphoria.

      Crystal shivered in my arms for long minutes before coming back to herself. I spent the time trying to recover from the exodus of all my essence, but without my mom or another woman there to excite me, it was slow going.
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      “Loren’s going to be upset with me,” Crystal mumbled once her eyes flickered open. Blinking owlishly, she rolled in my arms, frowning down at the cold grass on her ass and the mud smeared on our legs. “Damn, I need a shower. Come on, lazy-bones.”

      With a grunt of effort, she helped me to my feet and, eyes sparkling, she stepped within the circle of my arms.

      “Since Loren’s already going to be upset with me, and we’re already a mess…”

      “We need to head back,” I said, chuckling as her hand cupped my cock. “And I think we both need a shower before we fool around again.”

      Crystal wasn’t happy with it, but she agreed with me. After finding and pulling on our clothes, we made our way back down the mountain. As we did, she checked her phone.

      “The Insta feed we set up has a message. Well, a lot of messages, but one I think you’ll be interested in.”

      She handed me her phone, open to the apps messenger program. There were a half dozen messages she hadn’t checked yet from girls in her sorority, and another from Loren I was nervous to look at. But the one she’d indicated came from a private account.

      “You aren’t what we expected. My sisters and I would like to invite you to the Farm down in Alabama. One other can come with you, but no more than that. And I’m sorry about earlier today. I was up in my feelings.”

      “Zaya doesn’t apologize easily,” Crystal said with a shake of her head when I handed the phone back. “There’s hope you might break the curse completely. She and her sisters have been the most adamant that we shouldn’t bend the knee to an Incubus when he appears.” She winked up at me as she hooked an arm in mine. “I think meeting you did as much to change their minds as the Baptism.”

      “I’m not sure about that,” I mused. “Who do you think I should bring? Do you think it’s safe?”

      “Oh, they won’t hurt you.” She winked again. “Unless that’s what you’re into. Watch out for Esmerelda. She’s always been an anal freak. The woman loves nothing more than doing something illegal.”

      Her cheeks colored, and I knew she was remembering her own admission to me, but I wisely kept my mouth shut as we made our way back down to the house. Crystal was more relaxed and carefree than I could ever remember seeing her, and I found myself growing aroused again and again by her charming, flirty attitude.

      Mom and the others were awake and up when we stumbled into the house. Eliska was in the kitchen, and she took one look at our mud smeared bodies and the relaxed grin on Crystal’s face and knew exactly what we’d been up to.

      I soon found myself in the downstairs bathroom, stripping out of my clothes as Crystal adjusted the water’s temperature. She tugged off her shirt and smiling lasciviously at me, backed under the steaming shower head. My cock stiffened as I watched the waters cascade down her sexy body, but as I stepped under the waters, another form pressed in behind me.

      Turning, I found Emma’s busty little body behind me, as the brunette flashed a hungry smile at my sister. Surprisingly, the older looking woman wasn’t after me, she was after Crystal.

      “I haven’t seen you in decades, Crystal. Mhmm, you’re even sexier than ever.”

      “Hello Emma, is that tongue still as talented as I remember?”

      The shorter woman flashed Crystal an eager grin before dropping to a squat and burying her face in my sister’s pussy. Her baby blue eyes widened as her lips curled in pleasure, and she rested a firm hand on the other woman’s head, guiding her tongue to her most sensitive places.

      Crystal and I made out as the waters splashed around us. It didn’t take long for Emma to have my sister on the edge of orgasm, and she pulled her mouth away and threw a leg over my hip and slid my dick inside her just as her pussy trembled in orgasm. Crystal’s cries of pleasure echoed around the bathroom, joined by my own moans, when Emma’s tongue snaked a fiery trail across my balls and shaft.

      We took our time cleaning off and enjoying one another in the shower. Mom had her music on, and I could hear the others cleaning up from last night, their laughter and joviality easing my worries about how they were adjusting to the curse being broken.

      When I pulled a towel about myself and stepped free of the bathroom eventually, I found my mom dressed and with her purse over one shoulder.

      “Bryce, we’re heading out to brunch, then we’ll be at the twins’ new house, helping them get unpacked.”

      “And picking out their own rooms,” Eliska added with a flirty grin. “Anasta and I’ve already set the master bedroom aside for you, my Lord. You’ll live like a prince, and we’ll be near at hand in case you need… anything.”

      “He’ll have us for that,” Anna said. “Besides, what are maids for, if not providing their lord with comfort whenever he requires?”

      “Ok, ladies, that’s enough,” Mom said with a compressed smile for the others. “Bryce has an appointment he can’t be late for tonight. And when it comes to bedrooms and living arrangements, I think you all know who you need to talk to.”

      The others had different reactions to that. The twins frowned with sour expressions, and Anna and Emma looked intrigued, while Crystal nodded in satisfaction behind my mom.

      There wasn’t much for me to do to get ready, but I found myself wasting time as I puttered around my room. It wasn’t until I sat down and started putting on my shoes that I realized how nervous I was. My fingers were trembling so hard I could barely tie the laces.

      Taking a deep breath, I sat back and tried to work out what had me so flummoxed. It only took a second to realize I hadn’t seen Loren since all of this began. My youngest sister had always been as cold and distant as Crystal, but despite that, I’d always felt closer to her than anyone else in my life.

      It wasn’t even a debate in my head about who was more beautiful between Mom, Crystal and Loren. Mom and Crystal had bodies that dried men's tongues and broke necks when they walked down the street. Every aspect of their faces and figures reminded you of what those bodies could be used for.

      Loren, on the other hand, had the face of an angel. She was slender as a willow branch and small of bust and hip, but those aspects only highlighted her angelic beauty. I knew she was kind and sweet from stories at school, but I’d rarely seen that side of her.

      Until the day before. All of this started when she’d surprised me with tickets to see my favorite basketball player play against my favorite team. On the surface, that seemed like a normal gift for a sister to give her brother, but Loren couldn’t stand to be around crowds. Not only did the press of humanity make her feel claustrophobic, but the hungry stares of every man and boy, not to mention most of the women, would have kept her from getting comfortable.

      “Ready, tiger?” Crystal asked after poking her head into my room. “If you think I’m going to call you ‘my lord’ like mom and her friends, you’re going to be disappointed. They’re the ones with the fetish.”

      “What fetish is that?” I asked, tying off my laces and rising.

      “Chieftains, kings, lords,” she shrugged. “You’ll find most of the Succubati relish bedding a man with authority. And you have the power to command us all.” She threw me a wink as we walked down the stairs. “Not that you’d use it. Women love a man in power, and we’re no different.”

      “Except you?”

      “I’ve never been comfortable with a man holding power over me.” Her smile took the edge off the words as we climbed into my car, and I started it up. “Unless I know he loves me as much as I do him.” She leaned across the center console and planted a warm kiss on my cheeks, her hand sliding up my thigh and across my crotch. “So, my lord, is there anything you’d like your eager slave to do?”

      I couldn’t help laughing at her wheedling tone. It was so unlike Crystal that I didn’t believe her for an instant. Laughing with me, she lay on my shoulder as I drove through the neighborhood.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 27

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Mrs. Johnson, who lives in the corner house, was out watering her flowers when we passed. The woman’s jaw dropped when she saw my sister lying atop me, and her cheeks turned scarlet red when Crystal dropped her head in my lap right before the woman. Her embarrassment turned into envy before we pulled away, and I saw the woman walk into the street as she stared after us.

      “You’re going to have that effect on all mortal women,” Crystal purred as her nimble fingers plucked free the button and zipper on my jeans. “You’ll need to beware of their touch. If you’re drained of your essence, you’ll draw it from them, weakening and perhaps even killing one.”

      “Jesus, Crys… Here?”

      I could feel more than see her wide mouth curl into a hungry grin as cool air caressed my naked dick. We were driving through a busy section of town with dozens of cars around us. Anyone could look in and see what she was doing, which only added to the thrill, if I’m being honest. And I suspect it did for my sister, too.

      “Who knows when I’ll get to drink your essence again,” she whispered, warm breath tickling the head of my cock as her lips brushed it. “I’m going to drain you before Loren gets the chance.”

      “Ohhh, fuck.”

      Forcing myself to concentrate on the road, I was hard pressed not to let my attention wander to the heavenly warmth engulfing my dick. Crystal worked my cock with a purpose, using skills and tricks I’d never felt before as she sought to swallow her prize.

      I didn’t last long in her talented mouth before my balls began to tighten. Warning her, I focused on the road as much as possible as her eager tongue lapped up every drop. The minx wasn’t done and continued to suck me through the intenseness of post orgasmic sensations, and this time buried her entire face in my crotch, working the head with the muscles of her throat.

      Pulling to a stop at an intersection, I reached down with one hand, my fingers lacing through my sister’s silky hair as I guided her up and down my shaft. Crystal let out a whimper of pleasure, and took over, fucking her face with my dick.

      “Holy shit, Crystal… I’m going to cum again.” I heard a faint gasp and turned my head to see an older woman sitting in the car next to us at the light.

      Her eyes were locked on my sister, bent over the middle console. Watching intently as Crystal's head rose and fell in my lap. The woman bit her bottom lip as she saw me shivering on the brink of orgasm before her tongue reached out of her mouth lasciviously.

      The light turned as Crystal sucked down the last drops of my cum, her hips shivering as a second powerful orgasm rocked her body. When she sat up, face flushed and lips curled in a beatific smile, she turned and threw a kiss at the woman staring at us. The other woman flinched and almost drove off before the light changed.

      Crystal laughed as we pulled away, waving out the window at the woman as she pulled away. Then she sank back into her seat with a look of sublime pleasure on her face as she savored the last of my seed.

      When we pulled onto the street where all the fraternities and sorority houses were, my nerves returned. Crystal must have noticed it because she reached over and took my hand in hers, offering me a warm smile.

      “She’s been waiting for this her whole life, Bryce. You have nothing to worry about.”

      I might have believed her in my head, but my heart was another matter. For the first time, I felt the prickling ache of guilt set in and told myself I was being irrational. I couldn’t shake the feeling, though, and clambered out of my car with a sinking feeling in my guts.

      How could I have thought the Baptism ceremony would be enough for these ancient and gorgeous women?

      My feet dragged as we headed up the walkway, and Crystal linked her arm in mine, comforting me as she leaned against my side. Butterflies swirled in my stomach as we approached the colonnaded porch. When we crested the steps, the large double doors swung inwards, revealing a candle lit interior that was so breathtaking I forgot to be nervous as I stepped inside.

      Inside the doorway was a large foyer with a curving staircase rising from the middle of it. Two large openings to either side led into what looked like living rooms. They and the foyer were filled with dozens of candles. Just enough to cast flickering shadows around the rooms and give the house an intimate ambiance.

      The walls were covered in artwork, and the furniture looked far finer than what you might expect from a house with college kids living in it. The furniture and art couldn’t hold my attention with the dozen young women arrayed up the staircase. They were all dressed in what was clearly their finest attire. From short-skirted schoolgirl uniforms to sleek black cocktail dresses, each looked wildly different from the other, and no less beautiful.

      A couple I recognized as Loren or Crystal’s friends. A few others I’d seen in Instagram posts, but for the most part, they were all unfamiliar faces. All except the most heartbreakingly beautiful girl standing on the landing at the top of the stairs. She gazed down at me with a look that stilled my heart for a second, then set it thumping heavily in my chest as her small mouth curled into a smile I’d never seen on her face.

      “Welcome, Incubus.” Loren’s voice has a musical quality to it which never failed to send a shiver down my spine, but with her full attention riveted upon me, and that emotion in her eyes, I felt the hairs rise on the back of my arms and neck. “We see you, Bryce, and acknowledge what you are: our lord and master.”

      “Welcome, Lord,” spoke the girls arrayed up and down the staircase.

      Speaking in unison, they sounded like a congregation offering a blessing, and I felt another wave of chills pass down my spine. Now that I took a better look, one of the rooms to either side of me had been rearranged, so two cushions sat in the middle, with cushioned chairs and couches arranged around it in a circle.

      “We’ve been preparing for your coming, my lord,” Loren said, a heat in her eyes that matched my own. “I hope you’re ready for a long night. We have much to… get off our chests.”

      Amused titters rose from the dozen girls lining the staircase.

      “Good luck, little brother,” Crystal whispered in my ear before turning into the living room with cushions and pulling a bottle of champagne out of an ice bucket I hadn’t noticed.

      “Who should I begin with?”

      “I will be your first, Lord,” breathed the girl at the bottom of the stairs, a doe-eyed brunette with a heart-shaped face and large breasts spilling out the top of her low-cut blouse.

      Loren clapped her hands and the one who’d spoken bobbed me a curtsey, then hurried into the living room where Crystal was pouring herself a glass. The others followed, each pausing to offer me a deep curtsey. Each met my eyes, making sure I didn’t miss an inch of flesh presented to me.
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      I was overwhelmed by the variety of beauty streaming past me until I spotted Esmerelda at the back. The Spanish beauty threw me a wink as she slipped past, reaching out to grip my hand before she joined the others in the candlelit room.

      The one face I’d been hoping to see didn’t come down the stairs. Instead, Loren remained in place at the top of the stairs. When I raised an eyebrow in question, her lips curled into a secretive smile.

      “I’ll be waiting for you at dawn, my love… That is if you’re still standing.” With a tinkling laugh she stepped back from the banister, disappearing into the dark recesses of Omega House’s upper floor.

      I wanted to climb the stairs and track her down. My thumping heart demanded it, but Crystal and a dozen others watched me from their places in the living room as the heart-shape faced brunette folded her legs beneath herself on the cushion. My heart followed Loren upstairs, but duty kept me in place as I turned to enter the living room.

      The girl on the cushion beamed up at me as a dozen other pairs of eyes watched my every move with avid interest. Glancing up, I caught Crystal standing in the shadows behind the heart-shaped girl, adjusting a camera they’d set up to stream the event, her baby blue eyes gathering the light and almost glowing as she watched me with them. Taking heart from the confidence I saw in my older sister, I drew in a deep breath and prepared my mind.

      Letting the breath out slowly, I forgot everything except the beautiful girl before me. She deserved nothing less than my full attention, and as my eyes traced her innocent features, it was all too easy to give it.

      “This is a sacred space,” my voice came out in a soft whisper, forcing the girls sitting around us to lean in, making the atmosphere even more intimate. “A space only I and your sisterhood may enter.”

      The girl let out a girlish giggle before clapping a hand over her mouth, eyes bright and cheeks flushed with either excitement or embarrassment. Drawing in a shuddering breath, she held it, stilling the trembling in her hands as she nodded for me to continue.

      “I offer no judgments, or guilt, only acceptance. Think of this as your baptism. Where you can be reborn as a mortal woman, freed of the guilt, shame and resentments that have built up over these many years.”

      The girl took heart from my words, her fingers stilling their nervous clutching at one another. I heard the doors to Omega House click open and a familiar scent wafted through my nostrils, easing my own anxieties as I felt my mom’s presence enter the building. Putting her out of my mind, I stared deep into the girl’s soft brown eyes.

      “Tell me your true name.”

      The girl closed her eyes and spoke in a soft whisper that filled the air and pulled everyone’s attention to her words.

      “I was named Juliati by the slave master, but Mother named me Rosa, after the thorny flower. She was a camp follower to a captain in the Fourteenth Legion until we escaped across the river. Thirty slaves made the swim and seven of us climbed upon the distant shore. We were welcomed by the Germanic tribes, and then the Curse struck me… When my mother’s new husband fell dead after trying to trap me in his bed, she called me a devil, and joined the villagers as they drove me from her home.

      “It was many decades before I found my sisters and learned what it was I’d become. Until then, I lived like a savage, feeding from shepherds and lone travelers after enticing them into the moors with my song…

      “Distant Sailor, I see you there,

      Won’t you come and love me?

      Handsome man, I plead to you,

      Won’t you keep me warm?”

      Rosa blushed a deep red and ducked her head when murmurs of approval at her angelic voice came from the watching women. My own heart thudded in my chest, and I suspected the lilting quality of her voice would have winkled me out of my clothing if I wasn’t what I was.

      “It was a cold and lonely life until I met Ellisette and Hellena.” She turned and beamed a warm smile at a pair of young women sitting together on a couch. “The three of us haunted the northern moors for centuries until the black death drove us east. In the orient we found a place to settle. Land and wealth to keep us secure… for a time.”

      Rosa spoke of centuries of troubles in the lands they tried to settle within. The tale was tragic, but it had a bright underlining. Rosa and her friends followed the arts, settling in Venice and other great cities of the age, befriending men and women of exceptional talents. Their travels brought them in contact with other Succubati, and their network grew until the tragedy of the Great War shattered their idyllic lives.

      “This past century saw more changes to the world than I’m comfortable with,” Rosa breathed through trembling lips. “Cars… planes… the internet…” she gave a great shrug of her shoulders, head dropping. “It can be overwhelming… But the arts!” Her head came up, eyes blazing for the first time in her emotional narrative. “Rarely in the history of the world has culture and art been so perfectly in sync.”

      “It’s almost as if you were born for this day and age,” I said, sensing a deeper truth in my words, as women shifted in place all around us. “You’ll be free, after this evening, to seek your own path. To make your own art.”

      From Rosa’s reaction, it was clear she’d never considered such a thing before. The dawning realization melted into warmth as I held my hand out to her. Biting her bottom lip, she reached her own hand forward and slipped slender fingers into my grasp. The dim awareness I had for our surroundings faded as Rosa fell into my arms.

      Brushing her short dark hair back from a rounded cheek, I curled her against me with an arm across her lower back, breathing in her scent before she darted forward to steal a kiss from my lips. There was no rush to our coupling. I took charge, guiding her back and stripping away her tight clothing.

      Her youthful body delighted me, but Rosa was in awe, as some of the others had been, at being able to touch and be touched by a man who didn’t instantly become her thrall. As I held her, and my hands took their own course down her nubile body, she remembered what it was to be a woman.

      As with the twins and their maids, I couldn’t help falling in love with Rosa as we made love. I could see into the center of her being and she into mine, and we coupled with the passion of newlyweds as those watching gathered close.

      It wasn’t until I slipped into her last entrance and took her with animalistic intensity, letting myself indulge in the pleasure of her tightness as Rosa gave into her submissiveness, that I became fully aware of the women watching. Many had paired or even tripled off, their hands exploring one another as they watched the scene unfolding before them.

      In the shadows, around the edge of the room, I saw Mom, Eliska, Anasta and the maids waiting. For what, I couldn’t be certain, but I knew from the intensity of my mom’s gaze that I’d find out sooner than later. As Rosa cried out in bliss, her body shaking in convulsions as the orgasms piled up in her, I felt the pleasure crest within me and flooded her silky ass with my seed.

      “I’m free!” the brunette cried, before collapsing into a puddle of sweaty limbs.

      I was only dimly aware of Rosa being lifted into the arms of her two best friends as exhaustion swept through my body. Before I could collapse, and before the waiting coeds could crowd in, Mom and the twins were there. Gentle arms pulled me into massive breasts, as soft fingers brushed my hair back. Then awareness and energy were flooding me as I felt a warm cloth followed by twin tongues caressing my cock.

      “Tonight will be a marathon, Bryce. Pace yourself.” Mom kissed me on the lips fiercely, before pulling away to join the twins.
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      Soon my cock was stiff as steel and my heart thudded in my chest, but I had to suppress the hunger for the three as they moved aside, making way for Esmerelda. The lithe Spanish girl seated herself on the cushion with undisguised excitement as she waited for me to get settled. Her eyes bounced between my face and the staff of flesh sticking up from my lap and she licked her lips before flashing me a mischievous smile.

      “Hello again.” There was a faint murmur from the crowd and Esmerelda grew a self-satisfied smirk. “Perhaps we should do this in your car… for old times’ sake?”

      “Essy…” Mom warned, and the girl ducked her head and had the good sense to blush in chagrin.

      I couldn’t entirely suppress my grin and when she saw it, her eyes danced with a heated promise that caused my already hard cock to throb painfully. Eager to proceed, I began the ceremony with as much decorum as possible, while sitting naked and the lone male amongst so many.

      Esmerelda told a tale much like the others, but hers was a stronger soul than Rosa and a few others. She’d ensconced herself within the Spanish nobility, hinting that the Inquisition had been a smoke screen to allay rumors before it had gotten out of hand. Her confessions were filled with tidbits from history that I filed away, along with the others I’d heard.

      There was no need for sweet words to ease the way for Esmeralda to enter my arms. The woman was a firecracker and had her own clothes off before my hands got on her. We met in a wild passion that reached its crescendo with her knees beneath me, face pressed into the carpets as she whimpered in pleasure.

      When I collapsed in exhaustion after breaking her free of the Curse, mom and the maids were there to renew my flagging essence. The second time was harder than the first to come back from, but as I watched a doe-eyed blonde with a pair of the most breathtaking breasts I’d ever seen take her seat across from me, I miraculously found the strength to go on.

      The blonde, whose true name was Claudette, was Amazonian in her proportions. Nearly as tall as me, she towered over the other women. With wide shoulders for a woman, and wider hips, her shy smile was at odds with her appearance but made sense as she spoke her confession.

      She and her sister, who sat on a chair near at hand, had been innocent when the curse befell them. Growing up on the Isle of Britain, they’d been driven from their village north, calling them witches. A label that stuck when they never died.

      Isolated for centuries and starving until the world enlightened, their stories followed familiar tracks to me now. Claudette made love like an innocent girl, shy and scared as I spread her thighs. She’d only known the touch of thralls, and those clumsy, and soon her gentle voice grew rough with passion as she moaned beneath me.

      Too scared to take the final plunge alone, her sister Ardis joined us. With the woman’s calming words to ease her fears, I entered her silky hole and watched as Claudette’s pupils swelled into hearts as I flooded her insides. But not until the woman found a secret treasure in the pleasure of my cock invading her ass. Gasping in shock to her sister, she described the sensation until pleasure overtook her and the words fell into incoherent mumbles.

      The women didn’t blend into one another, but time stretched around us, giving the evening a magical feeling as the hours passed. It didn’t help that every time my essence was drained completely, it took longer and longer to regain my strength, but Mom and the twins were there every time.

      I thought Crystal would join in with them, but she and each of the women, broken from their curse, slipped out of the room and disappeared across the hall. It wasn’t until the final sister was broken free, a willow thin angel named Nila, that I got an inkling of what the others had been up to.

      Instead of her enervating lips upon my cheek or cock, Mom helped me to my feet as Nila convulsed. The beauty’s tight ass had been heavenly, but it and she couldn’t compare with the vision my mom walked me into.

      Crystal lounged in the center, with the dozen other girls arranged around her in sexy poses. The women were paired off, kissing and caressing one another as I watched. Sisters, friends and lovers, the only thing that stole their attention away from the woman in their arms was my presence.

      “You gave all of us what we needed… Now let us return the favor,” Crystal purred.

      My gaze flickered out of the living room to the curling staircase leading up. Crystal caught my look and rose, slipping her arm in mine and drawing me into the center of the room.

      “She’s waiting for you, little brother, but first you need to refuel.” Her lips brushed my ears as she whispered hot words that tickled my neck. “My sister always has had strange ideas about love, but she planned this for you. Don’t let her down.”

      I opened my mouth to ask her to explain, but Ellisette and her sister had popped to their feet and, giggling to one another, took both of my hands.

      “We’ve prepared the bath for you, my lord,” Ellisette said, their nubile bodies crowding in close to me as they pulled me towards a large air mattress that had been lain in the center of the room. “Come and let my sister and I show you our… special talent.” When I cocked an eyebrow, the brunette blushed as her grin widened. “Have you ever felt two pussies cum on your cock together?”

      When I shook my head no, her sister let out a bright giggle and whispered, “Good!”

      I was lain down on the plump mattress as a half dozen pairs of hands brought damp cloths over to wipe my salty skin clean. As they did, Ellisette and her sister embraced upon my lap, their arms intertwined, as their legs slipped to either side of each other, then their tightnesses pressed to either side of my cock.

      Heels pressed to the floor, and arms clasped around each other’s backs, the girls could leverage themselves up and down while their breasts pressed together. The feeling of their slick lips gripping my cock as they ground their pussies against me was intense, but I couldn’t focus on it as the other women crowded close.

      Rosa stole a kiss, then pulled my face against her firm breasts. I only had a second to enjoy her pink nipples before another set of soft tits cradled my head. Fingers played along my arms, taking my hands, and drawing them between two different sets of slender thighs. I heard two women’s moans cut off as my fingers found their clits, both pulled into passionate kisses by their sisters.

      Even more bodies pressed in, and I found Crystal in the arms of Hellena beside me. My older sister was busy making out with her gorgeous friend but slipped a hand free as she pulled our mother down into the pile of bodies.

      “We know what you want, little brother.” She threw me a wink before turning and pressing a passionate kiss to my stepmom’s lips.

      The sight was so incredibly hot I felt my balls tightening and my cock throbbed between Ellisette and Claudette’s compressed pussies. The girls must have felt it, because they let out whimpers of pleasure before cumming on my dick. The rush of fluid added slickness to my dick as it drove between their bodies and as Mom and Crystal watched with hungry smiles, I blew my load across Ellisette and Claudette’s bellies.

      The pair fell away, bodies convulsing as they smeared my cum up and onto each other’s tits. I would have watched the incredible sight, but Mom, Crystal, Hellena and a half dozen others fell upon me, all intent on licking every last drop of cum they could find.

      Picking my head up from the mountainous breast supporting it, I watched the gorgeous women sharing my dick back and forth. The air mattress shook as they crowded close, each eager to press her lips or tongue to any exposed inch of my dick as they began moving as one.

      “Holy fuck,” I breathed.

      Watching seven women share my cock between their lips and tongue wasn’t the only incredible sight before me. Claudette had pulled her daughter into her arms. The slender young woman lay with her back to the older, busty one, legs spread as their hands teased her sex. As I watched, the younger came with a silent shudder, then turned to press a gentle kiss to her mother’s lips.

      “He’s throbbing,” Rosa purred.

      The sight of Claudette and her girl was too hot for me to ignore, and I clambered free of the women surrounding me and slipped behind the young woman’s pert ass. Guided by Claudette’s nimble fingers, I slid within the girl’s wetness and watched as the pair made out as I fucked her with powerful strokes.

      When the girl came hard on my cock, I slid out and down into her mother’s tightness, as a half dozen nubile beauties crowded around. Wherever I looked, nubile naked flesh surrounded me, and I only had to reach a hand out to have the arm filled with a willing woman.

      While I took my pleasure from each, the rest paired off. All about me were women in the throes of passion as they made out, sixty-nined, and teased one another to orgasm. Even with all the beauty surrounding me, I found my eyes straying again and again to Crystal and my mother as they embraced.

      I don’t know how long we cavorted around the living room, but eventually our exigencies spilled into an enormous bathroom on the first floor, and I splashed around in the tub as Crystal rode me and my mother’s massive breasts pressed in around my head.

      “Nine times and you’re still cumming,” Mom purred in my ear. “Loren wants us to drain you, but I don’t think we can keep up.”

      “Bryce… I’m… I’m cumming!”

      Crystal fell into my arms, her thick, sweat-slick hair cascading around my face as her soft lips met mine. I didn’t have time to process my mom’s words because Anasta and Eliska crowded her off my lap. The twins’ eager tongues had me stiff in no time and soon the pair of them were taking turns as they rode me to their mutual satisfaction.
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      The sun rose while we cavorted in the tub, and the first rays of the new dawn kissed my cheeks as I entered Hellena’s tight ass. While Claudette licked her dripping pussy, I took her silky ass with long, slow thrusts as I surveyed the surrounding wreckage.

      What had once been a group of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen was now a bedraggled, sweat-slick, hair matted pile of shaky limbs. I could see hunger still lighting many an eye, but where the spirit was willing, it was obvious their flesh wasn’t up to the task. My body ached in muscles I didn’t know existed, but instead of being drained, I felt enervated.

      The truth of my earlier fears came home then. If I’d chosen a different path, and ignored the quiet voice in my head, I would most likely have used the Voice to create a similar orgy. If I had, I’d have only sunk deeper, ignoring the limits of each woman.

      That path would have led ever farther into depravity until I was a living curse.

      By mastering my desires and refraining from exercising my power unless it was required to heal one of the Succubati, I ended up being rewarded with everything I could have wanted. Everything, that is, except one.

      Rising to my feet, I stepped free of the steamy, body strewn bathroom and into the hallway. Omega House is built on a grand scale, but the vaulted ceilings and soaring drapes had an intimate feel as I made my way around to the circling staircase up. It felt like I was in a dream as I mounted the stairs, my nose filled with the sweet perfume of my sister, as I traced it to its origins.

      With each step, my heart beat faster and the palms of my hands grew clammy. Even after everything, it was somewhat reassuring I could still grow nervous around a woman. Only this wasn’t any woman.

      This was Loren.

      I broached the top step and turned to the right, following my nose. A dim glow reached out from the bedroom at the end of the hall, and I found a gauzy sheet covering the door when I stepped close.

      “Don’t hesitate now, my love.” Her whispered words pulled me into the room and my heart stopped when I took in the sight of her.

      Loren has always been the most beautiful girl in the world to me. She’d never started a social media account, but I knew it would have blown up and netted her millions of followers if she’d only posted the most basic selfies. We could go nowhere in public without Mom and Crystal attracting a lot of attention, but with Loren, it had been closer to awe than attraction. Men and women both stared at the angelic blonde with open mouths, as I was doing now.
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      The small bedroom was lit with a dozen candles that cast dancing shadows around the room. The golden light cast a halo around the figure lounging on the bed, and all else faded as I took in my sister’s slender beauty.

      Pale blonde hair hung about her heart-shaped face. The strips framing her face were paler than the rest, which only further highlighted her beauty. Large baby blue eyes watched me closely as my own traveled the length of her.

      Loren was dressed in a light pink babydoll nightgown with black lace trimming the edges. Her slender body was hidden beneath the sheer material, but I could see glimpses of her nubile body beneath that sent steel into my manhood.

      “Can you forgive us for hiding the truth from you for so long?”

      My heart wanted to break when I saw the worry pursing her thick lips, and crinkling the flesh around her eyes, but I refrained from rushing forward to reassure her.

      “I understand why you did it, but what I don’t understand is why all this.” I waved my hand, indicating the living rooms downstairs. “Why weren’t you with your sisters? With Crystal and Mom?”

      “Do you really have to ask?” Loren asked softly, one perfect eyebrow raising as she slipped off the bed and stepped up to me. As she did, the scent of her filled my head and I almost swooned as the world twisted around me. “I’ve always known I’d find you eventually… When Mom and Crystal found thralls, I never did. I couldn’t give of myself to anyone… until I met you.”

      “You were so mean… for years—”

      “To protect us,” she breathed, one hand reaching out, the fingers hovering inches away from my chest, but a look of pain crossed her face, and she couldn’t seem to bridge the last few inches between us. “If I’d allowed myself to soften even a hint towards you, I wouldn’t have been able to control myself… I’d have doomed us all. You can’t know how much it burns… The hunger I could ignore, but this…”

      Her baby blue eyes burned with an inner fire so intense I thought her gaze should singe the hairs from my flesh. I don’t remember stepping forward, but my tiny sister was suddenly in my arms, and the butterflies swirling in my guts exploded into flight when her pink lips met mine.

      “I was born, Lorenza, and I have nothing to confess… except my love for you. My Lord Incubus, my powerful harem master… please… take me… I’m yours!”

      Her words escaped between fiery kisses as my hands slipped beneath the nighty and over her baby smooth skin. The flimsy garment tore away like it was tissue paper, as I stepped towards the bed. Loren staggered back in my arms, her own delicate fingers slipping into my hairline and behind my neck as she stole kisses.

      The bed creaked beneath us as I struggled through the desire to slow myself down. Stilling my hands on Loren’s slender hips, I gazed down into her baby blue eyes and saw a reflection of my own deep sea of emotion and thanked god I hadn’t screwed things up by indulging or using the Voice.

      “I love you,” I breathed, my heart swelling when Loren’s eyes widened.

      Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes as she reached up to cup my cheeks in her small hands.

      “I love you with everything in me, Bryce. Thank you for giving my sisters the grace they’ve never had. You’ve become the man I knew you would be… Now make love to me, brother, and we will bring new life into this world.”

      It was my turn for my eyes to widen as Loren’s lips curled into a mischievous grin. Her slender legs curled around my hips, and her hungry lips nipped at my neck as delicate little fingers slipped around my stiffness. I gasped in pleasure when Loren stroked my cock and smiled when her eyes widened.

      “You’re so big… soooo hard, Mhmmm.” Her big eyes closed as the fat head of my cock pressed against her hairless lips, then flashed open, widening in surprised pleasure as her sucking wetness pulled me in.

      The feeling of her pussy was incredible, but it paled beside her delicate little body in my arms. Loren’s tightness was almost painful at first, and I took my time as my dick sank within her by amusing myself with the rest of her. Fingers gliding over firm little breasts, I teased her pink nipples stiff and sucked first one, then the other into my mouth and nibbled. Her nipples were supersensitive, and Loren’s nails dug into my back and her sex fluttered around my thickness as she gasped in pleasure.

      The scent of her filled my head as our bodies came together, and I found my love for this beautiful, delicate creature burgeoned. There was an aching emptiness inside Loren that felt endless. I couldn’t imagine how much willpower it would take to starve yourself for over two thousand years, but I saw that strength in Loren.

      Within this tiny woman, who looked like an angelic teenager, was a lioness, and as my dick stretched her virginal walls, the cat awoke.

      “Yesss!”

      Nails dragged down my back and Loren writhed beneath me, causing her sex to engulf my entire cock. Ankles locking behind my back, she let out a hiss of pleasure, eyes locked on mine as her pussy shivered.

      The tip of my cock rested against her cervix, her pussy perfectly fit to my dick’s size as if it had been made for me. Loren’s lips quirked into a smile that tightened into an “O” of pleasure as I pulled out and drove back into her.

      “I never… dreamed… it would… this… good! Bryce! I’m!”

      I wanted to cry out in sadness when her beautiful blue eyes closed, but then a look of such bliss swept over my sister’s face that I nearly came right there. Forcing myself to relax, I eased into the motions, watching with joy as Loren came a second and third time on my cock as I took her little body with slow strokes.

      Shaking and unable to formulate coherent words, Loren hooked a leg behind mine and rolled me over onto my back. The bed creaked as she shifted her weight back. Then it was my turn to gasp in astonishment as she whipped her long blonde hair back and sat back on my dick.

      Her slender torso stretched as her hands rose, sliding up her smooth stomach and elongated belly button to push her long blonde hair back over one shoulder. Gripping her narrow hips, I watched my tiny sister ride my dick with the grace of a mountain lion, her body undulating as my balls tightened once again.

      “I’m—” I barely had the word out before Loren dropped atop me, her lips finding mine as her tiny hips drove down on me, meeting my every thrust.

      “Please… I need to feel it!”

      Her hissed words slipped between our kisses, and I almost laughed because there was no way I could have denied her. Stars exploded in my vision and lines of pleasure raced out to my fingers and toes, then back.

      Loren stiffened in my arms as my seed flooded her womb. In the distance, I thought I heard bells chiming, but the sound faded as she came to rest on my chest. Our eyes met, and we shared a shy smile, each filled with too much emotion to be condensed into simple words.

      Holding one another, our hands trailed light fingers up and down one another’s sides. It didn’t take long for the passion to flare up again as we rolled around on the bed. Within minutes, Loren was grasping at my stiffening cock and trying to fit it within her tight bottom, but I had other ideas.

      Pressing my lithe sister down, I kissed my way down her body. Taking care to savor and marvel at the silvery paleness of her nipples, which served to send Loren to the edge of another orgasm. Not letting her cross over, I dropped down to lick her clit. Shocked at the sweetness of her juices, I dipped my tongue down and teased her tiniest hole. Loren gasped in shock, fingers gripping my arms as she hovered on the cusp of a massive orgasm, but once again I edged her down.

      My sister trembled like a leaf in the wind as I rose above her on my knees. Puffy pink lips pursed. Her eyes met mine in desperation and I nodded, guiding her eager mouth to the tip of my dick. With a whimper of hungry desire, she inhaled my cock, earning a shocked gasp of pleasure from me as her thick lips pushed to the base in one go.

      Holding herself there, Loren smiled up at me with her eyes, then did a quick series of bob’s that worked the tightness of her throat up and down the sensitive head of my cock.

      “Holy fuck,” I growled, head thrown back as I reached down and gripped her silky haired head.

      Wet sounds reached my ears, and I looked down, surprised to find they weren’t coming from her mouth but from her fingers furiously frigging her clit as her slender thighs scissored together. The other hand cupped one small breast, fingers plucking at the pink nipple.

      The sight of my dick disappearing into Loren’s adorable face was almost too much to take, but I stifled the swelling of pleasure and took a firm grip on her silky hair. With deliberate slowness, I pulled my dick out of her throat until just the tip rested in her mouth. Groaning as she swirled her nimble tongue around the sensitive head, I let her nurse on the tip for a moment before driving back into her mouth.

      Fucking my sister’s tight little mouth, I couldn’t help the loud moans that escaped my throat. They must have alerted the women downstairs to where I was because I heard the creak of stairs and the hushed whispers as they approached. Registering the faces in the doorway dimly, I fucked Loren’s tiny mouth with faster and faster strokes as her fingers kept in time with my movements.

      I don’t remember the other women entering her room, but as the pleasure crested and my eyes were locked on Loren’s baby blues, a dozen faces pressed close to watch her suck down my seed. I did not disappoint them when I came with a grunt and my little sister’s body went stiff, her thighs closing around the gap between them as it trapped her hand.

      Then the heat of need was in both of us, dozens of hands pulling and caressing both of us as she crawled beneath me. I couldn’t be certain if it was Mom or Crystal’s hands that positioned me at Loren’s tight entrance, but both of their lips whispered words of encouragement in my ears as I pulled her slender hips back.

      “Take her slowly… yes… let her cum as you stretch her tight hole wide, little brother,” Crystal purred in one ear, her fingers gripping my ass as she planted fiery kisses down my neck.

      “She wants it so bad… Fuck her tiny ass, my son. Take her!”

      Mom’s fierce words drove me forward as Loren cried out. At first I worried she was in pain, then I saw the look of fuzed pleasure stretching across her face as Esmerelda pressed against her, holding her up. Then the grip of her had me and all thought left my head as I drove into her silky ass.

      Everywhere I looked there were naked and nubile Succubati embracing one another in sapphic love. Each was more beautiful and erotic than the last, but all I wanted was to feel the love of my life in my arms. Pulling Loren back, I gripped her tight as she kissed the women on either side of me. The sight was almost as erotic as when their fingers dropped to tease her as one and I felt my sister cumming with my dick buried deep in her ass.

      The tight grip did it for me, and I could hold off no longer. With a bellowing roar, I flooded her ass. Loren wasn’t prepared for the rush of cum inside her, nor for the overwhelming pleasure as the curse broke. Baby blue eyes bulging and jaw dropping, she let out a silent scream before turning to claw my face down to hers.

      “I love you, I love you, I love you, I love you,” she whispered the words as we collapsed onto the mattress together.

      Twisting in my arms, her lips found mine and stifled my gasp as hungry lips sucked me into a hot mouth. Bodies crowded close and dozens of hands caressed our naked bodies, working us into another lather as mouth after mouth traded out on my dick.

      With my gorgeous blonde sister acting as maestro, each Succubati took their turn riding my dick, and those who wanted it took my seed within their wombs with Loren’s blessing. We passed out in a sweaty tangle of limbs, and I finally felt at home with Loren against one side and Mom and Crystal pressed against the other.
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      It took three weeks to arrange the trip down to the Farm. The time allowed the rest of the Succubati to confer and review the videos of their sisters’ confessions. It took little convincing to get most on board and the last holdouts, Zaya and her sisters, ended up being the most enthusiastic when I arrived.

      Loren came with me, but I asked that the rest remain behind. I wasn’t sure what to expect when we arrived on the Farm, but pigs roasting, and cornbread baking wasn’t it.

      We feasted on delicious BBQ and sides while I got to know Zaya, Nyala and the rest in a more relaxed situation. When they felt comfortable, which was far shorter than I might have guessed, they hustled Loren and I into their palatial estate.

      There, they had set a room aside with hundreds of candles and cushions arranged in a loose circle. Once more, they put me through the ringer as two dozen women gave me their confessions before we met in passionate love as I broke them from their curse. Each time, Loren was there to fill me with energy.

      My only fear was needing to use the Voice around these women who were already skittish about my power over them, but that proved to not be necessary. During the orgy afterwards, with Zaya having Liya pinned beneath her as I ravaged the gorgeous woman’s tight ass, she begged me to use it on her sister.

      The woman had a special issue where she couldn’t relax enough to achieve orgasm. She’d been hovering on the edge for over an hour, and it only took a couple words of power from me to breakthrough her hang-up. I spoke them carefully, which only gained me more favor with Zaya and her sisters.

      That night I was treated to the most beautiful lineup of round asses as each of them bent before me. They glanced back over their shoulders, imploring me to take whatever hole I wanted. I moved down the line, sampling each and loving how they made out with the women to either side as they waited their turns.

      Dawn came with me between Zaya’s strong thighs as the woman begged me to bless her with a child, as I had others broken from their curse. With her hot words in my ears and Loren’s gentle hands guiding my hips, I flooded her womb with my last massive load, and we passed out with the morning rays warming our naked bodies.

      The last woman broke free of the curse that night, and its magic faded from the world, but not its legacy. Our children born in this world would carry the new and the old world forward with them.

      

      I never made it to college, but I’ve had the best education possible. I’ve been privy to more knowledge about the past two thousand year’s events than any man and have taken pains to write them down. Perhaps one day I will share them with the world, but for now they fill the sparingly few free hours of my days. The rest I spend with Loren and the rest of my seventy-seven brides and look forward to a better future than I once dreamed for myself.

      

      The End
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