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		Alec was neck-deep in writing a lengthy essay about the French and Indian War when his bedroom door opened. Had it been his mother, there would’ve been a knock beforehand; instead, the visitor was the new house-sitter, Lucie. Alec, lying on the bed and having lost his historical train of thought, stopped typing on his laptop.

		“Hey,” he said politely, “Can this wait, or…?”

		Lucie didn’t even seem to hear him. She was wearing headphones, and there was a slightly audible sound of music. Wielding her feather duster, she began wiping off his computer desk, dresser, and pictures, either oblivious to Alec’s question or completely uncaring.

		“Okay,” Alec said, getting back to his studies. “Whatever.”

		He was still adjusting to his folks having a house-sitter, but it made sense. The house was big, and Mom was reaching the back slope of her forties. And with her job at the law firm pulling in a sizable retirement fund, why not pay someone else to take care of the cleaning? Still, Alec couldn’t help but be suspicious. One of his friends’ moms had been robbed by a house-sitter once; she’d swiped all the jewelry while the family was away on vacation, a loss valued around ten thousand dollars. And Alec recalled seeing something on the news about a rising trend of criminal house-sitters and maids. He always felt like he needed to keep one eye on this stranger being so close to his personal belongings. Someone her age—early twenties by his guess, like him—might have been working on a plan and already have a pawn shop in mind.

		Alec realized he was likely being paranoid.

		His fingers flew across the keys, and for a moment he was back in his groove.

		Then Lucie was crawling over his bed, snatching up his socks and a sweater he’d taken off an hour ago. These were skillfully flung across the room into the hamper. After that, she bent completely over the edge of the bed, so that only her legs and butt were visible. Dirty laundry which had been on the floor began flying, one by one, across the room, all landing in the hamper.

		Alec paused from his essay and looked around, feeling self-conscious about being presented with such a clear, inviting view of the house-sitter’s bubble butt—encased in tight white shorts, no less. They hugged her ass exceptionally well, and the seam down the middle was pressed so tightly into her crotch that there was a subtle camel-toe effect.

		Such a perspective had a predictable reaction, and his erection was soon pushing achingly into the underside of his laptop.

		Lucie the house-sitter then flopped over like an aspiring but clumsy gymnast, turned her attention upon the nightstand, and flicked her feather duster across his lamp and alarm clock. She didn’t say a word, and neither did Alec—although her antics had earned his attention. He was completely still as she climbed onto the bed again, wiping off the headboard. Not saying a word, she whisked the duster past his head as she clambered over him, almost hitting him in the face with her rack and the purple sports bra that contained it. Now on the other side, she leaned over to pick up his hamper, bending more than necessary as if she were wanting him to look at her ass. And with his dirty clothes secured, she walked out and shut the door.

		She’d never looked at him. She’d never said a word.

		What the hell was that? Alec wondered afterward, so bewildered by Lucie that he needed about ten minutes to recover and let his cock settle down. Then he was fanning himself after it felt like the temperature in the room had gone up five degrees.

		It got so bad that he had to count.

		Ten, nine, eight, he went on in his head. Calm down. Just relax. His heart was pounding; his dick was yearning. Seven, six, five. Four. Three…go away.

		At the onset of puberty, Alec had been diagnosed with an elevated testosterone level. Now in his twenties, he was hornier than ten men put together, and he had the hugest cock of probably anyone in his university—or possibly even the entire county. The downside of that was the chronic masturbation. Rather than take supplements to reduce his testosterone level, Alec had learned a meditation technique to help him focus on the things that mattered in life: his education and his sanity.

		After finishing the count, he was calm and not thinking about his Mom’s house-sitter. But he locked the door anyhow.

		Once the first draft of his essay was completed, Alec got up to take a whiz.

		The bathroom was occupied. Lucie, who now seemed to have a habit of appearing everywhere, was scrubbing the base of the toilet. The white porcelain already appeared spotless to Alec’s eyes, but it wasn’t stopping her.

		He stopped in the doorway, watching and waiting for her to finish.

		Then he cleared his throat. “Um. Can I get some privacy?”

		Lucie looked up at him, her hands powering away unceasingly.

		“I kind of need to use the toilet,” he said with a laugh. “If you know what I mean.”

		She didn’t stop. She nodded her head in a gesture. Go ahead, she seemed to indicate.

		Alec was now mostly certain that Lucie was from a different country. She looked at least half Hispanic, and he knew it wasn’t uncommon for Hispanic people to find jobs as house-sitters and maids and that sort. But maybe he had a bad eye for identifying race, and Lucie was from somewhere across the ocean, where household etiquette was different.

		Okay, whatever, he thought.

		Alec approached the toilet, standing at an angle to give his mother’s house-sitter a wide and courteous berth. He was blushing as he lowered his sweatpants, and again it took all his concentration to not get any suggestive thoughts from Lucie’s exposed midriff and the shapely rear as seen through her skintight shorts. He took a nervous breath, dropped his briefs, aimed at the bowl, and let it flow.

		At first Alec looked away. But then he saw Lucie. Her scrubbing had almost slowed to a stop, and she was staring at his cock, mouth partly open.

		“Oh,” Alec said nervously. “It’s a condition. I have an abnormally high testosterone count. That’s why it’s so…uh…”

		Lucie stopped and sat back on her haunches, wonderment on her face.

		Alec started to smile—and nearly pissed on the wall when blood began to flow into his cock in the middle of relieving himself. He started counting in his head, finished up, and left in a hurry, leaving Lucie to her business.

		It wasn’t possible to get completely away from Lucie. When Alec asked his mother about her, he learned that the new house-sitter was going to be living upstairs in the guest bedroom until she could find a place of her own. “She’s going to college just like you,” Mom explained, “and you know how out of control the rent prices are these days.”

		“She spoke to you?” Alec said, finding this hard to believe after hearing not a single word out of her.

		“She’s a little shy, is all. Kind of like you when you were younger.”

		Great, he thought, hoping that Lucie didn’t become like another family member. He and his parents were going out to eat tomorrow—a monthly tradition. Was Lucie going along on that? He hoped not. But with Mom and Dad being out so often because of their time-consuming and strenuous jobs, Alec expected he’d see more of Lucie than them.

		Which was true later that evening.

		Alec came into the kitchen for a refill of soda. Lucie was there, hands in a water-filled sink with a stack of dirty dishes nearby. As was becoming usual, she had on her headphones—a nice, white JBL pair, Alec noticed. Music was playing, but it was muffled and indecipherable. Alec and his easily excitable manhood hoped to squeeze past and get more soda without any interaction whatsoever.

		It didn’t happen that way.

		He set his glass on the countertop. When he turned to look back—his naughty mind hoping to get another glimpse of that hot ass in white shorts—she was staring at him.

		Alec froze.

		Lucie slowly dropped her headphones to her neck. Her face was entirely expressionless. And it continued to be that way as she sauntered over, one foot in front of the other, and thrust her hand down the front of his sweatpants. Alec almost jumped a foot in the air as her hand squeezed his balls. His arm bumped into the glass, sending half-melted ice cubes spilling across the countertop and range.

		“Ah,” he panted. “O-okay.”

		Her fingers climbed to his hardening shaft and began stroking it. Alec tried to count in his mind, but quickly his cock swelled to a point of no return when his hard-on threatened to split the front of his sweatpants wide open.

		He hated having a ten-inch cock.

		Other guys always acted envious. They didn’t know the hardship!

		A door closed across the house—probably either his mom or dad coming in through the garage.

		“Hey,” Alec said nervously, “you gotta stop. My p-parents are home.”

		Lucie looked over her shoulder, then back at him. “Is that a problem?” she said.

		So, she does speak English, Alec realized. “Well, yeah,” he said, shuddering from having his first erection in three weeks. “That’s a major problem.”

		She might’ve seemed shy, but her hand wasn’t. Alec had to grab the refrigerator to steady his balance.

		“What about your bedroom?” she said.

		“Yeah, okay.”

		So he and the house-sitter went there. With his extreme libido, Alec’s entire body was tingling from simply having a hard-on. He was shaking as he positioned himself on his bed, letting his dick—like a prospective flag pole—stick straight up. Lucie cleared his sweatpants out of the way before hovering her face next to his towering member. Alec watched her nostrils flare.

		“Your cum smells great,” she said.

		“It…it does?” Alec said.

		She nodded.

		“Thanks.”

		Her tongue came out for its first lick.

		The resulting pleasure caused Alec’s hands to fly out across the bed, as if to stabilize himself. His ten-inch cock was so powerfully erect that he felt like he might genuinely start levitating. Lucie the house-sitter utilized only her tongue early on. Like a cat licking its fur, she licked his shaft and balls repeatedly. It was the weirdest oral sex Alec had ever seen. Not that he’d been on the receiving end of oral sex often; he normally had to pick his sexual partners carefully, and most times a ten-inch cock was not as enticing to partners as it was to girls in porn.

		His erection seemed to be rooted in his entire body. When Lucie licked his glans, he felt pleasure throbbing in his toes and in his chest. His abdomen writhed, and his body was overall restless. It was impossible to hold back the primal urges brought on by testosterone now.

		With eye contact, she brought her lips over his purplish swollen tip and took him into her tight, wet mouth. During this, her pupils changed from brown to a glowing shade of yellow.

		Alec watched, enthralled and confused.

		Her head went down, and now there were growths coiling out of her hairline: like the horns on a ram, dark and pointed. A shade of red bloomed across her face, spreading from her nose to her ears and all the way around. And the warmth around Alec’s cock became immense, like he’d stuck his dick inside a toaster oven.

		What the hell? he wondered about this hellish-looking creature.

		But his orgasm cut in.

		Alec rolled his head back while a volcanic eruption took place. Unstoppable ropes of semen burst through his cock and into Lucie’s mouth. The suction she created seemed to reach deep down into his balls, drawing out every single drop and causing him to writhe as his balls felt like they were turning inside-out. The climax pulled deep into his groin, until his butt was hovering off the bed like his cock was being raptured.

		There was a pop sound.

		Panting, Alec noticed two things: on the house-sitter’s shoulders was a demonic-looking face, red and smiling with sharp teeth and jizz oozing down her chin. And the second thing…

		His cock was gone.
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		Locked in the bathroom, Alec’s skin felt like it was on fire. Steam billowed from his flesh and fogged up the mirror as he watched the person in the reflection. His body hair had vanished; now the hair on the left side of his face was growing out, lengthening past his chin and coming an inch away from touching his shoulder. He winced as two hot spots burned behind his nipples, and when he looked down he was greeted with rapidly expanding mounds. His hands flew to them, confirming they were very much real, and he tried not to scream.

		Lucie, outside: “It’s all normal, don’t worry.”

		“Normal?” Alec half shrieked. “What about this is normal? What the hell is—” His throat clamped. When he found his voice again, it was scarcely deeper than a kid’s. “What the hell is happening to me?”

		The steam coming off his abdomen was thick. What was left behind when it began to dissipate was the middle portion of a clear hourglass figure. His fingers and arms lost thickness. The redefined shape of his legs gave off a strong womanly impression. The worst part, by far, was the horror between his legs, but for a moment Alec’s attention was completely taken by his chest, and the mounds that were reaching globe territory.

		He didn’t know precisely when he stopped transforming. The girl in the mirror—sweaty like she’d spent half an hour in a sauna—had the most terrified expression on her face.

		That cannot be me, Alec told himself.

		He let go of his new tits. The girl mimicked him to no fault, and her perky breasts—actually about average in size—bounced and jiggled to rest into their natural position.

		Her nipples were very large and pink.

		And her groin was…appropriate for someone with all those other features.

		Oh God.

		In Alec’s periphery, the doorknob began to glow. He twisted the lock and opened the door, then nearly cried out in pain from grabbing the orange-hot knob. “Jesus! What the hell were you doing?”

		“First of all, my name isn’t Jesus. It’s Lucie. I am trying to help you.” She joined him inside the bathroom. “Actually, I don’t really have a name,” she said. “I took Lucie because girls like me don’t usually get names, and I was born on Lucifer’s ballsack.”

		Alec blinked. “Run that by me again.”

		“Lucifer? He’s the devil. About the height of a skyscraper, hence why his balls are so massive.” She put her hands on her hips. “Every succubus is born on Lucifer’s balls. It’s why we’re so attracted to cum. It’s…the warmth that nurtures us from birth.”

		Alec raised a finger, then dropped it and tried to digest everything Lucie had said.

		She’s a succubus? Lucifer is real!?

		“Um,” he said. He shook his head. “Okay. I need a moment.” He looked down, saw his new tits again, and winced. Closing his eyes was better. Marginally.

		Lucie: “This isn’t a trick. I came to the human realm to feed. Every succubus does. Being a house-sitter brings me closer to my nourishment.”

		“I’m a girl,” Alec whispered.

		“Temporarily.”

		He opened his eyes. “Temporarily?”

		“Let me explain the process.”

		Naked in the bathroom, Alec learned all about the succubus life cycle. They fed on semen, but not just any semen; jizz with a high testosterone count was considered an utmost delicacy. Lucie had been after Alec for nearly two months. And how she knew that he had a high testosterone count was from some kind of succubus sixth sense. Also, the result of feeding was a complete depletion of masculine traits, leading to Alec’s sudden feminization.

		“You can return to normal,” she said. “But you need to drink someone else’s semen. It revitalizes your masculinity.” She smiled.

		Alec held his head, feeling like he was going to be sick. He took a deep breath and sighed. “I can’t handle this.”

		“You have to.”

		“Why?”

		“Because,” Lucie said, “I need you to be a man again. I need your high testosterone. And your parents are expecting you to go out to eat with them tomorrow.”

		Every word was like another blow in a boxing match. Alec was waiting for the bell.

		He couldn’t believe this was happening. He had known something was up with his mom’s new house-sitter, and sure enough! She was even crazier than in his wildest imagination. A real-life succubus! From Hell! Or wherever.

		Lucie rubbed his shoulder. “I’m sorry. I can’t exactly change my diet. And I apologize for my appearance earlier. I was so happy to be drinking your cum that I lost concentration. I’m still kinda new at this.”

		Alec stared into her brown eyes, with no hints of yellow. There were no bumps on her forehead that might possibly sprout horns, either. “So, you’re red?”

		She nodded. “With horns and a tail.”

		He shuddered. “Real demonic type.”

		“We are demons. But don’t let that make you think we’re evil. Parasitic at most. But I don’t want you to suffer.”

		Little late for that, Alec thought.

		He was quiet for a time, absorbing this information about Lucie’s true identity and what that void feeling between his legs really meant. He kept brushing his shoulder-length hair out of his eyes and standing very still so that no vibration caused his chest to jiggle. Those things were almost ignorable if he wasn’t moving.

		“Well?” Lucie said.

		“I’m still recovering,” he said.

		“You need to go out tonight. Find a man. A good feast keeps me satiated for a few days.” She squeezed his hand, as if to console him. “I’ll need to feast again. If you don’t want to live without your manhood, you should try getting it back as soon as possible.”

		“Right now? I’m a mess. And I don’t know the first thing about…presenting myself as a woman, or how to even approach someone. I mean, you want me to have sex with a man, and you turned me into a girl like ten minutes ago. This is crazy!”

		“Lucky for you, human males are easy. Cum flows in this world like the blood of sinners in my world. And I can help a little bit.”

		She held out her hand. After uttering what sounded like Latin, there was a flash of flame in her palm. When it vanished, a jagged red stone was sitting there, smoldering slightly. “This is a Charm of the Netherforge,” she said, holding the stone between her thumb and forefinger. “It will save us the time of finding you an outfit. I will never understand why mortals love their elaborate appearances. Succubuses were eons ahead of human women in freeing the nipple. In some ways, this realm is archaic. I hate wearing your tight, restrictive clothes.”

		“You look pretty good in those shorts,” Alec said, figuring he was already at rock bottom and could lose nothing with some harmless flirting.

		Lucie narrowed her eyes. “Your species condemns nudity like it is a sin. Everyone is a celebration of creation.”

		Alec shrugged. “Nudity is a private thing. Like when people love each other deeply, they get nude. And clothes help you stay warm.”

		“Only because human flesh has been weakened from their obsession with artificial skins.” She held out the Charm of the Netherforge. “Here. Form a picture in your mind.”

		“That’s it?”

		“While holding the charm.”

		“Oh, okay.”

		Alec took the stone out of her grasp. It was like wrapping his hand around a piece of hot coal, and he dropped it a millisecond later. After stifling a scream, he noticed a burn mark. It was some radial design near the edge of his palm, inlaid with bumps that were arranged like text, although it was a language he didn’t recognize.

		The rest of his hand…

		Huh? Alec thought, noticing his nails were long and painted red. He was wearing rings and a bracelet. And tightly hugging his new feminine curves was a red mini dress. He felt dizzy looking down at his own cleavage. The bottom of the dress barely went far enough to cover his groin! Also, he was wearing heels. He wobbled unsteadily after realizing this.

		“Oh shit,” he said, turning to look in the mirror. His female reflection was now wearing makeup, and his hair was styled professionally. He licked his lips, tasting the lipstick.

		“Put your hand in ice when you’re finished,” Lucie said.

		“What?”

		“For the charm. Cold temperature breaks the effect.”

		“Oh. Sure.”

		Alec’s mind was in a whirlwind. He felt like if he stopped to truly think about anything that was happening, he would have a panic attack. Lucie’s proposal sounded insane, but she clearly wasn’t insane; she was just a succubus. Which somehow existed. And wasn’t a made-up thing in folklore or religious stories.

		Lucie took his hands. “Just focus on getting your manhood back. We both want that.”

		“Now what?” he said. “Are you going to snap your fingers and teleport me to the nearest club, or something?”

		She raised an eyebrow. “We’re taking your car, and you’re driving, because I don’t have a license. I’ll go with you this first time. But I need to get back because your mom still wants the dishes done. And I also have to come up with a reason why you’re gone.”

		“Well, thanks for covering for me, I guess.”

		“Come on, hot stuff.”

		Alec opted to hit a spot near campus—mainly because he wanted to lessen the risk of having to do this awful deed with older men. If he could tolerate anyone, it was people his age. The only bar he knew of with reputable cleanliness was The Study Break. He’d met a past girlfriend there, and it was a common place for local musical talent to vibrate the rafters. Naturally, with a football game going on tonight, the front was covered in streamers and flags, and every parking space on the entire block was taken.

		He had to park across the street in one of the residence hall lots.

		By now the nerves were setting in. He wished he would’ve conjured up a less-revealing outfit, but he didn’t want to appear cowardly in front of a literal creature from Hell. She was still wearing her purple sports bra and white shorts, and her JBL headphones hugged her neck.

		“Come on,” she urged. “Game’s in the fourth quarter. You don’t want to wait until the place empties out.”

		“How do you know about football?” Alec asked.

		“Your dad. He never closes his mouth about that stupid sport.” On their way to the bar, with Alec stumbling every few steps, she told him of a better game in Hell: it involved demons tossing sinners into giant monster mouths, like a bloodier version of beer pong. Alec gulped.

		It was crowded inside. Naturally, many eyes turned to see the newest visitors to The Study Break, and a majority lingered on Alec. He thought for sure one of them was going to point and laugh at his appearance, but the mere existence of his tits seemed to be as far as their eyes got. He felt utterly ridiculous.

		The refs in the game made a determination on a flag. Boos erupted throughout the room.

		Lucie pointed across the throng. “Over there,” she said. And she put her lips to Alec’s ear and whispered: “Lots of cum in that one. Very horny.”

		“Why does that matter?” Alec whispered back.

		“It’ll turn you back faster. Isn’t that what you want?”

		He groaned.

		But it was what he wanted.

		Lucie patted him on his butt. “Go suck some dick, tiger.”
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		Being shorter and smaller made it easier for Alec to slip through the crowd—which, deep into the fourth quarter of a close football game, was standing room only. He was sweating in places he never typically sweat, and he was cursing the flimsiness of the dress for showing the tiniest hint of his nipples. He shouldn’t have been so self-conscious of his nipples. He was a man! But even the most skilled medical professionals in the world would have a hard time believing his claim to manhood on this Friday night.

		His panties felt really thin, and they were wedged into his ass crack.

		Probably a damn thong, he thought, realizing he only had himself and his horny fantasies to blame for his present outfit, underwear included.

		Lucie’s selection for highest cum output was wearing a letter jacket and had the build of a football player himself, possibly a lineman. Compared to him, the table he was seated at looked like it belonged in a kid’s playset. His two friends were more of a normal human size.

		Alec squeezed through and stood next to them, his hands clasped tightly at his waist so that they wouldn’t be seen trembling. He gulped so forcefully that it caused his throat to hurt. His cure for this feminine punishment was having a conversation, and Alec learned that the boy wasn’t just wearing a letter jacket for style; he was on the football team.

		“If you were out there, Rich, they’d be two touchdowns ahead,” said one of the other guys. “No protection in the pocket.”

		“I said I could play,” Rich, with the heavy load of cum, groaned. “But they want me to take care of my ankle until it properly heals, and…” He looked at Alec. First the body, then the face. “Yeah? You lost or something?”

		Alec’s bottom lip was quivering.

		How do I even do this? he thought, suppressing a frightened whimper. I can’t just give a dude a blowjob! That’s gross!

		“Um,” he started.

		All three guys were staring at him. Maybe they thought he was a nervous waitress. Maybe they thought he was drunk, delusional, or not all there in the head.

		Lucie strolled between them. In her palm was a white powder, which she blew at the table and the three men. In the air, the powder appeared to sparkle and glitter as it hung like a cloud. Then the particles began to disappear.

		Rich’s face suddenly brightened. “Alicia!” he said. “It’s about time you showed up. Here.” He scooted over and patted the bench seat. “The game’s just about over, but it’s going to be a nail-biter. Come on. Something wrong? It’s nice and warm.”

		Alec hesitated. Then he swung his tush into the seat. He let out a surprised chirp as Rich wasted no time in putting his arm around Alec’s shoulders, and he was unwillingly pulled against the sidelined football player’s big, muscular flank. He smelled like cheap Axe body spray.

		What just happened? he thought.

		Across the bar, Lucie was ordering herself a drink. Someone like her didn’t have any form of identification, but it didn’t matter; she blew that same powder on the bartender, and suddenly the drinks began arriving in front of her. Hard liquor was no match for her throat, as she began downing shot after shot like it was water.

		Clearly there was magic, voodoo, or some other hellish power happening.

		Alec tried to relax as all eyes were on the TVs. Their college team was marching down the field for an unexpected comeback—until the quarterback threw an interception in the end zone. The cheers that had begun while the ball was in the air disappeared into a collective groan throughout the room. The guys across from Alec pounded the table in disappointment. Rich just sighed and shook his head.

		“Typical hothead,” he said. “Thinks he can sling a football into any hole.”

		Alec felt a hand rubbing his thigh. It was Rich’s.

		Seriously, what the HELL is going on? Alec thought. Who does he think I am? His girlfriend, or something?

		He didn’t know how right he was until Rich started dropping the word babe into everything he said: “You want a drink, babe?” And: “Anything to eat, babe?” And: “You’re smokin’ hot in that red dress, babe.”

		Alec declined anything entering his stomach. He felt like he was going to puke.

		After the loss in the game, The Study Break began emptying out pretty quick—Rich’s friends included. Lucie and about a dozen empty shot glasses remained at the bar. She was watching Alec. He shrugged in confusion. She smirked and winked back at him while the bartender grabbed an expensive-looking glass of whiskey off the wall and poured her another round.

		“Hell’s liquor is probably stronger,” Alec pondered quietly.

		“You say something, babe?” Rich said.

		“Just musing,” Alec said, fighting the urge to rip this guy’s hand off his thigh. But he knew the task that was ahead of him. And it required every ounce of his willpower to do the same to Rich’s thigh. Alec—tensing—even rubbed very near to his apparent boyfriend’s crotch.

		They were silent for a few moments.

		Then Rich said, “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

		Unfortunately. “Probably.”

		“Damn, it’s been a while. I shouldn’t even be in the mood after the clownshow that just happened.” Yet, the bulging denim was suggesting otherwise.

		Alec swallowed his pride as he moved his hand over to it, and for the first time he felt another man’s growing erection. It made his bones shudder. Conversely, his nipples were making tents of their own.

		“Car’s around back,” Rich said.

		“Okay,” Alec said.

		Out of their seat and hand in hand, he was pulled along by his new boyfriend in this twisted reality. Lucie waved to Alec, who just shook his head and wondered if he should invest in holy water or some other form of protection to stop this from happening a second time. The way Lucie had talked, this was going to happen again and again.

		Rich’s wheels were a nice, modern Impreza parked around the back of the building. Alec had always wanted an Impreza. His parents would’ve had no problem affording one, but he felt bad about asking for a new car in the higher price range. Of course he wondered if Lucie was at work here, or if it was just a coincidence.

		Probably the latter. Hopefully.

		They got in. Rich, in the driver’s seat, unzipped his pants. His lineman stature was a slight hindrance, as his elbow kept banging the door. The awkwardness actually helped ease Alec’s nerves somewhat. This big guy was only human, and he seemed softer and less intimidating when his friends weren’t present.

		Still, Alec found himself looking at a very erect cock—and there was nothing that could make that easier. He sort of froze.

		Rich lightly stroked himself. “Come on, babe. It almost hurts. I guess with football and exams, it’s been building up. Actually, it’s funny, I can’t even remember the last time we did it. But we have, right?”

		Alec shrugged, sensing a limitation to Lucie’s magic powder here. “Sure,” he said. “Lots of times.”

		Rich grinned. “Yeah. I mean, obviously. Duh.”

		Alec fidgeted, hands and fingers intertwined, his heart beating hard and erratically. Then, with a final breath of determination, he leaned over. Rich bent his seat back, providing Alec with the space to do what girlfriends did to their boyfriends on college campuses.

		Alec moved in gently, putting his lips against the base of the shaft and having the length of Rich’s erection pressing against his cheek and nose. Again he closed his eyes and forced himself to get on with it. After all, it was just an act. He was impersonating a girl named Alicia, who might give her beefy, football-playing boyfriend blowjobs in the front seat of his car. But the psychological damage of actually doing it, and feeling it, and swallowing…

		Ah hell, Alec thought.

		He kissed Rich’s turgid shaft, and the whole thing tensed and wobbled. Alec knew everything the boy was feeling. Yet, the absence of that need right now was kind of a relief. All his life he’d suffered because of his high testosterone count, interrupting his days with frequent and spontaneous erections that made him lightheaded, but here he didn’t have a single bit of testosterone in his body. Sex was happening, and his mind was mostly clear.

		It was odd and a little wonderful.

		Having his face in a jock’s lap, however, was just odd and not so wonderful, but he was powering through it.

		Rich’s hand came down and locked on the back of Alec’s neck. Alec, reluctantly, licked the shaft in front of him, tasting the musk and sweat that was now thick inside his nostrils. He kept telling himself how awful it was—particularly when he observed pre-cum beading out, and he had no choice but to lick that up and be fully in the role. But for reasons unknown it was making his loins warm.

		With Rich beginning to groan pleasantly, Alec went down on him. Inside his mouth, the cock felt more solid than he anticipated, and his jaw ached just to accomplish the deed. He winced and cringed endlessly, but he put his neck into motion and bobbed his head, pushing his lips down along Rich’s thick, throbbing manhood and pulling his face back up.

		It felt like the most humiliating thing he’d ever done.

		But no one was laughing.

		Rich was breathing faster, and his dick was dribbling out pre-cum constantly. He was into it. He was enjoying it.

		Alec lessened his restraint. With his head in a rhythmic motion and his partner panting hotly, he reached down and rubbed between his legs. Before now, every thought of his new genitalia had frightened him, but there was hardly a millisecond of hesitation as he touched his pussy and massaged the damp outer folds. That damn thong was irritating him. So he plucked it aside and penetrated himself. The pleasure of a finger entering him sent his body bucking forward—inadvertently impaling his face farther down on Rich’s climatically engorged member.

		“Oh shit,” the jock grunted. “Hnngg.”

		Alec held himself down as the back of his throat endured a warm jet of semen. He felt it pumping out through Rich’s cock; spasms went through its length, making it swell and contract repeatedly. Alec pinched his eyes shut as he gulped it down, almost choking from his own impatience and to get it over with. The warm, salty flavor clung to his throat as ropes of jizz seemed to splash against his palate for twenty or thirty seconds.

		Lucie hadn’t been lying.

		When the output had stopped, Alec pulled himself up. He was shaking again. But performing a blowjob hadn’t been the most awful thing in the world. The one time his friends had dragged him onto a roller coaster had been worse.

		Here, he didn’t think he was going to puke.

		Rich sighed pleasantly. “Can I drive you home?” he said.

		Alec was not surprised that his new boyfriend knew where he lived. It was almost midnight and well past his parents’ bedtime. Yet, shuffling up the walk, he found the front door open. Lucie was finishing the dishes like she had said she would. She was completely nude.

		Alec rubbed his head and groaned as his skin began to emit steam. He felt himself growing upward and outward, consequently causing the mini dress to become tighter. His breasts receded, and his hair withdrew into his scalp.

		While still in a daze, he was escorted by Lucie over to the refrigerator’s ice machine. She shoved his hand into the slot and pressed the button. When the ice tumbled out onto that weird, insignia-like burn mark, the dress and jewelry blinked out of existence. The mark also disappeared.

		“Well,” Lucie said happily, now that they were both nude, “that should take care of that for a few days. Then we do it again. And again. And…you know.”

		Alec, relieved to find his manhood now intact, wanted to go to bed and wake up in the dimension where his mom hadn’t hired the house-sitter from Hell.
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		For Alec, that first week after his cocksucking cherry had been popped established a rhythm. When Lucie needed to satiate her thirst, he set up a get-together with Rich the football player in order to regain his manhood shortly thereafter. It was a cycle of cum: losing his reserves into the succubus’s mouth and sucking his new boyfriend dry. That Alec didn’t see Rich at all outside of Alec’s need to give him a blowjob didn’t seem to bother Rich. That was fine; Alec intended to minimize his time as a girl for his own sake and the fact that he still lived at home with his parents.

		He constantly wondered how long this relationship was going to last. When pressed for answers, Lucie changed subjects. And Mom wouldn’t hire a house-sitter that would be in and out in a few months or less. Which suggested that Alec still had many cum-drinking days ahead of him.

		The Saturday of the weekend after, he headed upstairs to Lucie’s bedroom—formerly a guest room containing little else than Mom’s old workout equipment and Dad’s ancient record collection, boxed away. Lucie hadn’t needed many accommodations. Only a mattress that was newer than the Reagan administration, a dresser, and a small TV. The TV was off when Alec entered.

		Lucie was lying on the bed, stomach down, completely naked—minus the JBL headphones around her neck. Alec was momentarily captivated by her tan, youthful body, primarily the swell of her healthy-sized ass. She had one of those room heaters plugged in, and the temperature felt like it was nearly a hundred degrees. There was also a large pentagram drawn along the hardwood floor in chalk, encompassing the bed. Candles stood alight at the five outer points.

		The succubus house-sitter flipped a page in an issue of People magazine. “These celebrity columns are dull,” she declared. “Do they not have sex? Or sacrifice animals to the spirits of the eternally damned?”

		“You might look up Kim Kardashian on the internet,” Alec suggested. “For the sex part.”

		Lucie tossed the magazine aside and looked back at Alec. Her feet swayed in the air behind her. “Yes?”

		“Mom told me to tell you that she wants the floors vacuumed this weekend.”

		“Okay.”

		“It doesn’t bother you?” Alec said, coming into the room and stepping over a candle. “Being like a maid that my parents order around?”

		Lucie smiled. “Everyone in Hell is born into servitude. I don’t mind doing dishes or scrubbing bathtubs. And my own bed and room is more than I ever got down there. It’s a generous trade. And I don’t have to listen to screaming sinners being skinned alive.”

		Alec shuddered. “Remind me not to commit any sins.”

		“Every human sins. The little sins don’t matter. Just avoid murdering and raping, and your afterlife hopes are pretty good.”

		He looked at the design on the floor. “What’s with the pentagram? Are you casting any spells?”

		“Pentagrams are communication relays for beings of the underworld. It’s like humans watching the news. I’m just keeping informed of current topics.”

		“How? In your mind?”

		She nodded.

		“Whoa. Freaky.”

		Alec stood there, twiddling his thumbs. Being in his natural form—having a dick—it was impossible to look at Lucie and resist the arousal. Naked as she was, she wouldn’t have looked out of place on a Miami beach. Although she’d probably want to invest in a bikini lest some people get upset.

		To further tease him, she rolled on her side and posed with her arm supporting her head.

		Not only a beach babe, Alec thought. She could be a porn star.

		She kept staring at his crotch. As a result, the front of Alec’s pants were feeling the stiffening influence her nude body was having.

		Then she curled a finger at him.

		Alec groaned. “I sucked him off two days ago. I really want to spend tonight without a dick in my mouth.”

		“Too bad,” she said. “But your manhood is safe for another day or two. What I want to do is teach you to be more comfortable.” She reached underneath the bed and pulled out a box, which Alec immediately identified as some form of sex toy. It had an image of a dildo on the front. But what she pulled out of the box not only included a dildo but a harness.

		It was a strap-on.

		“Uh.” Alec raised his hands to show reluctance. “Do we have to?”

		“I’m still learning about human orientations,” Lucie went on, organizing the paraphernalia of her recent acquisition. “Hell is different. There are orgies with a thousand people that last for days. It’s the one thing I miss up here in your realm. When I asked the human overseeing the sex toy shop about public orgies, she looked at me like I’m from a different planet.”

		“Like you said, humans detest nudity,” Alec said. “We would never have public orgies. Maybe in Europe, though. They get wild over there.”

		“There are no orientations. Everyone has sex with everyone.” She sat up and laid the strap-on dildo in her lap. “Now understanding your culture a little better, I know why you hesitate to put a penis in your mouth. It is in defiance of your orientation. You do not find penises attractive.”

		Alec shrugged. “I mean, yeah, pretty much.”

		“So, since I’ve put you in the position of having to put a penis in your mouth, I want to make you more comfortable. Is that okay?”

		Alec scratched his scalp while looking dreadfully at the pink, phallic object. “If it was possible to avoid giving a man a blowjob every time—”

		“That’s not how this works,” Lucie said with a smile. “I’m trying to help you. The trance I put on those humans was done to make it easier for you. This will also make it easier for you.”

		Alec went to the window and saw his mother outside, in the backyard, raking up leaves. God, imagine if she knew who Lucie really is and why she is really here, he thought, and he sighed heavily. “Fine,” he admitted. He shut the door, again carefully navigating around the perfectly drawn pentagram of chalk dust and candles, afraid that any disturbance to it might cause him to see her demonic form again.

		Lucie stood up and wrapped the harness around her waist, cursing in a foreign language—probably Latin again—from its difficulty. When it was secured and snug, she popped the dildo on. This all should’ve quickly deflated Alec’s hard-on, but his pants remained appreciably strained. As usual, he attributed all this to his high testosterone count. Even stick figures of women would’ve caused him to get a boner.

		She saw him treating the pentagram with extreme care and laughed. “Don’t worry about it. It’s chalk. Not sand of the Cerberus Abysslands, which is highly valued.”

		They were standing in front of the heater. Lucie covered in sweat looked like she had been standing near a waterfall. She was wet and glimmering. Conversely, Alec’s skin was starting to stick to his clothes, and he felt uncomfortable.

		“Here,” she said, helping him out of his shirt and pants. “Again, I don’t understand you humans. Creations are beautiful. To wear clothes is to be ashamed of who you are.”

		“I don’t think my mom and dad would tolerate me walking around naked,” Alec said, setting his clothes aside. Out in the open, his ten-inch cock seemed to be braver. It wasn’t fully erect, but it was still larger than what most men could achieve.

		Lucie placed her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down on his knees, where he found himself at eye level with her new toy. Other than its vibrant color, the phallus was designed with accuracy in mind. It was probably six or seven inches long, and it would’ve satisfied most people. Alec was thankful she hadn’t gone for something truly humongous.

		“It’s a privilege to accept one’s cock into your mouth, Alec,” Lucie explained. “Man or woman. Demon or human. Everyone is born wanting pleasure, and to accept hot semen into your throat is to drink from the fountain of creation. It is a taste of life.”

		She sure describes it more eloquently, Alec thought, failing to see the privilege of tasting hard, sweaty cocks. Maybe if he was a girl—or gay—he’d see it differently.

		“Now,” Lucie said. “Just relax.”

		He closed his eyes. Unwillingly, his meditative training surfaced in his mind, and he found himself counting the same way he did when he was trying to suppress his sexual urges. Ten, nine, eight, he thought. It’s just a penis. Like half the people on the planet have them, and people are always putting their mouths around them. It’s not gross for a girl, it’s not gross for me. He took a deep breath. Seven, six, five, and they’re kind of fun anyway. Rich starts throbbing a lot when he’s close. It’s neat to feel him getting more aroused.

		“Just a penis,” Lucie whispered.

		Four, three, two, one, it’s just a penis, like a lollipop, or a hot dog.

		Alec opened his eyes. He stared at Lucie’s rubbery version of the male instrument, and he was completely calm. He bent forward and accepted its girth into his mouth. It was clearly artificial; there was no warmth radiating from within, and it most certainly wasn’t throbbing or reacting in any way to the tight, wet sleeve he created with his lips and cheeks. But he quickly fell into the groove of the blowjob anyway, moving his head as he’d done on Rich now multiple times.

		“Remember to lick,” Lucie told him. “The shaft, the head. Everywhere is sensitive. You should know this. You know cocks, Alec. You have one. Unlike most people who suck cocks in your realm, you have this advantage.”

		Almost unconsciously, Alec began to jerk himself off. He was used to having the irresistible urge for sexual relief, but right now it didn’t embarrass him. Lucie knew about his high testosterone count; it was the sole reason she was here, masquerading as a college-aged house-sitter, and that made him so horny, that she, a succubus from the goddamn underworld, would do desperate things just to be in the presence of his huge cock.

		And ultimately she was the reason Alec got past his fears of betraying his sexual orientation. Having a cock in his mouth was a new and fantastic feeling, and a deeper part of his brain was lighting up because of what he was doing. He worked his mouth sensually and rhythmically, leaving no millimeter uncovered with drool. He rotated his head and swirled his tongue, imagining that the cock was real and his partner was experiencing the most insane pleasure right now.

		Then Lucie was moaning.

		She had claimed it was just practice, but the two of them inevitably found themselves on her mattress, Alec on the bottom in the sixty-nine position. It became more difficult to suck when her hips started gyrating and humping his face—mostly he just focused on making his mouth pliable and loose for the strap-on dildo that repeatedly thrust into his throat. But it was the same on the other end. Alec’s need was churning intensely, and his hips were bucking off the bed with how restless he was in needing to shoot his seed down Lucie’s throat.

		In the moment, he completely forgot the repercussions.

		His orgasm overtook him, and she sucked every drop right out of his balls, his normal spurts merging into a long, continuous ejaculation that seemed to drain the cum out from the farthest ends of his body, as if he had cum stored in his ears and toes.

		He realized his mistake when he squealed in pleasure and a girl’s voice came out.

		Panting and sweating, Lucie rolled off, her tongue gathering the drops of his cum off her lips. “Sorry,” she said with an apologetic smile. “Your cock just tasted really good.”

		Alec gazed down at his heaving chest, where tits had once again sprouted. “Guess I need to send another few eggplant emojis to Rich,” he said.
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		Alec stomped his foot in anger. No, no, no! he thought, pounding the front porch repeatedly until his ankle started to hurt. The most recent text on his phone explained it all: Rich had been unexpectedly and prematurely put back on the team, and their away game this afternoon was two hours away. The bus was already en route, meaning Alec’s way of turning back to normal was doing about sixty-five on the interstate and getting farther and farther away.

		“Fuck,” he sighed.

		A month had passed since Lucie had been hired on as a house-sitter, meaning tonight was another family meal. Alec knew he couldn’t just cancel and not show up unless he had an insanely good reason—such as an untimely meteor totaling his car. From the beginning, he’d known that Lucie’s sexual, parasitic relationship with him wouldn’t last without something going awry.

		And here it was.

		But he had no choice other than to dig his phone out of his pocket and call her. Thankfully his family still had a landline.

		She answered after a few rings. “Hello, this is the Thompson residence.”

		“Lucie, it’s me.”

		“Oh, hi, Alec. Is something the matter? I thought I’d be hearing a bashful, male voice right about now.”

		“No it’s—” I’m not bashful, he thought. He shook his head. “There’s a problem. I’m at Rich’s house. You know, my alleged boyfriend. But he has a football game. He was supposed to be sidelined with an injury, but they wanted him to play. I…I don’t have a way of turning back, and the family and I are going out to eat tonight. You gotta do something.”

		“I understand,” she said. “I don’t want you to get caught either. Right now, you’re my favorite human in this realm, and your mom and dad are the sweetest people.”

		“Well, thanks.” It was weird to hear that coming from a succubus, but Alec felt proud all the same.

		“Where is this house?”

		He gave her the address.

		“Can you recommend a mode of transportation?” she asked.

		“Try an Uber,” he said.

		Fifteen minutes later, a sedan pulled to the curb and dropped off a backseat passenger. It came as no surprise to Alec that his family’s house-sitter was scantily clad on this warm day, wearing quite possibly the tightest and skimpiest denim shorts he’d ever seen on a woman in real life. The rest of her ensemble consisted of a tube top and sandals.

		The car drove away.

		Alec didn’t ask how she’d paid for the ride. Probably some more hellish magic.

		“Please tell me you have a way of turning me back to normal,” Alec said, almost pleading.

		“I might,” she said, taking his hand. Her black fingernails were extra long and sharp lately, nearly cutting his skin from a simple, gentle gesture. “Is this where the boy lives?”

		“Yeah. He has a bedroom upstairs.”

		Lucie strutted past him and mounted the step leading toward the front door. Alec hung back and observed her wrapping her hand around the doorknob. Within a few seconds, the bronze was beginning to smoke and hiss. Then, with the knob half melted and faintly glowing orange, she turned it and opened the door.

		“That’s considered breaking and entering,” Alec warned her.

		She looked back at him. “You need your penis back. Your consideration for human laws should be of lesser importance right now.”

		Alec supposed she was right and followed her inside.

		He led the way to Rich’s bedroom. It was completely cliché: posters of half-naked women on the walls, football trophies, a messy bed, and a general reek of sweat. At first, Lucie seemed to walk aimlessly around the room, inspecting the football player’s possessions. She plucked at the bedsheets like she was looking for evidence at a crime scene, careful to minimally disturb where a murder had taken place. Then she was rooting through his hamper, tossing underwear and socks every which way like a dog digging a hole.

		Alec didn’t say anything. She evidently knew what she was doing, being a magic-wielding demoness and all. He watched her hoist a jockstrap and sniff it. She laid the jockstrap on the bed. Next she went into the adjacent bathroom and hovered her face right over the toilet. She plucked off what looked to be a pubic hair.

		All right, that’s a little bizarre, but whatever, Alec thought.

		“It brings me joy to be in a place like this,” she said, returning from the bathroom.

		“What? In here? It smells like the boys’ locker room in high school.”

		“Precisely. There are traces of cum everywhere. It’s delightful.”

		Alec just shrugged.

		After a few minutes, Lucie had assembled the ingredients for whatever she had planned. Those included: the jockstrap, the pubic hair, a used condom found in the trash, and an electric body hair trimmer.

		Rich DOES keep his hair down there short, Alec remembered.

		“Now,” Lucie said, “I need you to step out into the hallway.”

		“Why? What are you going to do?” Alec asked.

		“Just trust me, Alec. We’re going to get your penis back.”

		Alec nodded. He was still uneasy about this succubus in his life, but she had never tricked or betrayed him once. So, he stepped out into the hallway and closed the door.

		For a few minutes he heard nothing. Then it sounded like Lucie was chanting, her voice starting small and rising louder and louder with every repetition of some Latin incantation. The door began to rattle. Alec backed away as light started to shine underneath it. The shaking got so violent that, for a moment, it felt like the house was enduring an earthquake. Pictures fell off their nails. He worried Lucie was going to cause irreparable damage.

		Finally the shaking ceased. Everything was quiet.

		“Lucie?” he hollered. When he received no answer, he twisted the knob and opened the door.

		The succubus hadn’t gone anywhere, but she had shed her human disguise. The Lucie standing in Rich’s bedroom was at least six feet tall, red from head to toe, horned, and standing on feet with talons that had ripped up the carpet. A long tail flicked out from behind her. Her eyes were pits of luminous yellow, and when she smiled the back of her throat and the gaps in her teeth glowed the same color.

		Alec also noticed that Lucie had a sizable cock and balls. Both red, of course.

		“I have transferred his cum to me,” Lucie said, supplementing this announcement with a light stroke of her new, half-erect member. “Now you may feed.”

		“Do you have to be in that form, though?” he said.

		“Appearing human takes concentration. So does the convergence of his male virility into my body. I cannot do both at the same time, Alec. I’m sorry.”

		Alec sighed and nodded. He tried to shut the door behind him, but all the shaking had knocked it out of alignment. It wouldn’t fit into the frame anymore.

		As she was now, Lucie seemed to radiate a sweltering amount of heat. Alec was already sweating as he stripped out of his clothes. Her true form didn’t scare him all that much; beneath the red skin and horns and tail, she was still shaped like a woman and not a monster. And he knew she wouldn’t hurt him. She depended on him.

		“The power of creation resides inside me now,” she said, her hand moving faster upon her cock—which had reached full erection. “I know what the need feels like.” She rolled her head back and moaned. “I want my seed to be a rain that impregnates a thousand wombs and spreads life across the wastelands of Hell.”

		“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” Alec said. “But you do look pretty good with that cock.”

		Her dark lips spread into a smile. “I better, dammit.”

		He knelt in front of her. If there was a single word to describe Lucie’s new feature, it was meaty. And it kind of resembled Rich’s, if not for its deeply red hue. She had the same scent as him too: that musky, sweaty, male aroma surrounding her firmly hard member. Slightly nervous for the first time in a long while, Alec grabbed Lucie’s legs and brought his face to greet this red rod. He caressed the swollen glans with his lips, letting only a centimeter or two enter his mouth, enough for his tongue to tickle the very tip.

		Lucie trembled. “Oh my,” she said.

		Alec pushed forward, taking the head of her engorged cock fully into his mouth and sucking on it. He had lots of practice now with Rich, and the method of orally pleasing a guy’s manhood was coming to him easier and nearly automatically. The secret was he was always doing something: sucking, licking, pursing his lips, or just rolling his head around. There were so many nerve endings in a cock, and it required a variety of techniques to get the most out of them.

		All this had Lucie grunting.

		Her hands came down and clenched the back of his head, her fingernails scratching his scalp. Meanwhile, if the flick rate of her tail was any indication of her excitement, she was enjoying this greatly. It whipped around and slapped his face multiple times.

		“Mm,” Alec moaned, tasting that first drop of her pre-cum. Her balls looked so heavy and full. He massaged them with one hand and fingered himself with the other.

		“The seed of millions cry out in pleasure from your tight mouth, human,” Lucie moaned. “I will bathe your insides with the nectar of creation, but…” She squeezed his head tighter and shuddered. “This human’s influence is affecting me. I want to fuck your pussy, Alec.”

		“Hm?” Alec said, mouth still full. He looked up and saw those yellow eyes staring down at him.

		“I need more than your mouth. I need to breach your womb with this divine spear.”

		He would’ve thought her demands were slightly cheesy if not for the sexy rasp her voice was making. He had never heard her voice so low, so urgent. All it did was make his nipples harder and his pussy wetter.

		I’ve never been fucked, he thought, but he missed any opportunity to raise this concern as Lucie lifted him right off the floor and placed him on the bed. With her being so much bigger and stronger than his female form, he felt like a doll in her hands. And when she pushed him back, he didn’t resist. His legs were open, and she was right there, cock practically aiming at its biological counterpart. After the past month of this on-and-off womanhood, Alec truly felt empty—or he was aware enough of what was about to happen to notice this emptiness, itching at the darkest recess of his loins, both physically and mentally.

		He felt surprisingly blissful and patient, a sharp contrast to the usual effects of his high testosterone count that always required meditation.

		Between them, Lucie was trembling more. Her claws ran up and down his pale, hourglass frame. “I’m sorry again,” she said, with her sexual trance apparently broken a bit. “This part is for my own pleasure. We do not have to do it.”

		“It’s all right,” Alec said. “I’ve never really sat here and thought about feeling everything that a girl feels, but I kind of want to.”

		Lucie smiled devilishly. “Your pussy smells of royal blood.”

		More cheesy words out of her mouth, but it made Alec’s nipples ache tremendously. He pinched them and moaned, regretting that he hardly ever played with his nipples—usually he was just focused on turning back to normal.

		With men like Rich, sure.

		With Lucie, he kind of wanted to revel in the moment.

		Lucie grabbed his hips. She was extremely hot, baking him with waves of heat. Her cock pressed against his eager snatch. There were no words now, just moans. She moaned as she entered him; he moaned as he felt his pussy stretch open, accepting a girth far greater than any fingers and proving how elastic and sensitive it was. The sensation of her cock sliding against his damp inner walls brought goosebumps. He shivered nonstop.

		Oh, that’s…that’s something, he thought, hypnotically.

		That overwhelming feeling of penetration was unmatched by anything in Alec’s sexual history, and he continued to rest there, still and submissive, his mind absorbing all the details of Lucie’s large, erect cock entering his body. Then she withdrew it, and the movement of tightness and pressure in his groin caused him to suck in air and his teeth to chatter.

		He instantly wished for the fullness to return. It was granted.

		“Behold our ritual of creation,” Lucie declared. “Mm. Humans have such tight mouths and tight holes, they’re so—mm—perfect.”

		Alec threw his arms back. Lucie’s politeness quickly gave way to her inner, demonic lust, and the jock’s bed began to squeak and rattle from her increasingly forceful pelvic thrusts. Alec’s mind was so sure that her erection vigorously spearing him should’ve been painful, but his pussy seemed designed for such an assault. The more aroused he became, the more he focused on the fullness aspect. He moaned—and then squealed—to being fucked hard, tweaking his nipples and squeezing his bouncing titties.

		Forget sucking cock, he thought. I could’ve been doing THIS the whole time!

		After his skull had been thoroughly rattled, he switched to being on top of Lucie. He stared into her glowing, yellow eyes while she rammed her fat cock into him again and again, holding him steady for her powerful and tireless upward thrusts.

		“Drool for me, human,” she commanded.

		Alec did so. His succubus partner opened her mouth for his saliva, and she swallowed it as it dribbled off his lips. Simultaneously, something poked against his ass. He glanced back, saw a length of tail curving around, and knew what was now beginning to slip into his anus.

		“If you desire this to stop, tell me,” Lucie said.

		Alec shook his head. “No, keep fucking me,” he panted. “Anywhere. Everywhere.”

		He loved how she seemed to get hotter the longer they went, her lust literally burning through her body and consequently warming him up too. When the orgasms started, he was completely helpless. On their sides, Alec enjoyed at least three of them—if the bone-tingling, skin-chilling, hot, tingly, explosions in his loins were orgasms, which he was pretty sure they were. Lucie grabbed him by the hair. He became less of a partner and more her toy, rammed by her cock and abused by the impacts of her ceaseless thrusts.

		And yet, when it was time for the goal of all this, he almost didn’t want it to end.

		They switched around. With his face almost trapped in a headlock, her cock in his throat, and her balls against his chin, she unleashed her load. It was like swallowing fire, but he drank it up like a thirsty man, his neck bulging repeatedly as he worked to get it down his esophagus before any risk of choking. And he still almost did. There seemed to be a gallon of it; some came spewing out of his nose. He watched her balls tighten; he tasted another salty reward, gushing through her long, hard rod like a semen geyser.

		There was so much cum that Alec changed back to a man even before Lucie was finished. And even then, her cock was so deeply buried in his mouth—from her strong embrace—that he couldn’t pull off it until she had deflated somewhat.

		He felt lips around his cock.

		“Hey, wait a second…” Alec started, looking down and seeing the red face latched to his crotch, a hard shaft disappearing and reappearing with more and more drool. “You’re just gonna…change me….oh fuck.”

		He couldn’t last as long as a man. Within three minutes, he returned the favor. His body bucked against his partner from having his balls drained. Tits swelled, hair flopped down his face, and a recent-and-not-forgotten emptiness replaced the hardness in his groin.

		All Alec could do was suck off Lucie again. Fortunately, there was more of his cure to gulp down.

		Throughout the afternoon, he changed forms several times. When neither of them could endure more orgasms, Lucie hugged him and planted kisses all over his tired, sweaty, sticky face.

		“I love you, Alec,” she cooed. “Your cum is so tasty. And there is so much. I am a lucky, lucky succubus. I just might never leave you.”

		“You know,” Alec said hoarsely, all the muscles in his groin aching and his jaw hurting, “I’m actually starting to like you too.”

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Alec finished brushing his teeth and came out into the living room. It was Sunday: grocery day for his mother and a meeting with a personal trainer for his father. The TV was on, and there was a muted news clip playing about some kind of earthquake toward the southern part of the city, a few blocks away from campus. Only a few houses seemed to have suffered any damage.

		According to Rich, the damage was going to cost his parents a fortune, but luckily the insurance company had changed their minds recently—after being so adamant about them not having earthquake protection.

		Alec poured himself a glass of orange juice and went to sit down.

		Before he could do so, a middle-aged woman suddenly rushed into the room. She was half-dressed in a man’s button-up shirt and looked completely terrified. When she spotted Alec, she froze. There was something familiar about her appearance—even in the wide-eyed expression that was stuck on her face.

		“Uh,” Alec said, carefully putting his orange juice down. “Can I help you?”

		“Son,” the woman uttered.

		Alec squinted. She obviously wasn’t his mother. And this woman had green eyes like his father did.

		Oh my God.

		A door closed somewhere.

		“Son, get out,” the woman urged. “Run! Don’t let her see you! She’s some kind of demon!” And she took off running toward the garage and disappeared.

		Alec turned and saw Lucie, who had her headphones on and was carrying a cleaning caddy with an assortment of household chemicals.

		He yanked her headphones off. “I thought it was just me,” he said angrily. “You made it sound like I was special, and I had plenty to feed you with.”

		Her eyebrow arched. “What are you talking about?”

		“My dad.”

		“What about him?” She genuinely appeared confused.

		“Wait,” Alec said. “You don’t know?”

		“Of course not,” she said, placing a hand on his shoulder. “I’ve been cleaning upstairs. Alec, what happened to your father? Is he okay?”

		Right then, the latest twist in this puzzle appeared. She was a young woman, blonde, dressed in leggings and a sports bra and smiling sinisterly. Alec knew that smile. And he had briefly seen this woman last week as Dad’s new personal trainer.

		“Hello, Lucie,” the woman said.

		“A thousand fires of damnation,” Lucie said. “I haven’t seen you in a long time, Lucie.”

		Alec was stunned as the two women embraced and seemed happy to see each other. Wait, they’re BOTH named Lucie? he thought. Which meant that the second Lucie was…also…

		Oh no.

		Oh no.

		“This house is a cum oasis,” the new Lucie said. “These generations of humans are blessed and worthy to feed us. I couldn’t let you have all the fun.”

		“Definitely,” the original Lucie said. “I’ve found everything I need until the next apocalypse.”

		“Wait, wait, wait,” Alec interrupted. “There can’t be two succubuses living here. And why do you have the same name?”

		“We are spawn of Lucifer,” house-sitter Lucie said. “Lots of us take the name Lucie. We are his blood, and we crave the eternal bath of his semen.”

		Alec slapped his forehead. He could barely handle one succubus. And already these two were chatting like they were friends—or siblings might be more accurate.

		The new Lucie had to depart and find Alec’s father, and Alec imagined some explanations were about to happen, involving what Dad needed to do to return to normal. In the middle of cringing over how weird and messed up his life had become recently, house-sitter Lucie walked over to him.

		“I can tell you are upset,” she said. “But it’ll be all right. We don’t mean harm.”

		“But my dad too? Really?”

		“Your gift runs in the family.”

		Alec sighed. At least he couldn’t say his life was boring.

		“Come on,” Lucie said, grabbing him by the shirt. “Cleaning this house gives me quite a thirst.” And she pulled him into his bedroom.

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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