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    Elyst finally managed to score a date with one of Queen Ajana’s hottest bodyguards, a towering, ruby-red demoness named Laurac. She’s eager to give the ripped giantess a lengthy and detailed massage when an unexpected force yanks her rudely away. 
 
      
 
    Lady Fia the Rose Witch hardly cares about inconveniencing demons. She heard about Elyst’s situation and intends to benefit from it. She summons Elyst in a binding circle and demands her protection from nature’s fury. 
 
      
 
    Although Fia displays more thorn than flower, Elyst finds something to admire in her self-assured style. Fia’s succubus Amie seems happy to obey and indulge in the opulence of her mistress, so Elyst decides to give it a try. 
 
      
 
    Having escaped their prickly situation, Fia and Amie more than make it up to Elyst. Fia shows that her way is both strikingly firm and soothingly soft, and getting bound by her can be quite a lot of fun. 
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    After doing plenty of errands and touching up on her sorcery, Elyst found herself getting well acquainted with Ajana’s court. It was the queen’s attention that she was craving, but when one of her towering demon bodyguards took an interest, Elyst found the distraction a happy one. She drank in the sight of her client laid on quite a large massage bed. Laurac was over ten feet tall and her ruby-hued flesh was chiseled with muscle. 
 
    “Is this how you will climb the ranks?” Laurac asked playfully in a gruff tone. “Not that I protest. It may have been a few decades since my last proper massage,” she said. The powerful demon had an undercut and dark, curly hair on top, and her muscles tensed up before Elyst’s eyes, each contracting beautifully. “Or any personal care, for that matter,” she remarked. 
 
    Elyst grinned brightly at her and gnawed her teeth, drinking in Laurac’s appearance. Demons seemed to grow all the more grand and formidable through the ages, making Elyst look like a mere imp by comparison. She didn’t mind the teasing or any belittling that Laurac may do. “Seems a shame! A sin, even. You are nearly as worthy of it as our queen,” Elyst remarked. “Though she seems to get all the personal care she could care for.” 
 
    Laurac hummed a note of agreement. “You are a sweet little devil. Believe me, I would keep you myself if our queen didn’t hold an interest.” Laurac seemed sure of that assumption, and it made Elyst blush to think they may have discussed it. 
 
    “Well that’s part of the joy of this cult I find myself in. I get to please you both,” Elyst said happily, and she set her hands on the broad muscular span of Laurac’s shoulders. Her skin was as hot as a stone plucked from the fire but Elyst could not be harmed by it. Still, it required her demonic might just to properly rub and soothe those dense packs of muscle. “Perhaps after she hears of this she will be jealous.” 
 
    Laurac laughed at her heartily but then growled a low, satisfied noise and contented herself to relax and let Elyst do her work. Her touch was soft, though she managed to give enough pressure to soothe that long-ignored tension deep under Laurac’s skin. She was fond of Elyst and her doting manner. New demons and succubi were often drawn to her brawn but for reasons relating to their need for force and roughness. It was pleasant to have this kinder, less manic touch. 
 
    Elyst splayed her hands out on the heated surface of Laurac’s back and worked down on either side of her spine, moving her palms in circles. There was so much body to attend to; she had her work set out for her. It was easy to get into the zone as she gazed at those strongly formed curves of red and could hear the deep howl of Laurac’s steady breathing. At some places on her body, there was a hardness brought on by the inferno, like the small razor-sharp spikes that aimed orderly down the back of Laurac’s bicep, which Elyst had to avoid. 
 
    Suddenly she had a very strange feeling. It was almost as though a hand had taken hold of her heart and was gently squeezing it, though this was no feeling of love. She let out a small gasp and rested her palm on Laurac’s body. “There is an unpleasant tug in my chest,” she said under her breath. Laurac immediately rolled over and sat upright. She took Elyst by the arm to consider her and frowned. 
 
    “What? How can this be? You are being summoned to the mortal realm,” Laurac observed grimly. 
 
    Elyst blinked in confusion and felt a bit of panic in her core. Was she to be whisked away from her Queen suddenly, with no warning? “How? No warlock should know my demon name!” She said with a voice of protest. The pull within seemed to want her to relax and drift off. There was a current of energy about her growing stronger by the moment. 
 
    “I do not know. But judging by the magic it is someone from your past, for they have summoned you by means of a piece of you. Hair, likely.” Laurac held Elyst’s shoulders to soothe her. “We will seek to find you straight away, have no fear.” 
 
    It was no easy thing to go into that dark to who knows where. Some humans were cruel to demons, though it was not at all common to be summoned after being transformed into one. She showed dread on her face, and Laurac suddenly displayed her own fiery wrath with the ignition of her power. The bed caught aflame under her and steam flowed from her hair. “Elyst!” she called as the succubus disappeared in a puff of smoke. 
 
      
 
    It was the first time Elyst had been yanked across the cosmos against her will. Such was the curse of harboring the inferno within: warlocks could tamper with that power directly and even enslave a demon’s flesh through it. She passed through a beautiful and terrifying vortex of energy and into the chaotic nebulas of the void until she felt her aura moving into the mortal plane once again and to a familiar land. She sensed she was in the woodland south of the city of Sofesgarde, ruled over by elves and men. When her body coalesced into something solid again, she stood in a dim wine cellar. She was not alone but found herself contained in a glowing circle of power with a witch and another succubus staring at her from beyond its rim. 
 
    “Who dares!” Elyst yelled out with no hint of irony. Unlike her mistress Seren she was not practiced at demonic introductions. The witch stepped out from behind her podium but moved with care and did not come very close. Elyst recognized her at once. “Lady Fia?” she said with confusion. 
 
    Fia was tall and pale and had total self-assurance. Long before Elyst had become a succubus, she had been somewhat spiteful of the witch, who was known for her advocation of forbidden and dangerous magic. It was strange to see her now, though it was beginning to make sense why she might conduct this summoning. There was a pounding above that caused the cellar to tremble and sent wisps of dirt tumbling down around them. Elyst looked beyond Fia and saw the cellar door rattle, battered but held firm by some spell. 
 
    “So it is true. Elyst has become a succubus and disappeared into the underworld. We mortals have need of you up here, you know,” Fia remarked. She wore a dark cape and tall hat, as well as black lace thigh-highs and a caster’s leotard. “I presume you can still wield fire.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Elyst said and spat a molten loogie into the invisible barrier that separated them. “Do you know you just took me from a most enjoyable date?” 
 
    Fia seemed actually a little regretful. “That was not my intention. Nor do I mean to profit from your new condition in vain.” She gestured behind herself as the door shook from the apparent collision of a boulder. “As you can see, I am in a predicament. Should you prove useful, I will make it all up to you,” Fia said with dismissive certainty. 
 
    Despite Fia’s aloof manner, Elyst found her anger dwindling. She had been afraid of the unknown, but the prospect of handling a brief task, even if for an old rival, was not too foreboding to her. She looked at the other succubus in Fia’s presence and was going to insult her, but was halted by what a cute and pleasant look she had. 
 
    “This is Amie. She can testify that I am not a cruel or unfair mistress.” 
 
    Elyst huffed. “Well, what have you gotten yourself into? Let me out of this and I’ll see if the matter can be quickly put to rest,” Elyst said. There was an oppressive feeling to being inside of the summoning circle and it reminded Elyst of the shackles that had once bound her. 
 
    “A forest spirit, or a dryad, perhaps. She took offense to my gathering of herbs and flowers,” Fia said. In truth, the spirit had been enraged by the witch sending a small horde of demon imps far into the fae-controlled depths of the forest, where they had pillaged every rare plant or mushroom in sight. “She has sent an ent after me. Already it has torn up my rose garden,” Fia said with despair. 
 
    Elyst looked at the two of them and grumbled under her breath. “I will need some sort of distraction.” 
 
    “I can do that!” Fia’s succubus chimed in then, stepping toward Elyst and almost colliding with the barrier. “It’s just Old Creaky out there but woah, he took a wallop, we’re just about out of juice altogether,” she explained. “But I have enough power left to get you through the door.” 
 
    “I’ll see it done, then,” Elyst said coolly. She already had a plan for getting the ent off their backs. 
 
    Moments later, the cellar door burst from within, and fire and smoke erupted out. Elyst rushed into the night through the Ent’s legs, while the other two remained harbored in the cellar. He was too big to get to them, but tried all the same, kneeling and chucking a fistful of rocks and dirt at them as best as he could. Elyst saw that he had a long mossy beard and a twisted face of wood. Ugly though he was, Elyst would do him no harm. Instead of calling upon her dangerous fire magic, she focused and attempted to use a spell she had gotten from the divinist Kyra. 
 
    As though sensing the incantation, the ent turned toward Elyst and snarled at her fiercely. The wood of his body rattled and creaked as he stood up, and he could have bounded over to her in just a few great steps. With a few more gestures, she conjured two spheres of golden light and flicked them toward the ent’s eyes. There they latched, unseen by him, but presenting a false vision. 
 
    A tree high up on a nearby hill had served as the perfect target for her illusion. Its outline was clear against a bright full moon and its branches waved in the wind. Elyst made it appear like a beautiful and feminine ent, willowy and as gracefully tempting as a tree can be. The true Ent was at once halted in his attack and looked beyond Elyst toward that mysterious and graceful log dancing up on the hill. 
 
    “Woooghhh,” he moaned and at once abandoned his effort. He tugged on his beard and shook a squirrel from his neck before beginning to march up the hill. 
 
    Lady Fia and Amie were able to leave the cellar, stepping delicately over the rubble that half-buried its entrance. Elyst stood with her hands behind her back and admired the sight up on the hill. The ent now danced and swayed with the inanimate tree and sang out loud and happy groans that echoed over the valley. 
 
    “Very well, Elyst. I think you are due some praise. I presumed you a more brutish, spell-flinging sort of sorcerer in your day,” Fia remarked. She came beside Elyst and set a hand on her shoulder. Elyst did not recoil but rather grinned toward her pleasantly. 
 
    “Aye, well hellfire has helped my wit, as much as anything,” she said. 
 
    “Come,” Fia decided at once and started to walk back toward her estate. “I know you are eager to be back, but I insist. It was improper to demand this favor and I must make it right.” 
 
    Elyst hesitated. “They will be looking for me. You might have guests,” she warned. She knew she really should insist on going back, but she was now interested in continuing to make a strong impression. Amie had an expression full of awe as she ran up behind Elyst and practically hugged her, before hurrying her along behind the Rose Witch. “That’s some trick!” she said, her voice full of admiration. Elyst’s long draconic tail swished once behind herself and she smiled, hurrying toward the house. 
 
    “I’m still new at it,” Elyst said to Amie. “Maybe we can learn something from one another,” she suggested pleasantly. 
 
      
 
    The mansion of the Rose Witch had a reputation among magi. Just as with its owner it was of a dark and alluring fashion, giving uncertain invitation like a flower with a thorn. Amie lit up a candle and guided Elyst in as swiftly as she could, for her mistress had gone up to her bedroom with haste and did not trouble herself with being a hostess. They found her in the study just outside of her room, at ease in a dark mahogany chair with red velvet cushions. Here the hearth was already ablaze and they finally had good light. 
 
    “Well, Elyst. I would be displeased if this visit was altogether unpleasant for you,” Fia said. Her fingers played idly at some herbs and rose petals on her desk. “You are a fair bit more impressive than I imagined.” She looked between Elyst and Amie and seemed to compare them. “The mark of fire is more clear in you.” 
 
    “That is because I felt it! And recently too. Amie, how did you… originate?” 
 
    Amie gave her a bright, closed-eyed grin. “I was born a demon three centuries past!” she answered cheerfully. 
 
    “You both have equal apparent youth and wear the signs of corruption well and differently,” Fia said, intending to compliment. If Amie’s platinum white hair had been red she would have looked quite like Elyst in the face and the shape of her body, which was pleasantly voluptuous. But Elyst had alterations that seemed draconic, scales and carapace plates about her elbows and down her spine, and of course a thick and heavy tail. Fia was much taller than them both and retained a poise of authority as she sat. 
 
    “And you two are quite a match. I enjoy the aesthetic,” Elyst remarked playfully, seeing how Amie’s red horns matched Fia’s embroidered roses. “I take it Amie is not here against her will.” Elyst checked and noted that she could not feel the bindings on her own person anymore, either. 
 
    “We are partners. Though, make no mistake, I am the mistress of this house,” Fia stated. She pointed downward and Amie went to her knees at once and crawled before Fia’s seat with the unabashed servile nature of a dog. Elyst knew at once that such an arrangement would have been mocked by her cult, though she was beholden to the appeal and could only smirk and feel a vague ping of envy. Fia was not a bad mistress to have, after all, and in many ways emulated Elyst’s own queen. Fia gave her feet to Amie who took off the black high-heels and began to massage them. 
 
    Elyst felt some warmth in her chest and stepped closer to Amie. She saw that the witch had rolled up some herbs into a joint with a rose petal as its wrapping. Elyst extended her finger and lit it with a spark of fire. Fia continued to study her appearance as she breathed the smoke. “I do admire you,” Elyst decided and said after a moment. “You have a way about you that I didn’t understand before.” 
 
    Fia considered her words quietly and exhaled a long plume of smoke that caught the moonlight and filled the room with a haze. “It is pleasant making your acquaintance again. I hope you can forgive me. As she uncrossed her legs she leaned back against one armrest and seemed to invite Elyst to come into her space. “I heard of your visit to the Pools of Purity, and how they failed to undo the affliction. But it is no curse to you now, is it?” she asked, her voice warmer than it had been before. 
 
    Elyst smiled at her brightly and sniffed at the air. “No. It has been wonderful yet, thanks to my Queen and those who have shown me the way. I believe a demon can get by alright,” she said with a small shrug. “Though I had best hope others don’t take to summoning me. You will try to keep the thing under wraps, won’t you?” she asked. 
 
    “Why should I share you with other warlocks?” Fia asked with a smug chuckle. Elyst couldn’t help but enjoy her. Once she would have recoiled from the self-sure, unapologetic, and demanding manner Fia held. But as a succubus, she saw no reason for false humility or undue, gentle courtesy in all things. Elyst plucked the smoke from her lips. 
 
    “That’s good. Keep me to yourself. I may even do you another favor, though some heads-up would be nice,” Elyst said. She had a puff and suddenly dropped onto Fia’s lap, reclining right across her body and the chair’s armrests. Fia made only a small noise but it seemed to be one of consideration and approval. Her hand had hovered in the air after being robbed but now moved down with slow deliberation until Fia’s fingertips touched Elyst’s thigh. 
 
    As they were quiet for a moment, Elyst considered Amie. Such a good and diligent servant she was that she happily hummed and gave relief to Fia’s delicate soles and toes. She didn’t seem to notice Elyst’s stare until after a moment. “But sharing can be fun,” Elyst remarked transparently, and she gave the smoke back to Fia. “You two must share a lot, after all,” she said. 
 
    Amie looked up at Elyst and then to Fia, who took her time in answering. Slowly her fingers splayed against Elyst’s thigh and she let the intense warmth seep into her hand. “And should we share you now? Like a fire to huddle about in the lonely dark of night,” Fia said, a reserved smile appearing briefly on her face. Amie’s excitement at the prospect was obvious but she refused to tip the scales, except by looking between them with rapid, hopeful glances. “You are due the reward. So too am I tempted.” Elyst also didn’t answer but allowed Fia to work it out for herself. She did move in near to gently put her lips to Fia’s jawline and share more of her warmth with her. To Elyst, Fia’s skin felt cool, and her pale white glow invoked the moon. “You’ll have no more complaints, leaving here,” Fia decided simply and with an assured smirk. 
 
    “I like a promise like that,” Elyst said with a grin. She had nestled herself into Fia’s lap and now touched the silk of her leotard near the breast, desiring to peel it away. Elyst recognized the feeling of something in Fia’s lap that surprised her and immediately added to her excitement. She had to wiggle her thighs and hips a little to be sure, but soon enough could feel the witch growing firmer beneath her. Imagining her pale white cock making a bulge in her dark leotard gave Elyst the shivers. Her mind rushed with what all they might indulge in together. 
 
    “I do somewhat regret relinquishing my binding power,” Fia said, seemingly in jest though quite straight-faced. “It would have been fun to give you some commands,” she said, purring about the idea. 
 
    “Command me anyway,” Elyst offered with a grin. “I’ll have a taste of being your succubus,” she said and looked down at Amie with a smirk. Though succubi were traditionally jealous, Amie clearly had none of it in her then. Her eyes were on Elyst with excitement. She was so eager to try out this new toy that Elyst wondered if Fia hid a similar fervor, for she thought it likely common that they set upon someone together.
“Get down there with Amie. Let us have you… on equal footing,” Fia said. Immediately her words seemed to suggest a type of contest. Elyst slid from her lap and knelt down at her feet like Amie and like a good, submissive succubus. It was a pleasant position to be in and appealed to her nature, though she would not give herself entirely to anyone but her queen. Amie had ceased her massage and looked at Elyst with a bright grin, her ruby-red eyes seeming just a bit wild. 
 
    “This is selfish of me,” Fia mused quietly. Her fingertips slid down her leotard to where her semi-erect dick was bulging, struggling to escape it. “But it is how we shall begin. Show me how adept you are at pleasure. Amie takes great pride in her work at this,” Fia said and parted the dark silk to reveal her sizable, squishy cock. It bobbed up eagerly between the succubi’s grinning faces. Amie and Elyst leaned in close as though they would butt heads. 
 
    “Yes,” Elyst said and chomped her teeth. “Sounds fun and looks tasty~ I’ll let her go first. I’m a guest, after all,” Elyst said with a wide grin. Suddenly she turned and gave Amie a smooch on the cheek. The three of them were to engage in untethered and lustful action, but Elyst wanted Amie to know that she was appreciated, not judged. 
 
    Amie barely waited for Fia’s explicit permission. She hesitated with her mouth pulled open wide just before the tip of the witch’s dick, before staring up at her with needful eyes. Fia gave a nod and Amie immediately filled her mouth, humming a sated noise like she had chomped into a sweet bun. Even a little soft, Fia’s cock filled Amie’s mouth tight and made her cheeks puff. Amie turned her eyes sidelong to Elyst as she gurgled a sound of pleasure, and Elyst could see her tongue rolling around under those stretched cheeks as she slurped Fia clean. It got the witch erect quickly, and her cock seemed as though it was sliding out from Amie’s mouth as it grew, though really it was pushing deeper. 
 
    Elyst put her elbow on the seat and rested her chin on her hand. She watched with great interest as Amie showed off all the techniques she had learned to love her mistress with. They had a great familiarity with each other, that was clear, but Amie had not grown powerless with time. The thin veneer of unfeeling Fia wore was rather quickly melted away; her lunar-pale face pinked, and her stoic features twisted with pleasure. As she reached her full size, Amie began to struggle. She gagged around the cock swelling in her throat and pulled her back, breathing through her nose. Whether it was natural or by magic, Fia was quite huge, though Amie clearly had a fascination with the unconquerable. Elyst could only watch her struggle and gnaw on the cock for so long before she felt compelled to reach out and take hold of it. 
 
    “Such warm hands,” Fia said under her breath. Her cock tensed up to its fullest and was pleasant to squeeze. Elyst moved her hand and jerked it off a little, aiding Amie’s efforts and ensuring the whole length got attention. Soon, she could hold off no longer and tugged the cock free of Amie’s lips. 
 
    Turning it upright, Elyst admired the white tower and its bulbous tip, as large as an apple. She continued to stroke it as Amie was gasping and then licking her lips. Beneath its base, Fia’s balls looked plump and formed together quite a little cushion, and Elyst considered stuffing her face down there. Amie moved first, however, and began at once to kiss and lick Fia’s creamy nuts, groaning notes of blissful worship. 
 
    It was a little contagious to dive right in so unabashedly. Fia’s cock shone with spittle and seemed almost aglow, and there was little blemish or color to it but for a blushing pink on the tip. Fia had undone the ties at the back of her leotard and was slowly peeling the piece away, first from her back and then up from her groin and over her head. Her heavy breasts flopped free, each a bright full moon of soft and motherly wonder. They were tits unlike any Elyst had seen, even among the many hot racks of her demonic compatriots, and it was a particularly nice view to behold them from below. Elyst took a long look and her face seemed to drift in close all on its own. Soon she felt the smooth underside of Fia’s cock against her lips and followed it up to the tip, leaving a trail of kisses. 
 
    Fia’s eyes were upon her intently, but the witch was waiting patiently and retaining her cool. She gave Elyst the chance to enjoy herself being to show her stuff, which Elyst did by way of lolling out her long and dark tongue and letting it slither down Fia’s cock while her lips slid around its tip. They met eyes, and Elyst made innocent little smooching motions with her mouth, but Fia could feel the sharp tip of her tongue poking and prodding all the way down her shaft. “That’s… a lot…” Fia let out a small gasp as Elyst’s long tongue suddenly coiled around her cock, wrapping around it twice. She lost her thought and leaned back with a moan as Elyst’s tongue slithered up and down, stroking her off. Elyst gummed and licked the fat swell at Fia’s tip and packed it in tight in her mouth. She seemed to pull it in deeper with her tongue, and soon it was pressing the back of her throat. 
 
    There was no doubt about her being able to manage it. With a bit of pressure and motion, she took the cock deeper into her throat. It curved down but strained to bend up, pressing tightly against her within. Fia groaned and leaned forward in her chair, shuddering as she claimed a few inches more. As her pale length disappeared into Elyst’s mouth she could still feel that tongue encircling her, always sliding and squeezing and teasing the rim of her glands. Elyst was drooling but drank down the delicious spit, sucking on Fia’s length much like a popsicle. Soon she pushed in with her lips and had it snugly wedged far into her throat, and the heat made Fia gasp. 
 
    Elyst’s half-lidded eyes gazed down at Amie as she basked in her pleasure. Having her mouth and throat full of Fia’s girthy, feminine cock was blissful and Elyst felt little urgency, and the strain was not too much. Amie had one of Fia’s nuts in her mouth but stared up at Elyst with amazement, seeing how much her throat bulged. Watching her, Elyst pushed down the rest of the way, until her crimson lips were planted snugly into the soft mound of Fia’s groin, and the witch’s entire cock dwelt in her throat, reaching nearly, it seemed, to her stomach. 
 
    Fia was shaking, and her hands firmly gripped the velvet on the armrests as her breasts gently shook. She seemed frozen in time, pushed almost to the point of spilling her seed early by these new and powerful sensations. Then Elyst began to move her tongue all around Fia’s cock, unseen and inside of her mouth and the heights of her throat. She worked it like a machine, jacking Fia off even as she deep-throated her. The intention was clear; Elyst wanted to milk Fia fast and take the full release down her greedy maw. Amie looked almost panicked as Fia began to moan in earnest and seemed set to burst any moment. She was far too captivated to stop them, however. 
 
    The witch had not been so domineering and forceful as Elyst may have expected, yet it was a pleasure to serve her. She did not fake or exaggerate her happiness, which reminded Elyst of her mistress, Seren. It was all the more rewarding when her steely visage finally contorted into orgasmic bliss. Elyst took Fia’s hands and slammed them down on her own head. Her lips were pressed tight into the fat of Fia’s groin just to have all the more of her. Fia was happy to follow the lead. Her cock began to buck and tense forcefully all through Elyst’s depths, and she held Elyst down firm, humping her face with tiny, jerking motions. “Stars,” she exclaimed under her breath and said nothing else. Soon Elyst could feel the weight of cum plopping down into her stomach so satisfyingly. 
 
    “Oooh~” It was Amie who moaned and touched Elyst’s throat with her fingertips. She could see Fia’s cock bulging inside of it and sense the abundant flow of release as it came in repeated bursts. Elyst pulled back but left her tongue just as it was, wrapped tight around Fia’s cock. There was still enough left in her to fill Elyst’s mouth with thick white spunk, and Fia groaned and twitched as a final rope of cum topped off Elyst’s maw and draped over her chin. 
 
    The last thing Elyst did was wring out Fia’s softening member by pulling tight with her tongue. There was a last morsel of cream hidden there that spilled out and coated Elyst’s lips as she gave Fia a conclusive kiss. There could be little doubt about Elyst’s carnal merits after that. Amie and Fia alike looked dumbstruck as Elyst gulped down the cum and licked both the witch's cock clean, followed by her own face and lips. 
 
    Since they were stunned Elyst talked playfully. “Nice of you to invite me over for dinner, then,” she said and giggled. She smooched the drooling tip of Fia’s cock once more and then crawled right back up into her lap, and laid her face on a heavy breast. “I hope I didn’t take more than my share,” she said, winking at Amie almost apologetically. 
 
    “She has plenty of that already,” Fia said in a blissful stupor, relaxing back in her seat. She pushed Elyst’s face so that her lips were against her teat, and Elyst began to gently suck on it, and of course, use her dexterous tongue to circle and tease. 
 
    “I’ll give you a taste of mine,” Elyst said, grinning mischievously down at Amie. “If you like pussy as much as witch-dick,” she said and laughed. 
 
      
 
    A while later, Fia took charge and set them into another bout. “Your body is supple, almost malleable,” Fia remarked at Elyst. Elyst had gone in to lay on Fia’s bed, and Fia stood beside it, walking her fingers along her skin. “I would like to try something,” she said. 
 
    Fia lifted Elyst’s legs and raised them high, before slowly pushing them down, so that her feet approached her head. As she had expected, the succubus was able to stretch to the extreme, and Fia could push her legs all the way down to be parallel with her body, so that Elyst grinned at her from between her own ankles. It was a lovely sight to Fia, with Elyst’s deliciously pink pussy presented and accessible, along with the tender dip into her ass. “Now you just stay like that,” Fia said, and her hands suddenly glowed with wild magic. Dark vines sprouted up from Fia’s bed and they tightly bound Elyst’s shins together, under her head to make sure they would be kept tightly pulled back. Elyst was now totally stuck in this position and she moaned as she felt the strain, though it was bearable. 
 
    “This will do well,” Fia cooed with pleasure. She enjoyed having Elyst under her control at last. “Go on Amie, give that pink pussy some love,” Fia said. Her succubus at once hopped up onto Elyst, laying invertedly on her. Elyst let out a loud and happy gasp as she felt Amie dive right in and start feasting on her pussy, licking deeply inside and stroking her inner walls with a loving dance of the tongue. She couldn’t see what else was going on as Amie filled her vision with her own pussy and thighs. The licking ceased briefly, and then Elyst felt Fia’s cock come between her and Amie. The witch was just getting it nice and wet. Amie slurped it all over and it pressed down against Elyst’s slit but Fia did not enter her there. Once lathered with spit, Fia’s cock drew back, and its tip nestled snugly between Elyst’s cheeks. It was a clear shot in with her legs pulled up like so. The witch had her just where she wanted her. 
 
    Fia slowly pushed the broad head of her cock into Elyst’s ass. As she did, Amie made out with Elyst’s pussy with fervor and glee, slurping and licking as far as she could reach. Elyst was beside herself. Her every sense was all wrapped up in the two, and she could only surrender altogether to a pleasure too intense to be managed, even by her. Soon Fia was pumping her enormous cock all the way into Elyst’s ass again and again, and howling earnest moans of ecstatic delight. When she came there was even more than before, and the hot spunk seemed to pack Elyst tight, stuffing her up to the core and providing a deep sense of spent satisfaction. 
 
    They were resting together and finally seeing eye to eye when there came a loud bang downstairs, followed by footsteps and the sound of approaching persons. Fia redressed and armed herself with her wand, but Elyst was calm, knowing full well what to expect and feeling slightly embarrassed. 
 
    Laurac soon came and smashed in the door, ducking under its shattered frame and coming right in, fists ablaze. A ten-foot-tall demoness makes for an unpleasant unexpected guest but Elyst cheered and greeted her happily. 
 
    Of course, it was all explained in short order of time. Seren had come as well, to ‘rescue’ Elyst from her predicament. At the end of it, Fia got off with a warning and showed the other demons some courtesy by way of apology. It was suggested that Fia may prosper in the service of their queen, too. It was an idea worth consideration, and by the time Elyst, Seren, and Laurac departed, both Amie and Fia were reluctant to see them go. Elyst felt she had represented her kind well. 
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