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Nova may have agreed to more than she realized when she signed a contract of servitude with a succubus. Cleaning and preparing meals for the beautiful temptress seemed easy enough, but the futa she-demon would soon find a more suitable use for her.







Atli had always shown favor to the soft silken material of fishnets and other pieces of fine lace. Luxuries for a human, a succubus would revel in the excess of them, deriving pleasure from the hedonistic irony. Before Nova was being fed by cock, she had noted the mistress’ bulging member at one of her nightly feasts. She was merely a serving girl slave then, but as she bent down to retrieve an item the Atli had dropped, she came face to face with the succubus’ massive penis. It’d been barely restrained by thin black lace panties, pressing against them so firmly that Nova could easily make out it’s partially erect size and shape. Atli had caught her looking, of course, and Nova was glad she had. Otherwise she’d just be a serving slave and not a personal cock attendant.
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In the instant she woke, just as her mind was getting over the momentary disorientation of the unfamiliar surroundings, came the sound of three hard knocks on a wooden door. Urgent and demanding they were, and Nova realized at once that she had overslept. Her eyes fluttered open hastily as she pushed back the dark blankets from her bed, as well as her mind, and jolted up for the closet. Above all else the mistress must not be kept waiting. That was a mistake Nova had learned to avoid.



Still, the knocking continued quite insistently. “Coming, mistress!” Nova called out, rubbing the sleep from her eyes with one hand as the other tugged a dress down from the closet hanger. Her room was cast with the strong glare of a beam of sun from the window, and she knew then that she had overslept.
 How did I let this happen?
 Nova chided herself. She was still not fully awake, and focused all of her mental focus to the task of getting dressed.



“Were you still asleep?” Atli’s voice was harsh with the inquiry. “Come here at once.”



Nova hastily grabbed the dress from her closet and pulled it down over herself before rushing to the door. She spent but a short moment fixing her hair and straightening her dress before pulling the knob.


The succubus gave her a quick once-over. “How pathetic. Can you truly not manage to rise with the sun?”



“Forgive me, mistress,” Nova curtseyed to the succubus, a warm flush on her pale features. “I truly can not… choose when to wake.”



Atli shook her head slowly and tutted, bringing a finger up to her plump red lips. “So insolent.”



Atli was a beautiful succubus. Her body was adorned in tight black lace and some ornamental artifacts of her status. A dark velvet corset held her snugly and propped up her sizable breasts, the majority of their surface being covered only by a fishnet of string. On her head there were two large ebony horns and upon her shoulders two ornamental stone skulls. Nova slowly looked down over mistress’ form, but disguised the intrusive glance as a downward tilt of shame. The she-demon wore thigh high leggings, but as soon as Nova’s eyes fell below her belt, her vision became latched exclusively upon the succubus woman’s massive cock and balls.



“It is almost noon. Your chores are not done and my cock is not sucked.”



Nova nodded hastily, licking her lips as she began to kneel down. “Yes mistress.” She had feared her mistress might deny her the cock to punish her. Often, a substantial gift of cum would be Nova’s only meal until the evening’s feasts, and preparing the food on an empty stomach was near unbearable.



“Stop. Chores first, then breakfast. I can not abide this laziness.”



Nova’s stomach rumbled but she resisted the urge to complain. Atli’s cock was already partially erect, and seeing it so close filled Nova with desire. She rose to her feet again, sensing her mistress’ lack of patience. “I will get started right away, mistress.”



“Don’t keep me waiting.” Atli let her eyes wander briefly over the lithe form of her slave, enjoying the way she looked in the dress. When a small grin began to creep onto Nova’s features, Atli turned around and promptly departed.



When the door closed, Nova quickly rushed for the mirror and began to attend to her disheveled face and hair. She combed her blonde hair hastily, wincing slightly as some of the knots caught on the brush. She had little time to waste on her morning routine. Once her wavy hair hung more smoothly, she gathered it up and tied a ponytail. She runs her hands along the surface of her dress again, smoothing it out so that it fit rightly upon her form. She knew Atli would be happy to see her in the new outfit today, as it was one the succubus had taken care to pick out. The smooth silvery silk material was almost metallic in the glare of the sun, and notably see-through, as most of the succubus’ slaves’ clothes were.



Atli had always shown favor to the soft silken material of fishnets and other pieces of fine lace. Luxuries for a human, a succubus would revel in the excess of them, deriving pleasure from the hedonistic irony. Before Nova was being fed by cock, she had noted the mistress’ bulging member at one of her nightly feasts. She was merely a serving girl slave then, but as she bent down to retrieve an item the Atli had dropped, she came face to face with the succubus’ massive penis. It’d been barely restrained by thin black lace panties, pressing against them so firmly that Nova could easily make out it’s partially erect size and shape. Atli had caught her looking, of course, and Nova was glad she had. Otherwise she’d just be a serving slave and not a personal cock attendant.



Of course that, and getting moved up here to a room on the Mistress’ floor, had begun to create a divide between her and the other girls. She’d expected jealousy to come from them after Atli first took her in the banquet hall, there for everyone to see, but she would not allow it to degrade her pride.



She pulled on each of her black thigh-high leggings at a more leisurely place, mentally orienting herself and reviewing the days tasks in her mind. She needed to clean up the guest room, as Atli had taken company there the evening before, and she’d also need to tidy the succubus’ room. These were far from the worst chores she could be assigned here, and she cursed herself for the lack of punctuality. The position of personal cock attendant was something she regarded with some amount of pride, and she’d hate for her mistress thought she was not taking it seriously.



Nova slipped on her dress shoes, and moved again to the mirror to apply her makeup. She kept it simple today. When fully dolled up, she retrieved her laundry hamper and a feather duster and hurried over to the guest room.



She truly tried to keep her mind on her work, knowing that the distracted thoughts of Atli’s cock and cum would only torment her. No matter how badly she wanted it, she needed to finish her chores before she could have it. Still, it wasn’t easy for her to push back her desires. When she’d knelt upon the carpet she’d been mere inches away from the she-demon’s bulbous cockhead, and being pulled away from it so quickly just didn’t seem
 right
 .



Although the floor here was made of marble, most of the upstairs hallway was furnished by a long red rug. On either side of Nova’s path obsidian statuettes and ornamental carvings lined the carpet. She rounded the corner and passed to guest room, opening the door with a turn of the heavy golden knob.



This room was well over three times Nova’s own quarters, and furnished finely with gold, obsidian, and rubies. A curtain of thin red fabric isolated the bed from the rest of the room, but Nova immediately noted the silhouette of a woman within.



“Hello! I’m just cleaning up in here.” Nova said, unconcerned of breaching the woman’s privacy. Those that came here to feed the mistress’ lust were hardly shy of their bodies, or the duty they upheld.



“It’s quite alright, sweet thing.” The woman’s voice answered. Nova could see her silhouette rise up slightly as the occupant behind the bed’s curtains came to her knees. Nova set down her hamper and looked upon the scattered cloths on the floor around the bed. Some of them she recognized to be the mistress’ effects, but others had surely been brought in by the guest. “Are these your things?” Nova inquired, her tone warm.



“Ah, yes. Forgive me, I didn't mean to sleep in so late…”



“Ah, me neither.” Nova said, nodding lightly in an understanding way. “A night with her can really take it out of you,” she admitted.


The curtains were pulled open slowly. On the bed knelt an attractive nude woman. She was tousled from having just woken, but it did little to obscure her breathtaking beauty. Her hair was, in the moment at least, fiery and fluffy with curls, cascading down her back quite substantially. Her breasts, too, were substantial, but that came as no surprise to Nova. Her mistress had always enjoyed the big titted ones. She can’t help but feel a familiar pang of momentary jealousy.



“Did you… want some privacy?”



“Mm. This is alright with me. Are you bothered?” she inquired. Her eyes became half lidded in a steady and lazy way as she took in the form of the slave.



“It’s quite fine.”



“I do imagine you see quite a lot of nudity in your line of work.”



Nova knelt down and began to pick up her mistress effects, piling them into the hamper. She gathered up a pair of leggings, some black socks, panties, a riding crop, and a some lube in a crystalline bottle. She put that on the counter, rather than in the hamper, and noted the spot where some of it had spilled onto the guest room tile.



“Yes, quite often.” Nova said laxly, not overly inclined to get into the details of her work with the guest. She didn’t despise the women her mistress took, but she didn’t care to hear them boast of the night, as they were
 quite often
 inclined. They could celebrate their one night stands with the she-demon as much as they so desired - none of them were privileged with near daily cock the way Nova was. She did not envy their freedom.



“But stranger things than me, to be sure.”



Nova blinked slightly and turned her head back to the woman again. “Sometimes. She sometimes takes centaurs, mermaids… faeries often. But humans are her favorite.”



“How fortunate. Yes, it seemed to me that the exotic nature of her tastes came less from the species, and more from the joy of… breaking them.”



Nova shrugged slightly, knowing the truth of what the guest said. Of course Atli derived the greatest pleasure from people crumbling to her will, but she knew there was pleasure in the release of struggle as well. When the slave first got a taste of her mistress’ cock, the realization of what she had been missing drove away any lingering doubt.



Attentive to the guest’s gaze, Nova hurriedly tidied up. She gathered the rest of her mistress’ effects and wiped down the floor, as well as dusted about the drawers and shelves. Soon enough the other woman seemed to grow bored of watching her and began to dress herself, gathering up her few items before departing. Nova finished her work by changing the bedsheets and restoring it to a ready state for Atli’s next guest. Thankfully her work was comparatively easy this time around, with no tremendous messes. The centaurs were the biggest pain, as a massive puddle of cum invariably adorned the tiled floor when it came time to clean. At least it wasn’t on the bed.



The noise of her stomach growling encouraged her to make haste with her work. Once she was done with the guest room, she dropped off her hamper and made her way to the mistress’ chambers. While it was certainly not her
 favorite
 duty, cleaning the mistress chamber was far from Nova’s least favorite task. She enjoyed, in an odd way, going through the she-demon’s things and lingering in a place so familiar to Atli. She could always smell a whiff of the succubus’ perfume about the bed as she made it, and would often dare to press her face down against the soft fabric and breathe it in.



Atli used Nova often but never truly permitted the human much closeness. There was no subtle romanticism about their intimacy; no cuddling, no affectionate words being softly whispered in post coital bliss. Of course the slave girl’s feelings for her mistress extended far beyond the simply carnal, but a true romantic connection could never be.



Nova sighed softly and entered Atli’s chambers. It was rather tidy in there, but she had expected it to be. The mistress hardly tolerated a mess in her own domain, and Nova had to be attentive to the details in her work. Although it was relaxing, the task soon bored her and she found it difficult to think past her hunger. But it was not her greatest distraction.



The familiar scent of her mistress brought forth images of her cock once again, and this time, Nova struggled to distract herself. Just another hour of cleaning and she’d get to suck that massive thing until it filled her up. Her stomach grumbled again as she imagines it.



Casting a guilty glance over her shoulder at the door, Nova huffed slightly and let out a frustrated groan. She could barely stand waiting. The succubus’ perfume was practically hypnotic and Nova felt a strong sensation of lust washing over her. She knew she could not focus on her work in this state. Finally, she caved. She walked over to the mistress’ bed and flopped back upon it, bouncing gently as she relaxed on the she-demon’s mattress. It was more comfortable than any bed she had ever laid on, and she felt an inkling of temptation to simply lay there and go back to sleep.



But she didn’t intend to go that far. She only meant to attend to her urges so that she could focus on her work. It wouldn’t bring her any closer to getting to drain Atli’s balls of a thick load of cum, but it’d satisfy her for the moment. At this point, she could no longer resist.



Her hands disappeared under her skirt and she drew her panties down over her thigh-highs, sliding them down along her legs until they rested around her ankles. Steadying her breath with some degree of anticipation, she slowly brought her hand up to her slit and began to slide her fingers along its length. She gently teased her petals, moistening the tips of her digits as she partially parted her labia. Her breath began to sharpen, and she slid her finger slowly into her sex, feeling it push slickly inside.



Then the door was practically thrown open, and behind it stood Nova’s mistress.



“Atli!” Nova yelped, frantically reaching for a blanket to cover herself.



“Just what do you think you’re doing?” Atli inquired in an exasperated rhetorical tone.



“I’m sorry! I was cleaning, but then-”



“I tolerated your laziness, and this is how you treat me in turn.
 Masturbating
 -” she said it in a disgusted manner, “- on my own bed, when I trusted you to be working.”



Nova flushed brightly as she stammered for a response. “I’m sorry, I’ll get-”



“No no. Continue.” Atli waved at her dismissively. “Go ahead. Pleasure yourself on my time.”



Nova gulped slightly, hesitance clear upon her features. Her hand lingered near her sex once again, though she felt as though this was but a trap laid for her by Atli.



The succubus woman was watching her in an attentive and expectant way, her own cock gently bobbing as she flexed it’s partially erect length. “I said… continue.” Atli repeated softly.



After a moment more of uncertain lingering, Nova gently set the tips of her fingers back upon her pussy. Her succubus mistress strode closer to the bed so as to grant herself a better point of view of the masturbating slave. Her own hands, adorned with long painted nails, settled upon her massive throbbing cock and lifted it. She angled it upwards and gently stroked at a slow pace to match Nova’s, allowing her eyes to grow half lidded.



Nova breathed heavily as she touched herself, her fingers glossy and wet with her own girlcum now. Her eyes were trained upon the engorged cockhead of the succubus woman standing before her.



“Go on. Enjoy yourself.” Atli said, her voice uncanny for the unusual warmth it bore. Despite her uncertainty, Nova could not help but relax into the pleasure at her mistress’ word.



She dared not close her eyes and lose sight of the succubus woman’s slowly growing cock, as each stroke of the she-demon’s hand slightly increased its size. When fully erect, the pale shaft was over a foot in length. Nova groaned softly and hastened her touch, passing her fingers quickly in and out of herself as she began to succumb to her desire more fully.



“Now stop.” Atli said firmly and suddenly, and Nova’s moaning voice caught in her throat.



“But - mistress,”



“Hush. Silence.” Atli said, glaring down at the slave girl. “You will finish your chores immediately, and then I will
 consider
 allowing you some satisfaction.”



Nova resisted the urge to protest, her hands slowly drawing away from her wet pussy as she reached down to pull her panties back up.



“You can leave those off. I, for one, mean to enjoy myself.” Atli said, her hand still moving at a slow and rhythmic pace over her cock.



“Yes, mistress,” Nova said, pulling her panties the rest of the way down and off her legs before rolling off of the bed.



“And you had better hurry if you want breakfast,” Atli said, continuing to stroke herself as the servant girl set to work cleaning the drawers again. The succubus exhaled a long shuddering breath, relishing her pleasure. “Too slow and you’ll need eat it off the floor…”



Nova whimpered softly at the succubus woman’s threat, hastening her work. Sucking her mistress cum off the floor would be better than nothing, but she’d much rather have it pumped directly into her mouth and stomach. She set back to her task, cleaning the cupboards and sex-chest hastily and ascertaining not one of Atli’s many toys and treasures were out of place. The mistress collection truly was extensive, with everything from enchanted dildos body-altering artifacts of magic.



“Not too much longer, now,” Atli warned the girl tauntingly as she began to hasten the speed at which she stroked herself.



“Ah! Please, mistress, I’m hurrying.” Nova rushed to tidy up Atli’s sex-tool closet. “I think that’s everything!” she said after she cast a last glance around the room. She had done a far from perfect job, but fortunately the room had not been in as bad of a state as it often was.



Atli lazily looked around the room as she continued to stroke herself, scanning for any disarray that the foolish slave might have missed. Eventually a reluctantly satisfied sigh escaped her lips, and she beaconed Nova forward.



“Thank you, Mistress!” Nova said. She scurred forward and dropped to her knees before the she-demon, reaching out to take hold of her swollen and fully erect cock. She didn’t waste a moment stuffing its head into her mouth, slurping desperately as she got the first sweet taste of precum from it’s head.



“You’re truly addicted, aren’t you?” Atli inquired, reaching down to stroke Nova’s head as the young woman slurped and sucked the bulbous head of her cock. No human could resist her cum once they’d gotten a taste for it, but Nova’s repeated exposure had left her practically dependent. It was just as Atli intended; a cum-starved slut was easily controlled.



Nova moaned softly in response, working her lips a few inches down the smooth surface of the succubus’ shaft as she took the massive cock slowly into her mouth. She could feel the bulbous head pressing over her tongue as it slid inside of her, and she adored the taste of it. The small spurt of precum she’d managed to extract from Atli’s cockhead filled her mouth with the sweet taste she had been craving, and made her desperate for just a bit more.



“I should not be so soft on you,” Atli admitted to herself aloud, smirking slightly as she looked down at Nova’s work. “It is like you forget who’s in charge.”



Nova drew the cock out of her mouth with a little wet pop. “Forgive me mistress, I do not mean to be insolent. I just… feel much desire.”



“For example,” Atli began, disregarding the slave’s words. “Who told you to quit sucking?”



“Oh! Sorry!” Nova quickly and obediently put her mouth around Atli’s shaft again, and worked the cock deeper within. Her tongue lolled in circles around the swollen cockhead and stimulated it’s ridge, slathering it in spittle.



“I suppose you are merely hungry. Don’t worry, cockslave, I’ve got plenty for you.”



Nova shuddered with anticipation. She reached out to set one hand upon the succubus woman’s shaft and begin to stroke it, encouraging her mistress to orgasm and sate her hunger. Her other hand lifted from below and cupped Atli’s massive hanging balls, feeling their weight and warmth as she tried to judge what they had in store for her.



Securing her hand around the slave’s ponytail, Atli began to guide Nova’s head forward along the length of her shaft. She drew her slave’s head back and forth gently but firmly, and exhaled through her nose as she allowed herself to enjoy the pleasure of the suck.



“Truly, you must be starving.” Atli’s words were a soft contemplation as she spectated the woman’s passionate slurping of her cock. It was feverous, even, as though her mind had cleared itself of all thoughts but desire for the creamy load that her mistress would provide. That sort of yearning actually managed to turn the succubus on.



Nova struggled to work her mouth a few additional inches along Atli’s shaft, pushing the cock deeper into her mouth with each pass until it nudged firmly and repeatedly against the back of her throat. It always took her a bit of warming up to truly swallow it, as her throat had to relax to the massive cock to coax its firm length within. She felt the cockhead of her mistress rubbing against the back of her mouth as though it could go no deeper, but Nova knew that with the right angle and a bit of force, it’d slip right down her throat.



As the cock was worked more deeply into the serving woman’s mouth, Nova removed her hand from the shaft and moved it behind Atli. She set her palm against the succubus’ ass, using her strength to guide the she-demon forward with additional force. It was critical that the cock was deep within her throat when the succubus first orgasmed, as she wouldn’t be able to swallow it all if she cummed in her mouth. It just came out too fast.



“Are you ready?” Atli inquired softly, abiding the human’s desire to take her cock down the throat by gently forcing her hips forward. Finally her long erect length bent just enough to slide down the woman’s fleshy passage, the bulbous cockhead pointing downwards towards the human girls waiting stomach. The sensation of having her entire cock inside of Nova was enough to begin to bring Atli over the edge, as few women could take her entire length in their mouth or otherwise. She firmly forced Nova’s head the last few inches along her shaft until the girls lips pressed snugly to her crotch at the base of her massive futa cock, and held her there tightly.



Letting out a gagging moan of anticipation, Nova pressed forward in turn to ascertain that the cock was as deep within her throat as it could go. Her eyes watered and she was momentarily entirely unable to breathe as the massive length blocked her airway. Finally, she felt the first ejaculated rope of cum spurt out into her stomach. The weight and force of the first pulse was enough to cause her to let out a small surprised moan, and Atli chuckled in an amused and ecstatic way, releasing the rest of her gift.



The massive cock throbbed tensely, it’s entire length embedded in Nova’s mouth and throat. The human woman could feel it’s warm and tense girth trembling within her, practically locked in place as the succubus held her face to her crotch and didn’t allow her cock to slide even an inch out. Rope after rope of thick cum pulsated out into Nova easily, giving her a sensation of fullness as the flow filled her stomach.



Even though the sudden influx of the creamy meal left Nova feeling full within moments, she did not desire to miss even a drop. The succubus’ sweet cum within her would instil a sensation of pleasure that would last the entire day until she was fed again, but truly it was never enough.



Atli seemed surprised. Even the thirstiest sluts could never drink an entire load; they always ended up jerking away and spewing out the last few mouthfuls of her cum. As the last strong ropes of cum burst out into Nova’s throat and the human continued to press forward against her crotch by her own will, Atli cood in a soft voice as she orgasmed. “ Ah fuck… good girl.” She inhaled sharply, the momentary lapse of her controlled demeanor passing. “It seems I made a good choice, taking you as my cockslave.”



The human woman moaned in an appreciative way. As the tremendous flow of cum subsided, she relaxed her throat and gently pulled back from the cock. Her lips remained sealed around the massive girth as she did, squeezing it as she drew the remaining cum in the succubus’ urethra out and into her mouth. Finally she could taste it; the cum that had filled her before had bypassed her tongue. She groaned out with pleasure as the sweet taste of the she-demon’s ejaculate coated the inside of her mouth, and the gently throbbing cock slipped from her lips.



A strand of cum and spittle dangled between the swollen cockhead and the woman’s mouth, which hung agape as Nova breathed heavily and slowly recovered. A pool of cum still lingered about her tongue, as she was so stuffed within that she could hardly, in that moment, manage to swallow.



“Good girl,” Atli said with unusual warmth. She reached down to squeeze her cock with her hand, bringing it up to the human slave’s face and coaxing out the last drizzle onto her features.



Taking slow and heavy breathes, Nova slowly returned to her senses. The immense wave of pleasure that washed over her as she was filled had only just begun to recede. She could feel the tightness of her stomach, packed as it was, and her throat and mouth were thickly coated.



“You’d better be awake on time tomorrow.” Atli said warningly, staring down at the cum covered slave. “And cleaned up in time for the feast.”



Nova gulped twice (once for the cum, and again in nervous response to the threat), and swallowed as much of the cum in her mouth as she was able. Still her tongue and lips remained slick with the sticky substance. “Yes mistress! Right away.”



As Atli turned away, Nova remained kneeling on the floor for a few moments. She felt a cozy sensation of sleepiness encroaching, and struggled to rise with her stomach full of cum. Nova ran a hand along the smooth surface of her slightly enlarged stomach, and a little burp escaped her lips. There was nothing so satisfying as being filled with the sweet cum of her mistress, and she felt an indescribably sensation of ecstasy. In that moment, all was well in the world for her. She surely didn’t regret agreeing to the succubus’ enslavement.



She returned to her room, leaving her panties behind where she’d cast them off at her mistress’ request. Gathering up some of the cum that was spilled on her face, she scooped up two fingerfuls and passed them into her mouth, relishing the taste. Her hand drifted down her body to her skirt, and she reached underneath it to rub her cum drenched fingers against her bare pussy.



It wasn’t easy resist the urge to collapse in her bed when she returned there to clean up. She figured she shouldn’t press her
 luck.
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