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Chapter 1: Recovery

I woke up feeling like someone had scooped out my insides and replaced them with hot sand.

Not the good kind of hot. Not the pleasant warmth that came from having a succubus pressed against you, which, for the record, was a sensation I’d become intimately familiar with over the past several weeks. This was the kind of hot that meant something was wrong. Something fundamental.

My eyes cracked open. The ceiling of my bedroom swam into focus, familiar water stains and all. The L train rumbled past outside, rattling the windows in their frames the way it always did around this time of… what time was it?

I tried to sit up. My arms refused.

“He’s awake.” Lyra’s voice, soft and immediate, somewhere to my left. Her hand found mine, fingers threading through. Succubus-hot, always hotter than they should be, but I could feel the tremor in them. She’d been scared.

“He’s AWAKE!” Cherry’s voice, from what sounded like the kitchen, followed by a crash, followed by Kevin barking once in startled solidarity.

“Quiet, both of you.” Raven. Close. To my right. I turned my head and found her sitting in the corner chair she’d dragged to my bedside, legs pulled up, tail wrapped around her own ankle. Her violet eyes fixed on me with an intensity she’d kill me for calling worried.

“How long?” My voice sounded like sandpaper on concrete.

“Two days,” Lyra said. She sat on the bed’s edge, golden blonde hair loose around her shoulders, wearing one of my hoodies that hung to mid-thigh. Her sky-blue eyes glistened. She’d been crying recently. Dried tear tracks traced pale lines down her porcelain cheeks. “You collapsed after the battle. Your body just… stopped.”

Two days. I’d been unconscious for two days.

I tried my arms again. They cooperated this time, barely. I managed to push myself up against the headboard, and the motion sent the room tilting sideways. Lyra’s hand pressed against my chest, steadying me.

“Careful,” she whispered. Her empathic sense must have been reading everything I felt, because her brow creased with concern. “Your energy is… Jake, you feel like an empty bottle.”

“Feel like one too.”

Something heavy lay across my feet, radiating solid heat. Kevin. The golden retriever was sprawled across the foot of the bed, golden fur catching the afternoon light, his head resting on my ankles. He hadn’t moved — I could tell from the indent in the blanket, the settled weight of him. He’d been there the entire time. His tail thumped once when my legs shifted. Then he put his head back down, like he’d been keeping watch and only now felt safe enough to rest.

“He hasn’t moved from that spot since you went down,” Raven said. She unfolded from the chair with feline grace, her shadow-touched wings tucked tight against her back. She wore torn fishnets and an oversized black t-shirt that did absolutely nothing to hide the curves underneath. Her thick hips swayed as she crossed to the bed, and her tail unwound from her ankle to lash once before going still. “The stupid beast refused to eat until Cherry hand-fed him.”

“He was WORRIED,” Cherry announced, appearing in the doorway. She carried a tray. On the tray sat something that might have been soup. The liquid was an alarming shade of orange, chunks of unidentifiable material floating in it. “I made you healing broth!”

I looked at the tray. Looked at Cherry. Her bubblegum-pink hair bounced as she beamed at me, heart-shaped pupils literally sparkling with excitement. Her massive E-cup tits strained against a borrowed crop top that had never been designed for her proportions. Nothing had been designed for her proportions. She was an anime character brought to terrifying, bouncing, cotton-candy-scented life.

“Cherry,” I said carefully. “Is that soup?”

“It has love in it!” She set the tray on the nightstand with a tail-swish of pride.

“It has charcoal in it,” Raven muttered.

“That’s because SOMEONE—” Cherry turned to glare at Raven, “—wasn’t supervising me properly!”

“I WAS supervising you. I supervised you the entire time.”

“You were sitting on the counter eating ice cream! That’s not supervising!”

“It’s visual oversight. I was watching.” Raven’s tail flicked. “The problem is that you’re unsupervisable.”

“That’s not even a word! Lyra, tell her.”

Lyra had already retrieved a different bowl from behind the nightstand. This one contained actual soup — clear broth with vegetables, steam rising gently. “I made some earlier. Just in case.”

Cherry’s tail drooped. “You don’t like my broth?”

“I love your broth,” I lied, accepting Lyra’s soup. “I’ll have yours later.”

Cherry brightened instantly. Her tail resumed its perpetual happy swishing, knocking against the doorframe. “Okay! I’ll keep it warm! The fire box knows how to do that now. I finally figured out the numbers.”

She meant the microwave. We’d had three incidents with the microwave. One of them involved a fork, one involved an egg, and one involved something Cherry still wouldn’t fully explain. The kitchen bore the scars of all three. The ceiling in particular had a discoloration that I’d stopped trying to clean, partly because the stain wouldn’t budge and partly because Cherry got sad when she thought I was “erasing her contribution to the household.”

There was also the matter of the coffee maker. Which was broken again. I could tell because through the bedroom doorway I could see its remains on the counter, arranged in a way that suggested violent dismemberment rather than mechanical failure.

“Cherry broke the coffee maker,” I observed.

“To be fair,” Cherry called from the living room, “it started it.”

“How does a coffee maker START something?”

“It made a noise. A THREATENING noise.”

“It was percolating.”

“Well, it SOUNDED threatening.”

Raven closed her eyes. “I’m going to need therapy after living with you people.”

“Therapy is the talking thing, right?” Cherry asked. “Where you pay someone to listen to your problems? That seems backwards. I’ll listen to your problems for free! And I’m much prettier than a therapist.”

I took a sip of Lyra’s soup. Real food, warm and simple, and my body responded to it with a relief that was almost embarrassing. I hadn’t eaten in two days. My stomach reminded me of this fact with an aggressive growl.

“Easy,” Lyra murmured. Her small ivory horns caught the light as she leaned closer, one hand resting on my thigh over the blanket. Her tail curled around my wrist, a possessive little gesture she probably didn’t even realize she was doing. “Your body needs time.”

“My body needs answers. What happened after I passed out?”

The three succubi exchanged a look. The kind of look that said they’d discussed this without me and hadn’t settled on how much to share.

“You stopped the Wardens,” Raven said flatly. “Your eyes did that glowing thing. The Handler called you ‘more than you appear.’ Then you dropped like someone pulled the power cord.” She paused. “We carried you home. All three of us. Cherry kept dropping her side.”

“I have small hands!” Cherry protested.

“You have massive—” Raven stopped herself. Breathed. “Never mind.”

I set the soup down. My body felt different, and it wasn’t just the exhaustion. Something beneath my skin hummed, like a wire carrying a current that hadn’t been there before. My vision seemed sharper than usual. The colors in the room were more vivid. And the succubi — I could almost feel where each of them was without looking. Lyra beside me, a steady glow of honeysuckle and concern. Cherry in the doorway, a cotton-candy hurricane of energy. Raven two feet away, jasmine and smoke and a protectiveness she’d sooner die than admit.

“Something’s changing,” I said. “In me. I can feel it.”

Lyra’s hand tightened on mine. “I know. I’ve been monitoring your energy while you slept. There’s something new in it. Something that wasn’t there before the battle.” Her blue eyes searched mine. “It feels like… you’re becoming more.”

“More what?”

“I don’t know. Just… more.”

Raven’s tail flicked. “Cherry mentioned someone. Before you woke up. Someone who might have answers.”

All eyes turned to Cherry, who was scratching behind Kevin’s ears. She looked up, pink eyes wide. “Hmm? Oh! The Lore lady!”

“You said that name before,” I said. “Right before I passed out. Morgana.”

Cherry nodded vigorously, which set everything on her in motion. I forced my eyes to stay on her face. Mostly succeeded. “She’s famous! Well, not famous famous. Legendary famous? Famous the way people are when they become whispers in libraries.”

“Descriptive,” Raven said dryly.

“She’s a Lore Class succubus. Really old. Like, REALLY old. Not old-looking old. Succubus old. She knows things about the seals, about anchors, about all of it. I heard stories about her back in the Eighth Circle before I got pulled here.”

“And you think she can help Jake?” Lyra asked.

“If anyone can, it’s her.”

I leaned back against the headboard, processing. A powerful succubus with ancient knowledge who might understand what was happening to me. It sounded like exactly what we needed.

It also sounded too good to be true.

“There’s something else,” I said. “I need to tell you about the dream.”

Three tails went still simultaneously.

“What dream?” Raven’s voice was careful. She knew about my dreams — the ones where I’d seen the seal patterns before ever meeting any of them. The dreams that had connected me to this whole impossible situation.

“Right before I woke up. Maybe during the two days. Time was weird.” I closed my eyes, reaching for the memory. “A woman. Warm eyes, almost golden. Massive wings, not like Cherry’s decorative ones — full, functional, elegant. Silver streaks in her hair.” I opened my eyes. “She looked at me across the darkness and said, ‘Finally. You’re ready to learn what you are.’”

Silence. Even Kevin raised his head.

“That sounds like the stories,” Cherry whispered. “About Morgana.”

“Great,” Raven said, crossing her arms. “A cryptic ancient succubus reaching out through dreams. Just what we needed.” But underneath the sarcasm, I caught something in her expression. Not hostility. Hope. She wanted answers as badly as I did.

Lyra’s fingers traced circles on the back of my hand. Her Emotion Sense was strong enough now that she could feel the undercurrent beneath my words — the fear I was trying to keep locked down. Fear of what I was becoming. Fear that whatever was changing inside me couldn’t be stopped.

“We’ll find her,” Lyra said firmly. “And we’ll get answers.”

“I don’t think we have to find her,” I said. “I think she sent that dream for a reason. I think she’s already coming.”

Afternoon light cut across the bedroom floor, catching the dust motes that drifted through the still air. Three succubi, one dog, and whatever I was turning into, all packed into a two-bedroom Chicago apartment near the Loop.

My life had been normal once. I tried to remember what that felt like. Couldn’t, really.

Lyra shifted beside me, her scent of honeysuckle and vanilla wrapping around me like a blanket. “You need to rest more. But first…” She hesitated. Bit her lower lip. The blush started on her cheeks and crept down her neck, disappearing beneath the collar of my hoodie. “You haven’t fed any of us in two days. I know you’re weak, but—”

“She’s right,” Raven cut in. She wouldn’t meet my eyes. “We’ve been rationing. Keeping ourselves alive on reserves. But it’s not sustainable.”

Cherry said nothing, but her tail had stopped swishing. That was how I knew it was serious. Cherry’s tail only stopped when something was genuinely wrong.

“A maintenance feeding,” Lyra said quickly. “Just enough to stabilize. I’ll monitor your energy the entire time. If it dips too low, I pull back.”

I looked at her. Golden hair, sky-blue eyes, delicate ivory horns, a blush spreading rosy and vivid across pale skin. My first succubus. The one who’d fallen through the ceiling of my life and changed everything.

“Come here,” I said.

Her eyes brightened. Literally — that was the thing about succubi. When Lyra got aroused or emotional, her irises went luminous, like someone had backlit them with sapphire.

“Cherry, Raven — give us a minute.”

Raven was already heading for the door, tail swishing with something I chose not to examine too closely. Cherry bounced after her. “Come on, Kevin! Let’s give them priva— ooh, is that a cooking show?”

Kevin lifted his head from my feet, gave me a look that might have been apologetic, and hopped off the bed to follow the promise of Cherry and television. The door clicked shut behind all three traitors.

Lyra climbed onto the bed properly, straddling my lap over the blankets with careful, deliberate movements. She was trying not to jostle me, treating me like I was made of glass. Her small winglets fluttered at her back, vestigial but expressive.

“I can feel how weak you are,” she murmured, settling her weight against me. Her warmth seeped through the blanket, through my clothes, into muscles that ached from two days of unconsciousness. “Your energy is running on fumes. Don’t lie to me about it.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

“You were thinking about it. I could feel the lie forming.” She pressed her forehead to mine. Our noses touched. The air between us went syrupy with honeysuckle and vanilla, her arousal broadcasting through scent the way it always did when she was close like this. “No lies between us. Not anymore.”

“No lies,” I agreed.

She kissed me. Soft at first, her lips warmer than any human’s, always warmer. The energy transfer began immediately — that familiar pull behind my sternum, the sensation of something flowing between us. Except this time it was different. Where feeding used to feel like a current flowing out of me and into her, now there was something else mixed in. A spark. A hum of electricity that didn’t diminish me the way it used to.

Lyra pulled back with a gasp. “Jake—”

“I felt it too.”

“Your energy. It tastes different.” Her blue eyes were wide, bright with that backlit glow. “There’s something unfamiliar underneath it. Something… hungry.”

The word hung between us.

“Is that bad?” I asked.

She kissed me again instead of answering. Deeper this time. Her tongue found mine, and the energy flow intensified. Her tail wound tight around my wrist, the spaded tip pressing against my pulse point. She moaned into my mouth, a soft sound of relief — she’d been starving, hadn’t she. Two days without feeding, all three of them rationing themselves to keep me alive.

I brought my hands to her waist. She shivered at the contact. My fingers slid up beneath the hoodie — MY hoodie, and something about that made a possessive heat flare in my chest — finding bare skin. No bra underneath. Of course not. She rarely wore one these days, and the soft weight of her perky C-cups pressed against my chest as she leaned into me.

“That’s enough,” she whispered against my lips. She was breathing hard. Her cheeks were flushed crimson, the blush cascading down her neck, disappearing beneath the hoodie’s neckline. I knew from experience that it went all the way to her chest. “Any more and you’ll—”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re NOT fine.” She pulled back, placing her palm flat over my heart. Her Emotion Sense was working overtime — I could see it in the faint shimmer of her eyes. “Better than you were. But not fine. I won’t take more than you can give.”

I caught her hand against my chest. Held it there. “How’s your energy?”

“Stabilized. For now.” She looked at me with those vivid blue eyes. “Jake, what you said about something changing in you… I can feel it through our bond. Something is shifting in your energy signature. Like the foundation is being rebuilt with different materials.”

“That’s not terrifying at all.”

A small smile broke through her worry. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

She climbed off my lap, carefully, and helped me settle back against the pillows. Drew the blanket up over my chest with a tenderness that hollowed me out. This was the woman who’d fallen through my ceiling terrified and starving, who hadn’t known what a microwave was, who’d tried to pay for groceries with demon realm rocks.

Now she was monitoring my energy levels and deciding how much of herself to give me so I didn’t die.

I caught her hand before she could move away. “Lyra.”

“Hmm?”

“Thank you. For staying awake. For watching over me.”

Her tail brushed my knuckles, the spaded tip tracing a slow line across my fingers. “Where else would I be?”

From the living room came a crash, Cherry’s delighted shriek, and Raven’s voice saying “How is that POSSIBLE? You broke the coffee maker by LOOKING at it.”

“That,” Cherry’s voice shot back, “was Kevin’s fault.”

Kevin barked. Objection noted.

Lyra smoothed the hair back from my forehead. Then she stood, straightened my hoodie, and headed for the door. She paused with her hand on the knob.

“The things you feel changing?” she said quietly. “I want you to know that whatever you become, I’ll be here. Even if you turn into something terrifying. Especially then.”

She left before I could respond.

A notification pulsed at the edge of my awareness, like a text message I hadn’t opened yet.

[System — Anchor Status: Recovering. Transformation markers: 12% active. Organic changes: initiating.]

Twelve percent. Whatever that meant.

Kevin’s ears perked up at the front door. He stared at it, alert. Not the nervous whine he gave Wardens. Not the low growl he saved for hostile entities. Just… alert. Tail wagging.

“Jake?” Lyra’s voice from the hallway, suddenly tight. “I’m sensing something at the door. Someone. It’s not a Warden. It feels like… authority. And curiosity.”

The apartment went silent. Even Cherry.

Someone knocked. Three confident raps on the front door.

Kevin’s tail wagged harder.

The door opened.


Chapter 2: The Lore Keeper

I was still in bed when the door opened.

Not because anyone let her in. The lock clicked, the deadbolt turned, and the door swung inward like it had decided, on its own, to be cooperative. Later I’d learn she’d done it with magic. At the time, all I knew was that the most striking woman I’d ever seen had just walked into my apartment like she held the deed.

I saw stockings first. Sheer black, hugging calves that led up to generous hips draped in a flowing skirt that somehow managed to be modest and devastating at the same time. Slim waist emphasized by the cut of a silk blouse — cream-colored, strategically unbuttoned one button past professional, revealing a sliver of olive skin and the shadow of cleavage that promised more than any glimpse should. A lot more. The silk struggled against curves that could only be described as architectural. Massive, heavy, natural breasts that tested the blouse’s structural integrity with every breath she took.

Then her face. Warm amber eyes with gold flecks that caught the light like coins at the bottom of a well. Rich chestnut hair with silver streaks she wore proudly, falling in luxurious waves to mid-back. Elegant features that radiated a composure I’d never seen on any of the other succubi. Reading glasses perched on her nose. Obsidian horns — not like Raven’s aggressive spikes. These were elegant spirals rising from her temples, adorned with gold bands etched with runes I didn’t recognize.

And the wings.

Full. Majestic. Functional. They extended behind her, folded but still filling the width of my living room, each broad membrane shimmering with deep bronze and amber highlights. These weren’t Cherry’s cute decorative winglets or Lyra’s vestigial stubs. These were the wings of something powerful. Something that had crossed dimensions on purpose.

She surveyed the apartment. The destroyed kitchen — Cherry’s most recent attempt at cooking had left scorch marks on the counter and something unidentifiable on the ceiling. The three succubi in defensive positions — Lyra in front of my bedroom door, hands raised; Cherry behind the couch, tail rigid; Raven half-dissolved into the shadows of the corner, violet eyes glowing faintly.

Kevin, traitor that he was, trotted up to the newcomer and sat at her feet. His tail thumped against the floor like he was meeting a long-lost friend.

The woman looked down at him. Then she looked past the succubi, through the bedroom doorway, directly at me.

“You must be the anchor.” She removed her glasses. Folded them with precise, deliberate care. Placed them in a case she produced from nowhere. Then she looked at me with an intensity that made my skin prickle, like standing too close to an electrical transformer. “I expected… more.”

My mouth opened. Nothing useful came out.

“He’s recovering!” Cherry popped up from behind the couch, all bouncing pink hair and defensive energy. Her massive tits nearly knocked over the lamp she’d been hiding next to. “He’s usually very handsome!”

I closed my mouth. Opened it again. “Thanks, Cherry.”

“You’re welcome!”

Her gaze swept to Cherry. Assessed her in approximately one second. “You’re the Glamour Class.” Her eyes returned to me. “And you’re the one who’s been dreaming about me.”

There it was. Those warm, knowing eyes. The silver-streaked hair. The wings that had filled the darkness of my dream while she spoke those words: Finally. You’re ready to learn what you are.

“You sent those dreams?” I managed.

“I sent the connection.” She stepped further into the apartment, and the air itself seemed to shift around her. Warmer. Charged. The scent of aged wine and exotic spices filled the room, rich and intoxicating — different from Lyra’s honeysuckle or Cherry’s cotton candy or Raven’s jasmine. This was a mature fragrance, complex and layered. “The content was yours.” She smiled slightly. A knowing smile that said she knew exactly what she’d looked like in those dreams. “Interesting what your subconscious chose to show you.”

My face burned. Because yeah. I remembered what my subconscious had shown me. In vivid, inappropriate detail.

“Who are you?” Lyra stepped forward, positioning herself between me and the newcomer. Protective, but her voice held respect. Almost reverence. I could see why — even I could feel the emotional depth radiating from this woman, and I didn’t have empathic abilities. She was a presence. A force of nature in stockings and silk.

“Morgana.” The name landed in the room like a dropped stone. Cherry made a small squeaking sound. “Lore Class. Two hundred and twelve years old, though I stopped counting after the first century.” She looked around the apartment again. Her expression was the polite equivalent of a five-star restaurant critic surveying a gas station hot dog. “I’ve spent decades studying the seals. When three activated on the same anchor and connected — the resonance crossed dimensions. I came to investigate.”

She looked at me. Through me.

“And to determine if you’re ready for what comes next.”

“The transformation?” I said.

“If you survive it.”

The room went cold. Not physically — the temperature didn’t change. But something in her tone landed like a stone dropped into still water.

Cherry’s tail stopped swishing. Raven materialized from the shadows, arms crossed, obsidian horns catching the light. Lyra’s hand found mine through the bedroom doorway.

“That’s dramatic,” Raven said. Her eyes were narrow, suspicious. “Why should we trust you?”

Morgana turned to Raven. Studied her for a moment. “Shadow Class. Betrayed by someone close. Exiled by the Banishers.” Raven’s tail went rigid. “I can see it in your posture, young one.”

“Don’t psychoanalyze me.”

“I’m not. You’re just easy to read.” Morgana’s lips curved. “Young one.”

Raven bristled like a cat hit with static. Her horns seemed to sharpen. “Don’t call me that.”

“I’ll use your name when you’ve given me a reason to remember it.”

Raven’s mouth opened. Closed. Her tail lashed against the wall hard enough to leave a mark. She retreated to the corner, muttering something about “condescending ancient succubi” that I was reasonably certain Morgana heard perfectly.

Kevin, still sitting at Morgana’s feet, gazed up at her with the devoted expression he usually reserved for Cherry and cheese.

Morgana looked down at him. Her chin drew back half an inch — the only outward sign that something had caught her off guard.

“Why is there a beast in your dwelling?”

Kevin put his head in her lap. His tail went into overdrive. He’d found his new favorite person.

Morgana froze. Her left wing twitched. An involuntary reaction, like a flinch she hadn’t seen coming.

“Remove this creature,” she said. Her voice was even. Clinical.

No one moved. We’d all learned that Kevin’s affection was a force of nature you didn’t interrupt. You waited it out.

Thirty seconds. Her hand hovered above Kevin’s head. One minute. Her fingers lowered. Two minutes.

She was petting him. Long, methodical strokes from head to back. Kevin’s eyes closed in bliss.

She did not acknowledge this.

“So,” I said, from the bed. “You tracked the seal resonance across dimensions and came here on purpose.”

“Correct.”

“And you can explain what the seals are.”

“I can explain my theories.” She did not look up from the dog she was definitely not petting. “No one alive fully understands the seals. Not the Banishers, who fear them. Not the Wardens, who hunt those who bear them. Not the Council of the Eighth Circle, who pretend they don’t exist.” She paused. “I’ve spent two centuries studying them. I have more questions now than when I started.”

“That’s reassuring,” Raven muttered from her corner.

Morgana did look up then. She reached into a leather bag she’d set by the door and produced a journal. Old. Leather-bound, the cover cracked with age, the pages yellowed. She opened it to a specific section.

The pages were covered in patterns. Intricate, geometric, spiraling designs that made my vision swim and my heart rate spike. Because I’d seen them. In my dreams, for months before Lyra ever fell through my ceiling. These exact patterns, glowing in the darkness behind my eyes.

“These are the seals,” Morgana said. “Or what I’ve been able to piece together from fragments and ruins.” She traced one pattern with a long finger. “I’ve spent my entire exile trying to understand them. Two centuries. And I still have more questions than answers.”

“But you know something?” I pressed.

“I know theories. I know fragments.” She turned a page. More patterns. More familiar geometries that made the hair on my arms stand up. “I know that the patterns on your succubi match designs I’ve found in texts that predate our entire civilization.” She closed the journal with a soft thud. “And I know that something else arrived on Earth before me. Something that wants to make sure I never get closer to understanding.”

The room went very quiet.

“What kind of something?” Lyra asked.

“A Banisher agent. They dispatched him when they detected the three-seal resonance.” Morgana’s gaze hardened. “He’ll be intelligent, capable of disguising himself as human, and genuinely convinced that what he’s doing is righteous.” She looked at each of us in turn. “He won’t attack head-on. Banishers don’t work that way. He’ll manipulate. Undermine. Plant doubts.”

Raven’s tail went rigid. “Banishers.” The word dripped from her mouth like venom. The faction that had exiled her. That had taken her sister.

“Yes.” Morgana met Raven’s eyes without flinching. “I know what they took from you. I’m sorry.”

Something flickered in Raven’s expression. Something she locked down immediately. “I don’t need your pity.”

“It’s not pity. It’s acknowledgment.” Morgana turned back to me. “But the Banisher is a problem for later. Right now, the urgent problem is you.”

“Me.”

“The transformation your body has begun is uncontrolled.” She said it flatly. No drama. No softening. “Without proper ritual guidance, it will consume you. Your human biology is being overwritten by something it doesn’t have the framework to contain.”

She held up a hand before I could speak.

“There is a solution. A transformation ritual. Controlled, guided, designed to complete the process your body has already started — converting a human anchor into something that can sustain a bonded succubus network indefinitely.”

“An incubus,” I said. It wasn’t a question. Raven had mentioned the possibility weeks ago, before I’d collapsed. Stories of humans who became more. Transformed by prolonged succubus contact.

“Yes.” Morgana studied me. “But the ritual requires preparation. Components. And most importantly, it requires the performing Lore Class — that’s me — to form a genuine bond with the anchor.” Her golden gaze held mine. “A genuine bond. Not manufactured. Not forced.”

“You’re saying we need to—”

“I’m saying we need time. To evaluate each other. To determine if this is viable.” She closed her journal. Held it against her chest like a shield. “I don’t bond casually. I’ve survived two centuries without bonding to an anchor. What I’m offering isn’t given lightly.”

I held her gaze. There was something beneath the composed reserve. Something layered and older than I could fathom. This wasn’t a woman who’d crashed through a window or fallen through a ceiling. This was someone who’d walked through my front door with purpose, who’d crossed dimensions deliberately, who’d spent her entire exile searching for answers.

And she was afraid. Not of me. Of what bonding with me might mean for the walls she’d spent centuries building.

“Then we take the time we need,” I said. “But I have one condition.”

Her eyebrow rose. “You’re setting conditions with the person offering to save your life?”

“Yeah.” I leaned forward, ignoring the way my body protested. “No lies. About any of it. The risks, the odds, the things you’re not sure about. If I’m going to trust you with my life, I need to know you’re not curating what I hear.”

Her pen paused mid-stroke on the journal she’d been holding against her chest. A beat of stillness she recovered from almost instantly.

“Agreed,” she said. “No lies.”

“Good.” I settled back against the pillows. “Then welcome to the apartment. Cherry will show you where the towels are. Don’t let her cook for you. And the dog’s name is Kevin.”

Kevin thumped his tail at the sound of his name, still firmly planted in Morgana’s lap.

“I don’t—” Morgana looked down at the golden retriever draped across her. Her wing twitched again. “This creature is on me.”

“He does that.”

“Remove him.”

“He’ll move when he’s ready.”

She stared at me. I stared back. Kevin sighed contentedly.

A system readout materialized in my mind’s eye, formal and clinical:

[System — Fourth Exile Detected. Monitoring initiated.] [Class: Lore. Status: Voluntary arrival.]

[System — Exile Status: MORGANA] Adaptation Level: 5% Powers Sealed: 85% Bond Anchor: Jake Morrison (PROVISIONAL — assessment pending) Bond Strength: 0 / 1000 (Stranger)

UNLOCKED ABILITIES Demon Lore (innate — extensive knowledge) Ritual Magic (maintained through experience) Magical Sense (detect magical phenomena)

Assessment pending. She was evaluating me as much as I was evaluating her. Fair enough. The last succubus who’d crashed into my life had tried to claw my face off before she’d accepted a piece of deep-dish pizza and decided maybe I wasn’t the worst.

Cherry appeared at Morgana’s side with a blanket, a pillow, and a pizza box. “Hi! I’m Cherry! Do you like pizza? We have deep dish from Lou Malnati’s! It’s the best! Everyone likes pizza. Even Raven likes pizza and she doesn’t like ANYTHING.”

“I heard that,” Raven growled.

“I will have wine,” Morgana said.

“We have…” Cherry looked at the kitchen. Looked back. “We have water. And orange juice. And something Jake calls ‘beer’ that I think is just angry water.”

“Wine it is, then,” Morgana murmured, mostly to herself. She surveyed the destroyed kitchen, the three succubi of varying emotional states, the golden retriever in her lap, and the weakened anchor in the bedroom who was apparently her assignment.

She reached down and scratched behind Kevin’s ears. He leaned into it.

She absolutely did not smile.

“This,” she said to no one in particular, “is going to be exhausting.”

Morgana set down her bag. Reached for the journal she’d already shown me — the ancient, leather-bound text with its familiar, spiraling patterns.

“You said these form pieces of something larger,” I prompted. “The seals.”

“I believe so.” She turned to a new page. “I’ve found references in forbidden texts to what I call a ‘Bond Constellation’ — an ancient pattern that predates the current demon realm civilization by millennia.” She turned the journal toward me. The patterns on the page were beautiful and alien. “When individual seals connect — as yours did during the group climax — they form fragments of this larger design.”

“And what does the design DO?”

“That,” Morgana said, closing the journal, “is the question that’s consumed my entire exile. The Banishers believe it will tear dimensional barriers apart. I believe it’s something else entirely. But neither of us actually knows.” She met my eyes with absolute honesty. “Every answer I’ve found has generated two new questions. I promised you no lies. This is the truth: I don’t have the answers. I have better questions than anyone else.”

Raven let out a breath that might have been a laugh. “Welcome to my entire existence.”

Morgana glanced at her. For the first time, something like respect crossed her features. “Precisely.”

“And the something else that arrived on Earth before you?” Lyra pressed, her tail curling tight with anxiety. “The Banisher agent?”

“He’s already here. He’ll have been watching this building. Tracking the seal resonance, same as I did.” Morgana straightened. The maternal warmth she’d inadvertently shown Kevin vanished, replaced by something harder. Something ancient. “The ritual must happen before he’s ready to act. Which means I need to accelerate my evaluation.”

She looked at me. Her eyes seemed to glow with their own light, predatory and intent and unfathomably old.

“Rest tonight. Tomorrow, the evaluation begins.”

Cherry raised her hand. “Does the evaluation involve pizza?”

“It involves everything,” Morgana said. “Including, apparently, pizza.”

She swept toward the spare room — formerly Raven’s until Raven had migrated to sleeping in the living room, then the bedroom, then wherever Jake happened to be — with the authority of someone who’d just purchased the apartment. Kevin scrambled to follow.

“She took the beast,” Raven observed.

“Kevin chose,” Cherry corrected.

“He’s a DOG. He doesn’t choose. He follows anyone who pets him.”

“He followed you for a week before you admitted you liked him.”

Raven’s tail lashed. “That’s different.”

“How?”

“It just IS.”

I lay back against the pillows, listening to them argue, feeling the new current pulse through my bones and the weight of what Morgana had told me settle over everything.

Weeks. Maybe a month. And a ritual that could save my life or end it.

But for now, four succubi under one roof. A golden retriever who’d apparently imprinted on the new arrival. And a Banisher agent somewhere in Chicago, watching and waiting.

My hand found the spot on my chest where the warmth pulsed. Faint. New. Growing.


Chapter 3: The Evaluation

Morgana reorganized my entire apartment in a single day.

I woke up to find the kitchen spotless. Not the kind of spotless where you move the mess to a different room — actually clean, every surface gleaming, dishes organized by size in the cabinets. The charcoal remnants of Cherry’s last cooking adventure were gone. The ceiling stain from the Exploding Egg Incident had vanished. Even the microwave — our household’s primary adversary — looked intimidated.

“She did it before anyone else woke up,” Lyra whispered, standing beside me in the kitchen doorway. Her tail settled against my hip. “I found her at 5 AM arranging the spice rack. We had a spice rack. I didn’t know we had a spice rack.”

“We didn’t. She bought one.”

“Where?”

“Mr. Okonkwo’s corner store. She went at four in the morning. He apparently opens early for ‘special customers.’” Lyra’s expression suggested this explained nothing and everything. “She also bought wine. Three bottles. He’s delivering more later.”

I walked into the kitchen like a man entering a crime scene. The refrigerator hummed contentedly, its contents organized by food group instead of the previous system, which had been organized by whoever shoved something in last. There were actual groceries. Fresh vegetables. Fruit that didn’t come in a can. A wheel of something that might have been imported cheese.

“She charmed Mr. Okonkwo into a delivery service,” I said.

“He called her ‘the elegant lady’ and asked if she was your aunt.”

My aunt. Sure. My two-hundred-year-old succubus aunt with F-cup tits and wings that filled the living room.

Coffee was already made. Real coffee, not the instant stuff I’d been drinking since the coffee maker had been a casualty of Cherry’s last kitchen adventure. Morgana had acquired a French press. The coffee it produced was objectively better than anything I’d made in four years of living here.

I hated that.

“Good. You’re awake.” Morgana swept in from the spare room. She’d changed — a fresh silk blouse in deep burgundy, the same strategically placed buttons doing the same strategically distracting work. Flowing black skirt. Stockings. The reading glasses were perched on her nose. Her wings were folded tight, a concession to the apartment’s limited space, but they still caught the morning light.

She carried a clipboard. An actual clipboard with paper on it. I didn’t know where she’d gotten a clipboard.

“What’s that?”

“Your evaluation schedule.” She set it on the counter, poured herself coffee with practiced ease, and sat at the kitchen table with the authority of a professor settling in for office hours. “Sit.”

I sat.

Cherry emerged from the bedroom, pink hair a tornado of sleep-tangled waves, wearing nothing but one of my t-shirts that barely covered the essential regions. Her massive tits made the fabric perform feats of engineering that would’ve gotten any human garment laughed out of a physics classroom. She yawned. Stretched. The shirt rode up to terminal altitude before she absently tugged it back down.

“Morning!” She beamed at Morgana. “Oh! You made coffee! The real kind! Jake only ever makes the sad kind.”

“It’s not sad coffee,” I protested.

“It IS sad coffee. Even the cold box—” Cherry meant the refrigerator “—seemed sorry to have it.”

Morgana watched this exchange without expression. Her pen moved on the clipboard. She was TAKING NOTES.

“What are you writing?” I asked.

“Observations.”

“About what?”

“About how you interact with your bonded succubi.” She sipped her coffee. “This is part of the evaluation.”

“You’re grading my morning routine?”

“I’m assessing your character through behavioral indicators.” She made another note. “For instance, you didn’t correct her coffee insult with aggression. You absorbed it with humor. That tells me something about your patience threshold.”

Cherry leaned over to read the clipboard. Morgana tilted it away. Cherry pouted. Her tail swished, knocked over a salt shaker, which she caught without looking.

“What does it say about me?” Cherry asked.

“It says ‘Glamour Class: enthusiastic, zero boundary awareness, breasts precede her into every room.’”

Cherry looked down at her chest, then back up. “They do! How did you know?”

“I have eyes.”

Kevin trotted in, tail wagging, and went directly to Morgana’s feet. She did not look down. She did not pet him. Her left hand dropped to her side and began scratching behind his ears. The contradiction went unaddressed.

As she turned to refill her coffee, a piece of cheese from the counter “fell” to the floor. Right where Kevin was sitting. She didn’t glance back. Kevin inhaled it.

Cherry leaned toward me. “She dropped that on purpose,” she whispered.

“No, she didn’t,” Morgana said from across the kitchen.

“She totally did,” Cherry mouthed silently.

Raven appeared last, materializing from the hallway shadows with the silent movement that had become her default mode of transportation. Violet eyes swept the kitchen, registered the cleanliness, registered the clipboard, registered Morgana.

“You reorganized the apartment.”

“It was a disaster.”

“It was LIVED IN.”

“Those aren’t the same thing.” Morgana’s pen moved again. “Shadow Class: territorial about shared spaces. Defensive posture upon encountering change.” She looked up at Raven. “Your surveillance instincts are excellent, by the way. You noticed I’d been here before dawn before anyone else. That kind of awareness will be valuable.”

Raven’s mouth opened for a retort. Closed. Her tail twitched in confusion. She’d prepared to be insulted or dismissed. She had not prepared to be complimented.

“I… don’t need your approval,” she managed.

“I’m not offering approval. I’m noting a tactical asset.” Morgana returned to her clipboard.

Raven stood in the kitchen doorway, visibly unsure what to do with herself. After a moment, she sat at the table. As far from Morgana as possible. Her tail wrapped around her own chair leg.

“So,” I said, accepting a cup of Morgana’s objectively superior coffee. “The evaluation. What exactly are you evaluating?”

“Whether you’re worthy of the transformation.” She pushed her glasses up onto her head, settling them into her chestnut hair. The gesture was becoming familiar — glasses off meant she was about to say something serious. Amber eyes locked on mine. “Not every portal anchor qualifies. The ritual is demanding. It converts human biology into something fundamentally different — something capable of generating energy rather than depleting it. If the anchor’s character is insufficient, the transformation creates a monster instead of a partner.”

The table went quiet.

“A monster,” Lyra repeated softly.

“Incubi who transform without proper bonding become predators. Driven by hunger, devoid of empathy, capable of draining succubi instead of sustaining them.” Morgana’s voice was clinical. “I’ve seen it happen. Once. I won’t allow it to happen again.”

“So you’re making sure I’m not going to become a supernatural predator,” I said.

“I’m making sure you’re going to become a man who can handle the power without it handling him.” She replaced her glasses. “The evaluation covers three areas. First: how you treat your bonded succubi under stress. Second: how you respond to threats against them. Third: whether your desire for them is rooted in genuine connection or mere appetite.”

“And how long does this evaluation take?”

“As long as I need it to.”

“We don’t HAVE long,” Raven said. “He’s got weeks. Maybe a month.”

“I’m aware of the timeline.” Morgana’s voice carried an edge that hadn’t been there before. The first hint that beneath the composure, she felt the pressure too. “Which is why I’ll be watching everything. Starting now.”

She stood. Picked up her clipboard. Addressed the room.

“Cherry. Do you know how to operate the washing machine?”

Cherry perked up. “The water torture box? I think so! Lyra showed me but I got confused by the dials.”

“Come. I’ll teach you.”

They disappeared into the laundry alcove. Fifteen minutes later, Cherry emerged triumphant, having successfully completed a wash cycle without flooding the floor, setting anything on fire, or accidentally involving Kevin.

It was the first time anyone had managed to teach Cherry a household appliance in a single session.

Lyra stared. “How?”

“She’s a Glamour Class. She learns through demonstration, not explanation.” Morgana sipped her wine — it was 9 AM and she’d transitioned from coffee without comment. “Show her once, correctly, and her visual processing captures the entire sequence. Words confuse her. Images don’t.”

Cherry bounced back from the laundry, tail swishing with pride. “I did it! Morgana says I did it perfectly! She even said—” Cherry lowered her voice to imitate Morgana’s measured tone, “—‘Acceptable work, child.’” She beamed. “She called me child! That means she likes me!”

“That’s not what that means,” Raven said.

“It’s EXACTLY what it means.”

The morning continued. Morgana watched me handle breakfast. Cherry knocked over the juice. I caught it before it hit the floor — my reflexes were faster than they should’ve been, another transformation symptom. Morgana noted this on her clipboard. I toasted bread without incident, which seemed like a low bar but had been a genuine achievement in this household.

“You cook for them,” Morgana observed. “Even while recovering.”

“They’d eat cold pizza for every meal if I didn’t.”

“Pizza is a complete food!” Cherry announced.

“It is not.”

“It has bread, cheese, meat, and vegetables. Those are all the food groups!”

“Cherry, there are more than four food groups.”

“Since WHEN?”

Morgana’s pen moved on the clipboard. I caught the edge of what she was writing: Anchor demonstrates consistent caretaking behavior. Corrects misinformation with patience rather than condescension. Bond dynamics are nurturing-protective.

She was grading my breakfast-making abilities. Wonderful.

After breakfast, Raven briefed Morgana on the tactical situation — the Warden capture team they’d defeated before my collapse, the dimensional tear the Handler had escaped through, the likelihood of reinforcements. Raven had diagrams. Color-coded. She’d been maintaining them since the first Warden encounter weeks ago.

Morgana reviewed them with the gravity they deserved. “Your analysis of their patrol patterns is excellent. You’ve identified three overlapping surveillance zones they’d use to triangulate the apartment.”

“I know what I’m doing,” Raven said, trying to bristle and failing because this was the second time Morgana had complimented her tactical instincts.

“You do. Which is why I want you on perimeter watch while I’m preparing the ritual. Your Shadow Step gives us early warning capability nothing else can match.”

Raven looked at Morgana. Looked at her diagrams. Looked back.

“Fine,” she said. “But I’m doing it because it makes sense. Not because you told me to.”

“Naturally.” Morgana didn’t look up from the diagrams, but the corner of her mouth twitched.

We went outside after lunch. Not far — just to the neighborhood. Morgana needed to understand the environment, and I needed to walk. Two days unconscious had left my muscles feeling like wet rope.

The L train rumbled overhead as we walked toward Mr. Okonkwo’s corner store, and the noise hit Morgana like a physical slap. She stopped dead on the sidewalk, her gaze tracking the massive metal train thundering along its elevated track twenty feet above us.

“What,” she said, with the measured calm of a woman processing an affront to her senses, “is THAT?”

“The L train. Chicago’s elevated rail system.”

“They built a railway IN THE AIR.” She stared as the cars rattled past, the sound shaking windows and scattering pigeons. “Deliberately. On purpose. Humans looked at the ground and said, ‘No. We shall put the screaming metal box UP THERE.’”

“It’s been here since 1892.”

“That makes it WORSE.”

Cherry bounced ahead with Kevin, who strained at his leash toward every passing stranger. Raven skulked behind, keeping to the shadows of buildings, watching everything. Lyra walked beside me, her hand in mine, tail draped across my lower back.

Morgana walked on my other side. Her wings were glamoured away — she’d done it casually, like putting on a coat. Her horns remained, hidden under a wide-brimmed hat that made her look like a woman of distinguished taste rather than a two-hundred-year-old succubus. As we passed a row of brownstones, her gaze drifted upward, past the storefronts, past the fire escapes, to the ornate stonework above the second floors.

“The architecture, however,” she murmured, almost to herself. “These cornices. This masonry.” She ran her gaze along a terra-cotta facade with the appreciation of someone who’d been watching civilizations build and crumble for centuries. “Your city has some understanding of proportion.”

“High praise from someone who’s seen seventeen dimensions.”

“Most of them had terrible architecture.” She moved past a limestone building with arched windows and briefly touched the facade with her fingertips, like a sommelier pressing a cork. “This is almost acceptable.”

“This deep dish,” she said, as we passed a Lou Malnati’s that Cherry pressed her face against the window of. “Cherry speaks of it with religious fervor.”

“It’s Chicago’s contribution to civilization.”

“I’ve eaten in seventeen dimensions. I find it difficult to believe a single human city could produce—”

“We’ll get some for dinner. Then we’ll talk.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You’re ordering me to eat pizza.”

“I’m suggesting you try it before you pass judgment.”

Her expression changed. Not quite a smile. An acknowledgment.

At Mr. Okonkwo’s, the shop owner’s face lit up when we entered. He was a broad-shouldered Nigerian man with a booming laugh and a memory for every customer he’d ever had.

“Jake! My friend!” He spotted Morgana behind me. His eyes went wide. “And this must be… another roommate?”

“My aunt,” I said. “Visiting from out of town.”

“Your aunt.” Mr. Okonkwo looked at Morgana — her elegant posture, the silk blouse, the mature sophistication that radiated from her like heat from a furnace. He looked at me. He looked at Cherry, who was investigating his candy display with the focused intensity of a jewel thief. He looked at Raven, who was lingering by the door wearing torn fishnets and a choker.

“Jake,” he said carefully. “How many relatives do you have?”

“It’s a big family.”

“Mmhmm.” His tone suggested he believed exactly none of this. But Mr. Okonkwo was a man who minded his own business, mostly because the alternative was accepting that his most loyal customer had somehow accumulated a collection of supernaturally gorgeous women in his modest apartment. “Your aunt has excellent taste in wine, by the way. I ordered more of the Chianti she requested.”

Morgana inclined her head. “Thank you, Mr. Okonkwo. You run a surprisingly well-stocked establishment.”

He practically glowed. “For you, I stock only the best!”

Cherry approached the counter with an armful of candy and a complete lack of understanding about human currency. “Can I pay with these?” She held up a handful of iridescent rocks — daemon pearls, worthless on Earth, that she still carried in her pockets for some reason.

“Cherry,” I said. “No.”

“But they’re PRETTY.”

“They’re not money.”

“They should be. They’re prettier than money.”

I paid. Mr. Okonkwo gave Cherry a free lollipop because her aura had made him feel “generous today.” He also gave one to Kevin, which Kevin accepted with the dignity of a dog receiving tribute.

We were rounding the corner toward the apartment when Mrs. Peterson appeared on the sidewalk, carrying a grocery bag and wearing her usual cardigan-and-pearls ensemble. She spotted our procession — Cherry bouncing, Kevin straining at the leash, Raven skulking, and Morgana in her wide-brimmed hat radiating the quiet authority of a woman who could silence a boardroom by walking into it.

“Jake! How lovely to—” Mrs. Peterson registered Morgana. Stopped. She actually took a half-step back, which I’d never seen from a seventy-year-old retired teacher who’d once stared down a parking enforcement officer until he apologized.

“This is my aunt,” I said. “Morgana. Visiting from abroad.”

Morgana inclined her head with a regal grace that made Mrs. Peterson grip her grocery bag tighter. “A pleasure, Mrs. Peterson. Jake speaks well of your baking.”

“I — well — that’s very kind.” Mrs. Peterson’s eyes darted between Morgana’s silk blouse, her composed expression, and the general air of someone who’d been in charge of things since before Chicago had a skyline. “I’ll bring cookies tomorrow. The good ones. Not the Tuesday batch — the SATURDAY batch.”

She scurried away with a speed I’d never seen from her. Mrs. Peterson had never scurried from anything.

Cherry leaned toward me. “She was NERVOUS. I’ve never seen her nervous!”

“Morgana has that effect on people,” Raven said, and for once it wasn’t an insult.

On the walk home, Morgana fell into step beside me while the others ranged ahead. Her hat cast shadows across her face.

“This is how you spend your days?” she asked. “Managing their interactions with human society? Working your job? Feeding them?”

“Pretty much. Plus dodging interdimensional law enforcement.”

“And you find this… fulfilling?”

I thought about it. “Six weeks ago I was a twenty-four-year-old IT support guy whose biggest worry was making rent. Now I have three succubi, a dog, and some kind of supernatural transformation happening inside me.” I looked at Lyra, who was showing Cherry how to use a crosswalk button. Cherry pressed it seventeen times. Raven rolled her eyes so hard her entire body moved. “Yeah. It’s fulfilling.”

Morgana made a sound that might have been approval. Her pen moved on the clipboard she’d somehow concealed under her skirt.

“You’re still writing?”

“I’m always writing.”

Back at the apartment, Morgana tried the deep dish. She cut a precise slice. Examined it with the academic interest of a scientist presented with an unknown specimen. Took a single, measured bite.

Her eyes widened. Not dramatically — Morgana did nothing dramatically. But the widening was there. A fraction of a second where the scholarly detachment faltered and something like genuine surprise took its place.

“This is…” She chewed. Swallowed. “Acceptable.”

She took three more slices.

Cherry leaned toward Raven. “She likes it.”

“Obviously she likes it,” Raven said, taking her own slice. “It’s Lou Malnati’s.”

“But she SAID—”

“She said ‘acceptable.’ That’s Morgana for ‘this is the best thing I’ve eaten in a century.’”

Morgana did not deny this. She was too busy eating.

Kevin begged for cheese. Cherry gave him an entire slice behind my back, which I saw but chose not to address because the dog had earned some pizza after his two-day bedside vigil.

After dinner, Morgana cornered me in the kitchen while the others watched TV. Raven and Cherry had discovered a cooking competition show and were loudly arguing about someone’s soufflé technique. Lyra was trying to referee. Kevin was asleep on Raven’s lap, pinning her to the couch, which she tolerated with grumbling dignity.

“Your evaluation,” Morgana said. “I have preliminary observations.”

I leaned against the counter. “And?”

“You cook for them. You manage their public interactions with patience. You accommodate their supernatural needs without resentment.” She set down her wine glass with deliberate care. Her gaze found mine over the kitchen counter, steady and intent. “You touched the Glamour Class’s hand when she was confused at the store. A casual gesture she didn’t notice. But it grounded her. Gave her an anchor point.”

“She gets overwhelmed by too many choices. Touching her hand helps her focus.”

“You know this.”

“I learned it.”

She studied me. The professional detachment fell away like a mask she’d forgotten to hold — unguarded warmth flooding her features, softening them in ways I suspected she hadn’t intended.

“There’s something else you should know,” she said. “About the transformation timeline.”

My stomach clenched. “Go ahead.”

“Without the ritual, the uncontrolled transformation will kill you. Weeks. Possibly a month.” She held my gaze without flinching. “The more you feed your bonded succubi, the faster it accelerates — but if you stop feeding them, they starve. A cruel paradox. The very thing keeping them alive is the thing killing you.”

The words hit the room and stayed there, heavy and undeniable. In the other room, Cherry’s laughter at the cooking show carried through the wall, oblivious.

“And with the ritual?”

“Survivable. The ritual channels the transformation through a controlled framework. But it requires preparation — components, calibration of the bond network, and a genuine Lore Class bond to conduct the process.” Her gaze weighed something behind it. “When I’m satisfied… you’ll know.”

“And if you’re NOT satisfied?”

“Then I wouldn’t perform the ritual, because a failed transformation is worse than death. For everyone.” She said it without cruelty. Just fact. “But I’m here because I believe you’re compatible. The dream resonance, the seal connectivity, the behavioral indicators I’ve observed today — they all suggest you’re a viable candidate.”

“Viable. Romantic.”

The ghost of a smile. “I’m a researcher, not a poet.”

She stretched. The motion was casual, unconscious — or appeared to be. Her silk blouse tightened across her massive breasts, fabric straining as she raised her arms above her head. The unbuttoned gap widened. I caught a glimpse of olive skin, the shadow of cleavage deep enough to lose a train of thought in.

My throat went dry.

Morgana’s gaze flicked to mine. She’d caught me staring. Rather than embarrassment, her expression shifted to something like quiet satisfaction. Clinical, she’d said. An evaluation.

She was evaluating how I responded to her too.

“Get some rest,” she said, lowering her arms with deliberate slowness. “Tomorrow will be more of the same. And the day after.”

“And the day after that?”

“If you continue as you have? I’ll have everything I need.” She picked up her wine glass. Turned toward the spare room. Paused. “Your succubi love you, Jake Morrison. Not because of the seals or the bonds or the energy. Because of who you are when no one’s keeping score.”

She disappeared into the spare room. Kevin abandoned Raven’s lap to follow, which earned a betrayed growl from Raven and a smug tail-wag from Kevin.

I stood in the kitchen, her words echoing.

From the living room, the cooking show had reached its dramatic conclusion. Someone’s soufflé had collapsed.

“THAT’S what happens when you don’t fold GENTLY!” Cherry shrieked at the TV.

“Since when do you know about folding?” Raven demanded.

“Morgana taught me! This morning! When we did the laundry!”

“That’s… not the same kind of folding.”

“Folding is folding, Raven!”

Lyra appeared beside me. Her tail found my hand, the spaded tip warm against my palm. “She’s watching you. Evaluating.”

“I know.”

“No.” Lyra’s sky-blue eyes were serious. “She’s watching you the way I watch you when I think you’re not looking. She’s trying to understand why she feels drawn to something she planned to analyze from a distance.”

I looked at Lyra. “Your Emotion Sense is picking that up?”

“Loud and clear.” She squeezed my hand. “Whatever she decides, Jake — we’re all here. All of us. No matter what.”


Chapter 4: Bonds Deepening

Three days into Morgana’s evaluation, and I’d learned something about living with four succubi: the apartment had never been cleaner or louder.

Morgana had established a feeding schedule — color-coded, posted on the refrigerator with actual magnets. Lyra: Monday/Thursday. Cherry: Tuesday/Friday. Raven: Wednesday/Saturday. Morgana herself was marked as “TBD — evaluation period.” The schedule included time slots, meal assignments, and a column labeled “KEVIN WALKS” that Cherry had decorated with stickers she’d found at Mr. Okonkwo’s store.

Raven had added a second column for “PERIMETER CHECKS” in her precise, angular handwriting. Below it, Cherry had drawn a heart with Kevin’s face in it.

I stood in front of the refrigerator, reading the schedule, drinking Morgana’s annoyingly perfect coffee, feeling the transformation pulse through my bones like a second heartbeat.

Three weeks. Maybe four. That was the countdown now. Every day, the humming in my chest grew louder. My senses sharpened incrementally — conversations from the sidewalk below reached me like they were happening in the next room. The succubi’s locations registered in my awareness like hot spots on a thermal map. And sometimes, when I caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror, the gold flecks in my brown eyes seemed brighter than they should be.

It was Thursday. Lyra’s day.

She found me at the kitchen table after the others had scattered — Cherry walking Kevin in Lincoln Park with strict instructions to not let him lick strangers (she would absolutely let him lick strangers), Raven doing her shadow-based perimeter sweep, Morgana in the spare room with her journal and her wine, evaluating whatever it was she evaluated when she wasn’t evaluating me directly.

Lyra stood in the kitchen doorway, wearing one of my hoodies over a pair of shorts so small they might as well have been conceptual. Golden blonde hair loose around her shoulders. Delicate ivory horns catching the morning light. Her sky-blue eyes carried an intensity I’d come to recognize.

She wanted to talk. And she didn’t want the others around for it.

“Can we—” She bit her lip. The blush started on her cheeks, spreading down her neck. Classic Lyra. Even after everything we’d shared, she still blushed when she had something important to say. “Can we talk? In the bedroom?”

“Yeah.”

She took my hand and led me down the hall. The bedroom door closed behind us, and everything she’d been holding back flooded to the surface. She didn’t cry — Lyra wasn’t a crier, despite what her blushes might suggest. Instead, she sat on the bed’s edge, pulled her knees to her chest, and wrapped her tail around her own legs.

I sat beside her. Close enough that our shoulders touched.

“Jake.” Her voice was small. “I can feel the changes in you. Through our bond.” She pressed her palm flat against my chest, over my heart. “That hungry thing I sensed when you woke up? It’s louder now. Stronger. Like it’s pushing toward the surface instead of hiding underneath.”

“Morgana mentioned the transformation is accelerating.”

“I know. I can feel it accelerating.” Her blue eyes found mine, luminous with fear she was trying very hard not to let consume her. “Every time we feed, it speeds up. But if we stop feeding—”

“You starve.”

“We all die.” She said it flatly. “You from the transformation. Us from starvation. A perfect circle of death.” Her tail tightened around her legs. “I hate it.”

I took her face in my hands. She was warm — always warm, that supernatural heat radiating through her skin. Her pale skin flushed pink where my thumbs rested against her cheekbones.

“We’re going to survive this,” I said. “Morgana has the knowledge. The ritual works. She wouldn’t be here if she didn’t believe I was a viable candidate.”

“She says there’s a real chance the ritual could kill you.” Lyra’s voice cracked. “Even with a compatible anchor. The odds aren’t good.”

“Better than a hundred percent. Which is what happens if we do nothing.”

“I know the math.” She closed her eyes. Leaned into my hands. “I can’t lose you, Jake. I won’t. I came to this world alone and terrified and you were the first person who showed me kindness.” Her tail uncurled from her legs and found my wrist, wrapping tight. “Every version of the future where you don’t exist is a future I refuse to live in.”

“Then we don’t let that happen.”

She opened her eyes. The fear was still there, but it had been shoved aside — crowded out by a fierce determination that was unmistakably, irrevocably Lyra.

“Promise me,” she said.

“I promise.”

“You don’t even know what I’m going to ask.”

“Doesn’t matter. I promise.”

She surged forward and kissed me. Not the tender, maintenance-feeding kisses we’d been sharing while I recovered. This was desperate and real, her lips hot against mine, her fingers fisting in the front of my shirt, her tail wrapping from my wrist up my forearm. She tasted like honeysuckle and urgency.

She pulled back just enough to speak against my mouth. “If your body is changing, I want to know every version of you. Including this one.” Her hands found the hem of my shirt. Pulled it up and over my head. Her eyes traced my chest — lingering on my defined V-lines, the corded forearms she’d always found excuses to touch, the lean-athletic build that was maybe — maybe — slightly more defined than it had been a week ago. Transformation markers at work.

Her fingers trailed down my abs. Slow. Reverent. Like she was mapping terrain she’d known but discovering it had changed beneath her. “Your muscles are harder,” she murmured. “Denser. I can feel the energy beneath them.”

“Lyra—”

“I’m tired of being careful.” She pulled the hoodie over her head. No bra underneath, because she’d stopped wearing them weeks ago. Her perky C-cups bounced free, nipples already hard, pale pink against ivory skin. The blush had spread from her face to her chest, a heated flush that turned her ivory complexion rosy. She was gorgeous in the way that morning light is gorgeous — natural, unforced, beauty that didn’t need staging.

Her honeysuckle scent thickened in the air between us. Sweeter. Headier. The arousal indicator I’d learned to read months ago, when she’d first explained, blushing furiously, that succubi broadcast their desire through scent.

She pushed me down onto the bed.

I let her.

She straddled me, settling her weight onto my hips with her thighs on either side of mine. The shorts were thin enough that her heat bled through them, and I could feel how wet she was already, the damp fabric burning against me. My cock stiffened against her in an instant, the thin layers between us doing nothing to hide it. Her breath caught. Her hips shifted, grinding down against my hardness, and the friction made both of us groan.

Her blonde hair cascaded around us like a curtain. Her small horns framed her face. Her tail unwound from my arm and traced a lazy path down my stomach, the spaded tip dragging across my skin until it teased along my waistband.

“I can feel your heartbeat through the bond,” she whispered. “It’s faster than it should be.”

“That’s because you’re sitting on me in your underwear, soaking through your shorts.”

The blush deepened. She bit her lip. But she didn’t deny it — she rolled her hips again, deliberately, dragging her wet heat along the length of my cock through the fabric. “Then let me feel ALL of it.”

She kissed me again. Deeper. Her tongue found mine, and the energy transfer began — that tidal pull between us, the bond thrumming like a plucked string. But something was different this time. Something NEW. Where the energy usually flowed from me to her, a secondary current had appeared, flowing in the opposite direction. My energy reaching for hers. Hungry.

Lyra gasped against my mouth. “Jake — I can feel that. What is—”

“I don’t know.”

“It’s warm. It’s…” She pressed closer, her bare breasts against my chest, the stiff points of her nipples dragging across my skin. She shivered, her hips stuttering. “It’s like you’re pulling me in. Not taking. Just… drawing me closer.”

The changes inside me surged. A current of heat flooded through me, originating somewhere behind my sternum and spreading outward. My hands found her waist and slid up her ribs with a grip that was stronger than it should have been. She noticed. Her eyes widened.

“You’re stronger,” she breathed.

I was. My fingers pressed into her skin with a firmness that would have been impossible a week ago. The give of her flesh registered against my fingertips, the living heat of her blood beneath, the rapid pulse of her heart communicating through tissue and bone.

“Does it hurt?” I asked.

“No.” Her voice had dropped to something raw and open. “Do it harder.”

I pulled her down and rolled us, pressing her into the mattress with my full weight. She wrapped her legs around my waist, her shorts riding up, her tail coiling around my thigh. Her wings — small, vestigial, beautiful — fluttered against the sheets.

“Tell me what you need,” I said against her throat. I could feel the answer through the bond — a roaring wave of desire — but I wanted to hear her say it.

“You.” Her nails raked down my back. “Inside me. Everywhere. I need you so bad it hurts.”

I kissed down her neck. The vanilla note in her scent sharpened, the sweetness shifting from background hum to something urgent and demanding. Her skin tasted like warm honey. I traced the blush down from her collarbone to her breasts, and when I closed my mouth around her nipple and sucked, she arched off the bed with a moan she didn’t try to contain. I licked the stiff peak, bit down gently, and she gasped my name. I gave the other breast the same attention — tongue circling the pale pink nipple, teeth grazing, my hand kneading the soft flesh while she writhed.

“Jake…” Her hands pulled at my waistband. I helped her, kicking free of my pants and boxers. My cock sprang free, hard and aching, and her eyes dropped to it. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around the shaft, stroking once, her touch scalding.

“God, you feel thick,” she whispered, her thumb swiping over the head, spreading the pre-cum that had gathered. Her hand pumped slowly, and I groaned into her neck.

She shimmied out of her shorts — practically nothing to them — and then it was skin on skin, her entire body pressed against mine, warmer than any human could ever be. I could feel the slick heat of her bare pussy against my thigh, wet enough that it smeared across my skin when she shifted.

I cupped her breasts, thumbs finding her nipples, and she gasped. Her C-cups fit perfectly in my hands, soft and feverish and exactly right. I rolled her nipples between my fingers, pinching, tugging, and she bucked against me, grinding her soaked slit against my thigh.

“Please,” she whispered. “I need you. All of you.”

“Not yet.” I kissed down her throat. Felt her pulse hammering against my lips, too fast, almost scorching. “I want to feel how the bond works when I make you fall apart.”

I kissed between her breasts. Down her stomach. Her muscles jumped under my lips. Her hands found my hair, fingers threading, gripping. Her tail whipped from my thigh to my arm, the spaded tip pressing hard against my bicep — her version of squeezing my hand.

I slid my hand between her thighs. She was soaking — supernatural wetness, different from human, slicker and warmer, almost iridescent against her pale skin. I dragged two fingers through her folds, coating them, parting her lips to expose the swollen bud of her clit. My fingers found it and she jolted, a sharp cry escaping. Her Emotion Sense had the bond wide open between us — I could feel what she felt, the electric jolt of pleasure echoing back through the connection and amplifying in my chest.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I murmured against her hip. “I can feel everything you feel through the bond.”

“I know.” Her voice cracked. “I can feel you feeling me.” She gave a breathless laugh that turned into a moan as I slid two fingers inside her. Tight. Dripping. Her pussy clenched around my fingers immediately, the wet heat of her gripping me as I curled upward. “It’s — oh God — it’s a loop. Everything you do to me, I feel it, and you feel me feeling it, and—”

“Feedback loop.”

“Yes. That.” Her hips rolled against my hand, fucking herself on my fingers. Her tail tightened on my arm. Her winglets fluttered frantically, brushing the sheets. “Jake, if you don’t get inside me in the next five seconds, I’m going to—”

I replaced my fingers with my mouth. She hadn’t expected that. Her back arched off the bed and a sound tore from her throat — half gasp, half scream, pure surprise. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked, my tongue flicking the swollen nub while I pushed two fingers back inside her, curling them against her front wall. She tasted sweeter than any human, always, like honeyed wine — and the bond flooded with a wave of pleasure so intense it nearly knocked me sideways.

Her thighs clamped around my head. Her tail wrapped around my forearm hard enough to leave marks. Her fingers pulled my hair, grinding my face against her pussy.

“Jake — your tongue — don’t stop — right there, right THERE — oh GOD—”

I held her hips down with my new strength and ate her pussy like she was the last meal I’d ever have. My tongue lapped her clit in tight circles while my fingers pumped steadily, her slick arousal running down my hand, dripping onto the sheets. The wet, obscene sounds of my mouth on her mixed with her increasingly desperate cries. The feedback loop between us was cycling so fast I could feel the pressure building in her core as if it were my own — her walls fluttering around my fingers, her thighs shaking, her whole body coiling tighter.

“I’m going to — Jake, I’m going to cum — please, I need your cock, I need you inside me when I —”

I kissed my way back up her body — her stomach, the valley between her breasts, her throat, her mouth. She tasted herself on my lips and moaned into the kiss, her tongue chasing the flavor, pulling at my hips with desperate hands.

I aligned myself. Notched the head of my cock against her entrance, feeling how impossibly wet she was, her slick heat parting around me. The first push drew a sound from both of us — her moan and my groan tangling together. She was tight and hot and drenched, her walls gripping me as I slid deeper, inch by inch, until I bottomed out inside her and her eyes rolled.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed. “You feel bigger. When did you — God, you’re stretching me.”

The Empathic Bond transmitted everything: her fullness, her relief, the aching stretch of her pussy around my cock, the desperate need for me to move.

My hands gripped her hips. Harder than before. Harder than I’d ever been able to grip. The increased strength was intoxicating — I could hold her exactly where I wanted her, pin her in place, control the angle, the depth, the speed. She felt it. Her eyes went wide and then half-lidded, the bright blue drowning in arousal.

“You’re… oh…” She clutched at my back, nails digging in hard enough to draw lines. “You’re so much stronger. When did you get so—”

I thrust deep. She lost the sentence. Her wings spread flat against the sheets, fluttering with every stroke. Her tail abandoned my thigh and wrapped around my lower back, pulling me closer, demanding more, the spaded tip digging into my spine.

I gave her more. Drove into her with a rhythm that built steadily, my hips snapping against hers, the slap of skin on skin filling the bedroom. The wet sounds were obscene — her pussy squelching around my cock with every stroke, her arousal coating my shaft, dripping down to the sheets beneath us. She was loud when she wanted to be and louder when she couldn’t help it. Right now she couldn’t help it.

“You feel incredible,” I growled against her ear, driving in deep enough to make her yelp. “So tight. So fucking wet for me.”

“Only for you,” she gasped. “Only ever — ah! — right there, God, right there—”

“That’s my girl.” I gripped a fistful of her golden hair and pulled her head back, exposing her throat. She whimpered, but her pussy clenched around me so hard I nearly came right then. The bond confirmed what her body already told me — the dominance lit her up like nothing else.

“Jake — something’s building — I can feel it, God, I can feel it through the bond—”

The Empathic Bond was wide open. A circuit between us, pleasure looping from her body to mine and back, each pass amplifying the signal. I could feel her orgasm approaching like a wave building offshore, could feel the pressure in her core that matched the pressure in mine.

I shifted the angle. Hitched her hips higher, lifting her ass off the mattress, driving deeper, finding the spot inside her that made her voice crack. She cried out, hands fisting the sheets, back arching off the bed.

“There — right THERE — Jake, don’t stop, please don’t — I’ll do anything, just don’t stop—”

I gripped her hips hard enough to leave bruises. Held her exactly where I wanted her, pinned and spread and helpless beneath me. Drove into her with focused precision, every thrust bottoming out against that spot, her pleasure spiking into my awareness with each impact. Her tits bounced with the force of it, her body jolting up the bed, the headboard knocking against the wall.

“Who do you belong to?” The words came out rough, primal, something the transformation was pulling from deep inside me.

“You,” she sobbed. “Yours. I’m yours, Jake — please — I’m so close—”

The orgasm hit her like a detonation.

She screamed — actually screamed, the sound ripped from her chest — and her pussy clamped down on my cock so hard I saw stars. Her body arched, wings spreading wide enough to clear the nightstand, tail thrashing. And then the wetness came — a hot gush of fluid that sprayed against my lower stomach, soaked my cock, drenched my thighs, the sheets, everything beneath us.

She squirted hard. Harder than she ever had. The force of it was surprising even to her — her eyes flew open in shock, her pussy still convulsing around me, and then her eyes rolled back as a second wave followed the first. She gushed again, her cum running in rivulets down my shaft, pooling in the crease of her thighs, her entire body shaking as the orgasm tore through her.

“I can’t — I can’t stop — oh GOD, Jake—”

Her pleasure slammed into me like a wall of fire — the Empathic Bond wide open, no filter, no distance. It was beyond anything I’d experienced — her orgasm feeding mine, mine feeding hers, the loop cycling faster and faster until I couldn’t tell which sensation was mine and which was hers.

I buried myself to the hilt and came with a groan that was closer to a growl. My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing hard, each spurt flooding her with thick, hot cum. Every shot was accompanied by a surge of energy — warmer, more potent, different from anything I’d felt before. Not draining. Giving. I could feel my cum filling her, feel the heat of it inside her through the bond, feel her pussy milking every drop with greedy, rhythmic spasms.

Lyra felt it. Her eyes flew open. Her mouth formed a perfect O. “Jake — your cum — it’s so hot, it feels like — it’s filling me with — oh—”

Another wave hit her. A third orgasm, triggered by the energy flooding her system, her walls clenching down on me in rhythmic pulses that drew out everything I had. She squirted again — a forceful spray that soaked my cock, my thighs, the ruined sheets — and screamed my name loud enough that the L train’s rumble couldn’t compete. I could feel my cum leaking out of her around my shaft, the overflow dripping down between her ass cheeks as her body tried to take more than it could hold.

The feedback loop peaked. Her pleasure crashed into mine, mine into hers, cycling faster and faster until the sensation was continuous, a single sustained note of overwhelming sensation that left us both shaking and gasping and clinging to each other like gravity had failed.

Then it broke, like a wave reaching the shore, and we collapsed.

I fell beside her. She immediately curled into me, her entire body pressed against mine, tail wrapped around my leg, wings folding against my chest. The scent of honeysuckle was overwhelming — she was radiating it like a heater. Her skin was flushed from her cheeks to her thighs, a rosy glow against porcelain that made her look like she’d been bathing in candlelight.

“Jake,” she breathed. Her voice was wrecked. “What was THAT?”

“I think the transformation is changing how the energy works.”

“It felt like…” She pressed her face against my chest. I could feel her heart pounding through the bond, gradually slowing. “Like you were giving, not taking. Like you were pouring energy INTO me instead of the other way around.”

I felt it too. The usual post-feeding lethargy was absent. In its place, a strange fullness — like I’d eaten a full meal instead of skipping one. The transformation markers surged, a low thrum of energy building in my chest, but I didn’t feel drained. I felt charged.

“The transformation is accelerating,” I said. “But it doesn’t feel like it’s killing me.”

“No.” Her Emotion Sense was working, scanning my energy. “Your reserves are… higher than they were before. That doesn’t make sense. You just fed me — you should be depleted.”

“Should be. Aren’t.”

She lifted her head. Her sky-blue eyes found mine, glowing with an expression I hadn’t seen before. Awe. “Jake. What if the transformation isn’t just changing what you are? What if it’s changing how the feeding works?”

Before I could answer, her seal lit up.

Her lower back blazed with golden light — the intricate pattern I’d first seen months ago during our earliest encounters. But this time, I could see something I’d never noticed before. Faint lines extending from the edges of her seal, reaching outward, stretching toward… nothing. Empty space where another seal should connect.

The Constellation. Incomplete. Searching for its missing pieces.

The gold light reflected off the sheets, off her skin, off the tears that had gathered at the corners of her eyes. Not sadness. Overwhelm.

Numbers scrolled behind my eyes, the system registering what had just happened:

[System — Exile Status Update] Lyra – Bond +100 -> 750 (Bonded) Adaptation +5% -> 30% ABILITY UNLOCK: Empathic Bond Seal resonance: Constellation fragment – seeking connection

[System — Anchor Status] Transformation: 18% active. Acceleration detected.

Seven hundred and fifty. Bonded. The highest threshold she’d reached.

And a new ability: Empathic Bond. Not just sensing emotions — a genuine link between us, deep and permanent.

It settled into place like a key turning in a lock. A connection that went beyond the physical, beyond the magical. Something intrinsic. Fundamental. A thread woven into the fabric of what we were to each other.

“I can feel everything you feel,” Lyra whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “Not just sense it. I can SHARE it. It’s… overwhelming.”

“Good overwhelming or bad?”

“Good. Very good.” She kissed my chest, her lips warm against my skin. “Also, you need to stop worrying about us. I can feel THAT too.”

“I wasn’t—”

“You were. You are. Right now, underneath the satisfaction and the tenderness and the relief, you’re worrying about the transformation and the timeline and whether Morgana will approve the ritual.” She looked up at me with those bright, searching blue eyes. “I can feel all of it. Every layer.”

I couldn’t lie to her anymore. Not with the Empathic Bond making my emotions transparent.

“I’m scared,” I admitted. “Not of dying. Of leaving you. All of you.”

Her tail tightened around my leg. “Then don’t.”

“That’s the plan.”

She laid her head back on my chest. We breathed together. Her emotions washed over me — fierce love, protective determination, residual fear she was actively forcing down. The bond carried everything now.

“The seal lines,” I said. “Did you see them? Extending from your pattern?”

“I felt them. Reaching. Like arms searching for something to hold onto.”

“There are empty spaces in the design. Places where more seals should connect.”

“More succubi?”

“Maybe.”

She was quiet for a moment. I sensed her processing this — the link between us carrying her thoughts before her face could shape them. “Whatever comes, we face it together. All of us.”

Through the bedroom wall, I heard pages turning, then the soft sound of writing. Morgana. She’d felt the seal resonance from the other room — of course she had. Her Magical Sense would have detected the energy spike.

On my way to the bathroom, I passed the spare room. The door was ajar. Morgana sat at the desk, journal open, pen frozen above the page. She was staring at the wall that separated her room from our bedroom, and her expression was something I hadn’t seen on her before.

Thoughtful. And possibly impressed.

She sensed me watching and the expression vanished behind composure, smooth as a closing door. “The resonance spike was significant,” she said, all business. “The Constellation fragment patterns are more directionally specific than I theorized.”

“That mean something good?”

She looked down at her journal. Back at me. “It means you’re compatible in ways I hadn’t anticipated.” She dipped her pen. “Go back to your succubus. I need to recalculate.”

I went.

“We should shower,” Lyra murmured.

“Probably.”

Neither of us moved.

“The sheets are destroyed,” she said, smiling against my chest.

“We’ll add it to Cherry’s laundry victories.”

A laugh. Small and warm and real. Her tail curled tighter.

That night, I dreamed of the Constellation. Four points of light connected by lines of fire. The fourth point — Morgana’s — flickered. Not yet stable. Not yet real. But close.

And beyond the four, in the darkness, more points. Distant. Faint. Waiting.

The design had room for more. How many more, I couldn’t tell.

I woke to Lyra’s heat beside me, her breathing slow and steady, her tail draped across my hip.


Chapter 5: The Silver Stranger

Tuesday morning. Normal as they came, these days.

The L train rumbled past outside, shaking the apartment in its familiar mechanical greeting. Kevin needed a walk. We were out of milk, Cherry had eaten the last of the bread (all forty types of which she’d tried and ranked in a spreadsheet Morgana had taught her to make), and I needed air.

Whatever was rewriting my biology had been particularly active overnight. I’d woken at 3 AM with my skin feeling like it was conducting electricity, every nerve ending firing at once. I could hear Cherry’s light snoring two rooms away. Raven’s breathing, slow and deliberate, from the couch. Lyra’s heartbeat from beside me, transmitted through the new Empathic Bond like a lullaby I couldn’t mute. And Morgana, in the spare room — she didn’t snore. She barely seemed to breathe. Just the occasional rustle of turning pages. The woman read through the night like a vampire with a library card.

“I’ll do the grocery run,” I told Lyra, pulling on a jacket. “Quick trip to Mr. Okonkwo’s.”

Lyra’s tail tip traced my knuckles, then threaded through my fingers. Through the Empathic Bond, I felt her spike of anxiety — a quick flare that she suppressed almost immediately. “Be careful.”

“It’s a block and a half.”

“I know. Still.”

I kissed her forehead, between her ivory horns. She flushed pink, which after weeks together still managed to be adorable.

Outside, Chicago was doing its thing. The October wind off Lake Michigan had teeth, cutting through my jacket the moment I stepped onto the sidewalk. The L train roared on its elevated track above, shadows of passing cars flickering across the concrete. A jogger passed, breath steaming. A taxi honked at a cyclist. The city was awake and indifferent to the fact that a transforming portal anchor was heading to the corner store for milk.

I was halfway to Mr. Okonkwo’s when someone fell into step beside me.

Not physically close enough to be threatening. Just… there. Walking at my pace. Like we’d been going the same direction all along.

“Mr. Morrison.” The voice was pleasant. Conversational. Like we were old acquaintances running into each other on a Tuesday morning. “A moment of your time?”

I stopped. Turned.

The man was impeccably dressed. Dark suit, tailored to precision, fabric that caught light instead of reflecting it. Silver hair, cropped short and precise. Angular features — high cheekbones, a sharp jaw, the proportions of something that had studied human faces and reproduced one with almost-perfect accuracy. Almost. The symmetry was too perfect. The skin too smooth. The eyes — pale silver, like mercury — held an intelligence that was older than the face it lived in.

He smiled. It was a good smile. Warm, even. A smile designed to make you forget that the person wearing it wasn’t entirely human.

“Do I know you?” I said.

“No. But I know you. You’re the anchor — the beacon that’s been pulling exiles across the dimensional barrier.” He said it the way someone might say you’re the guy who runs the coffee shop on Third Street. Casual. Factual. “I’ve been monitoring your situation for some time.”

My body went rigid. The changes pulsed beneath my skin, and an unfamiliar current surged with them — an awareness, an instinct. The same instinct that made Kevin growl at threats. This man was dangerous.

“And you are?”

“Someone who wants to prevent a catastrophe.” He extended a hand. I didn’t take it. He withdrew it without offense. “My name is Aldric. And I represent the interests of the Banisher Concordat.”

Banisher.

The word hit me like a fist to the sternum. The faction that had exiled the succubi. That had marked them with seals they didn’t understand. The faction connected to Raven’s darkest memories — the ones she still couldn’t talk about. That had dispatched an agent to Earth — the agent Morgana had warned us about.

He was standing three feet from me in broad daylight, wearing a suit that cost more than my monthly rent, and smiling like we were discussing the weather.

“I’m not interested,” I said.

“You haven’t heard what I’m offering.”

“I don’t need to.”

“I think you do.” He fell into step beside me again as I resumed walking. Not aggressive. Just persistent. “Mr. Morrison, I understand your position. You have three — forgive me, four — exiled succubi under your protection. You’ve bonded with them. You care for them. That’s evident and, frankly, admirable.”

I said nothing. Kept walking. The new current inside me was screaming, my skin tingling, my senses pushed to maximum. I could feel every person on the street, every heartbeat within a fifty-foot radius. Aldric’s was different. Slower. Wrong.

“But the seals they carry are dangerous,” Aldric continued. “Not to them specifically. To the fabric of reality itself.” His pleasant tone didn’t waver. “The patterns on their skin — what your Lore Class friend calls the Constellation — were designed as a mechanism. A very old, very powerful mechanism. When complete, it degrades dimensional barriers. Permanently.”

I stopped again. Looked at him.

“You’re telling me the seals will destroy reality.”

“I’m telling you the seals COULD destabilize the barriers between dimensions. Not destroy — degrade. The distinction matters, but the result is similar: unchecked dimensional crossover, entities flooding between realms, the infrastructure that keeps reality organized collapsing like a house of cards.” His silver eyes held mine. “I’m not here to hurt anyone. I’m here to prevent an extinction-level event. The sealed succubi aren’t criminals — they’re carriers of something they don’t understand.”

“And the Banishers? The ones who EXILED them?” I let the anger edge into my voice. “The ones who tore families apart? Ripped people from their homes and threw them across dimensions?”

Aldric’s mask slipped. Just a fraction. A tightening around his silver eyes, a slight tension in his jaw. “The exile was… an imperfect solution. I won’t pretend otherwise. Mistakes were made. People were hurt.” He paused. “But the alternative — letting the Constellation complete — would be worse.”

“For whom?”

He didn’t answer that. Instead, his gaze sharpened. “The Lore Class who arrived earlier this week. Morgana. She’s planning a transformation ritual. Intends to convert you from a human anchor to an incubus.”

“So?”

“You should know: the ritual has a forty percent fatality rate for the anchor.” His voice was quiet. Genuine concern, or an excellent imitation. “She won’t tell you that.”

I held his gaze. Let the silence stretch. Traffic noise swelled and faded behind us. Chicago continued being Chicago, indifferent to the fact that two beings from different dimensions were having a quiet argument about the fate of reality on a Tuesday morning.

“She told me there’s a risk,” I said. “She didn’t sugarcoat it.”

A crack appeared in Aldric’s composure. Surprise. He hadn’t expected that. “She told you about the fatality rate?”

“She told me the transformation could kill me. I didn’t need a specific number to understand what ‘fatal’ means.” I held his gaze. “I set a condition when she arrived. No lies. No curated information. Everything on the table. She’s held to it.”

His silver eyes narrowed. Not with anger — with reassessment. He was recalculating. The expression was subtle but I caught it with the sharpened perception the transformation was giving me. He’d come here expecting to plant a seed of doubt about Morgana’s honesty. Finding that seed had no soil to land in changed his approach.

“You trust her,” he said. Not a question.

“I believe the woman who walked through my front door on purpose to help. Not the man who cornered me on a sidewalk to plant doubts.”

Aldric studied me. The pleasant mask crumbled, and what lived underneath was exhaustion. Not malice. Not cruelty. The bone-deep fatigue of a man who’d delivered the same warnings to the same deaf ears for longer than he cared to remember.

“You’re going to let her do it,” he said. “Despite the risk.”

“I’m going to let her do it because without it, I die anyway. And they starve.” I stepped closer. The transformation surged, and I felt something push outward from my chest — an energy, a presence, that made Aldric stiffen. “I’m going to survive the ritual. I’m going to keep my succubi alive. And if the Banisher Concordat has a problem with that, they can take a number and get in line behind the Wardens.”

Aldric reached into his jacket. I tensed. But he only produced a card — plain white, no text, just a phone number embossed in silver.

“When you’re ready to discuss alternatives,” he said, holding it out. “I’ll be available.”

I didn’t take the card. He set it on a nearby bench.

“The Constellation isn’t what she thinks it is,” he said. “And neither is the transformation.” He turned. Walked away. Three steps, four, and then he was just another silver-haired man in a suit on a Chicago sidewalk. Five steps, six, and he was gone. Absorbed into the morning crowd like smoke into wind.

I stood there for a long moment. The L train roared overhead. A woman with a stroller walked past. Mr. Okonkwo’s corner store sign blinked in the distance.

The card sat on the bench, catching sunlight.

I left it there.



The apartment went silent when I told them.

Not the quiet of calm. The quiet of a room full of people who’d stopped breathing.

Cherry sat on the couch, Kevin in her lap. Her tail had stopped swishing. Her heart-shaped pupils were wide and dark.

Raven stood by the window, arms crossed, body vibrating with a tension that made the shadows in the room deepen. Her tail lashed against the wall with enough force to leave a mark in the plaster.

“Banishers.” The word came from between her teeth like a curse. Her violet eyes glowed faint purple, her Shadow Blend flickering in and out like a candle in a draft. “They’re the ones who—” She stopped. Drew a breath that shuddered through her entire body. “They’re the ones who exiled me. Who took my sister.”

The room went even quieter.

Raven almost never talked about her sister. The few times it had come up, she’d shut it down before details could emerge. A sister she’d lost. A mentor who’d betrayed her. An exile she hadn’t chosen.

“He said the Constellation will tear reality apart,” I said. “That the seals are some kind of dimensional destabilization mechanism.”

Morgana sat in the kitchen chair, her journal closed on the table in front of her. Her glasses were already off. Bad sign. “He’s partially right.”

Every head turned to her.

“The Constellation could affect dimensional barriers. That’s not fabrication — I’ve seen the theoretical models. But ‘tear reality apart’ is a dramatic oversimplification built on fear-based scholarship.” She opened her journal to a page dense with equations I couldn’t follow. “The Banisher Concordat’s research is built on two centuries of censored texts and incomplete data. They studied fragments and built worst-case scenarios. I’ve studied the same fragments, plus texts they chose to suppress.” She looked up. “Our conclusions differ.”

“What’s YOUR conclusion?” Lyra asked. She sat beside me, her hand in mine, her Empathic Bond flooding me with her terror — raw and unfiltered. She was trying to keep it off her face for the others’ sake. She couldn’t hide it from me.

“That the Constellation is significant. Potentially transformative. But ‘transformative’ doesn’t inherently mean ‘destructive.’” Morgana’s gaze was steady. “The Banishers see a weapon. I see something that COULD be a weapon — or could be something we haven’t imagined. Neither of us has enough data to be certain.”

“That’s not comforting,” Raven said.

“It’s honest. Which is more than the Banishers are being.”

“He also said the ritual has a forty percent fatality rate,” I added.

The number hit the room like a physical blow. Cherry’s hand froze on Kevin’s fur. Lyra’s grip on mine became painful.

Morgana closed her eyes. When she opened them, they were harder. “Closer to thirty. For a compatible anchor.” She looked around the room, owning the number she was about to put into the air. “And you ARE compatible — the dream resonance, the seal connectivity, the rate at which your transformation markers are advancing all confirm it. I wouldn’t be here if you weren’t viable.”

“Thirty is less than forty,” Cherry offered into the silence. “That’s good, right?”

“Thirty percent chance of DYING, Cherry,” Raven snapped.

Cherry’s tail drooped. Kevin, sensing the shift in her energy, pressed his head harder into her lap. “Oh.” A long pause. Her heart-shaped pupils had lost their sparkle. She looked down at Kevin and stroked his fur with mechanical motions. “That’s not good.”

Raven moved from the window to the center of the room. Her shadows had darkened the corners, an unconscious manifestation of her emotional state. Her thick hips were rigid, her combat boots planted wide, her entire posture radiating a fury that was older than anything in this apartment.

“The Banishers hunt us. The Wardens hunt us. And now this — this SUIT shows up on a sidewalk and talks about extinction events and forty percent death rates like he’s discussing the weather.” Her eyes burned with that faint purple glow. “I am so tired of being hunted.”

“We’re not being hunted,” I said. “He came to talk.”

“That’s HOW they start. Talk first. Manipulation. Then when you trust them, when you think they’re reasonable—” Her voice broke. She caught it. Rebuilt it. “When you think they’re reasonable, they take everything.”

She wasn’t talking about Aldric anymore. She was talking about the mentor who’d turned her in. The sister who’d been taken.

Lyra’s terror hit me like a punch — the bond transmitted everything before her face could hide it. She was fighting to keep her face neutral, and failing — I could see the tension in her jaw, the way her tail had gone rigid, the faint tremor in her hands.

I squeezed her hand. Pushed a thought through the bond — not words, exactly. More like a feeling. I’m going to be fine.

Through the bond, clear as speech: I can feel that you don’t fully believe that.

…Yeah. But I’m still going to be fine.

Kevin’s head came up from Cherry’s lap. His ears flattened. A low growl rumbled from his chest — not the nervous whine he produced for Wardens. This was deeper. Angrier. His hackles rose as he stared at the apartment door.

“He’s close,” I said. “Aldric. He’s nearby. Probably watching the building.”

Raven’s shadows deepened. “I’ll find him. I’ll shadow-step behind him and—”

“No.” Morgana’s voice cut through Raven’s fury like a blade. “That’s exactly what he wants. He WANTS us reactive. He wants us afraid and making mistakes.” She stood. Her presence filled the room — not just physically, though her massive wings mantled slightly, casting shadows across the walls. It was something else. Authority. The kind that came from surviving things that should have killed her, over and over, for longer than any human could fathom.

“The Banisher changes our timeline, not our plan,” she said. “I need to accelerate the preparation. If he’s here, he’ll try to disrupt the ritual — sabotage the components, interfere with the bond calibration, or attempt to convince one of us that the transformation is too dangerous.”

She looked at each of us in turn. Lyra, clinging to my hand. Cherry, holding Kevin like a furry shield. Raven, vibrating with barely contained rage. Me, trying to project a confidence I only half felt.

“We need to be ready before he’s ready,” Morgana said. “Which means I need to evaluate further. Faster.”

“How much longer?” I asked.

“Days. Not weeks.” She reached for her journal. Opened it to a specific page. I caught a glimpse of an illustration — a human figure surrounded by geometric patterns, body twisted and distorted, limbs bent at angles that weren’t anatomically possible. Lines of energy converged from multiple points, but where they met the figure, the flesh TORE. The skin peeled back in rendered detail. The face was a mask of agony, mouth open in a silent scream. Around the ruined figure, symbols I didn’t recognize. Below it, in Morgana’s precise handwriting: Transformation failure. Anchor incompatible. Total biological collapse.

The image was disturbing. She closed the journal before I could look longer.

“I need to accelerate the preparation,” she said. “Starting now. The ritual components require assembly, the bond network needs calibration, and your body—” she looked at me “—needs to be ready to survive the transformation.”

“How long?”

“A week. Maybe less.” She placed the journal under her arm. Her chin lifted, and the professional composure fell away on its own — no gesture needed. The amber eyes that met mine were worried. Human, despite being anything but.

“But I need to evaluate you further,” she said. “Starting tonight.”

Tonight. The silence after it stretched tight.

“What kind of evaluation?” I asked.

Her expression didn’t change. But the measured poise behind her gaze dissolved, replaced by something older and more personal.

“The kind that requires your full attention,” she said, and disappeared into the spare room.

The door closed behind her. Kevin whined at it.

“She’s going to—” Cherry started.

“Don’t,” Raven said.

“But she—”

“DON’T.”

Lyra leaned against me. Her terror was still there — I didn’t need the bond to feel it, but the bond made sure I felt every layer. She was wrapping it in determination, forcing it into a shape she could carry. “Whatever evaluation she needs,” Lyra said quietly, “we give her. Whatever it takes to save you.”

I held her. Felt Raven’s gaze on us, watching with an intensity that had nothing to do with jealousy and everything to do with fear she’d never admit to.

Cherry hugged Kevin tighter. Her tail swished once — tentative, fragile, not the usual hurricane of pink energy. “Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“I don’t like the silver man. He made everything feel cold.”

“I know.”

“Can we have pizza tonight? Lou Malnati’s. The one with the sausage.”

“Yeah, Cherry. We can have pizza.”

Her tail swished again. Slightly stronger.

The system pinged, clinical and precise:

[System — Threat Detected] External entity: Banisher-class operative Classification: HIGH Tactics: Infiltration/Subversion Recommendation: Accelerate defensive preparations

Kevin growled at the door one more time, then settled his head on Cherry’s lap with a sigh that said he’d keep watch from here.

Somewhere in Chicago, a man in a dark suit with silver hair and silver eyes was watching my building.

And behind my ribs, the transformation markers pulsed harder than ever.


Chapter 6: Sister Shock

The buzzer sounded at 4 PM on Saturday, which meant either a delivery, Mrs. Peterson with more cookies, or the end of the world.

It was worse.

“Jake! Open up! I brought Lou Malnati’s!”

Mia.

My sister’s voice chirped through the intercom with a brightness that sent ice through my veins. Not because I didn’t love my sister. I did. Fiercely. The problem was everything else about the situation — four succubi in my apartment, a Banisher agent surveilling the building, the transformation ticking like a clock inside my chest, and the last time Mia had visited, she’d been wearing a crop top and asking Cherry for seduction tips.

“Oh! She brought the pizza!” Cherry bounced off the couch with enough enthusiasm to rattle the coffee table. Kevin barked in sympathy.

“Nobody move,” I said. “Raven, glamour up. Morgana, wings away. Cherry, for the love of God, put on a bra.”

“Why?”

“Because my SISTER is coming up.”

“But she knows about—”

“She knows you’re my roommate. She does NOT know you’re a succubus who’s been subconsciously corrupting her personality for months.”

Cherry tilted her head. Her massive E-cups tilted with her. Hard nipples visible through the thin fabric of her tank top like they were making a formal announcement. “I’m not corrupting her. I’m helping her find herself!”

“You’re helping her find SOMEONE ELSE’S self. Specifically, yours.”

Raven materialized from the shadow of the bookshelf, where she’d been reading one of Morgana’s demon realm texts. Her violet eyes glowed faintly with amusement. She muttered her glamour — horns and tail vanishing, eyes shifting from violet to a dark brown that was close enough to pass. She looked like a goth college student. The most distractingly thicc goth college student in Chicago, but human-passing.

Morgana was already glamoured, her wings folded into invisibility, her horns concealed. Without them, she looked like an improbably gorgeous woman in her late thirties — silk blouse, reading glasses, the air of a university professor who could ruin your GPA and your composure in the same office visit.

Lyra glamoured her horns and tail, the small ivory nubs and spaded appendage flickering away. Brown contact lenses hid her sky-blue irises. She looked like the girl next door. Literally. If the girl next door was preternaturally beautiful and smelled like honeysuckle.

Cherry glamoured her candy-pink horns and tail with a minor shimmer of illusion. Put on a sports bra that made absolutely zero difference to the structural situation. Her heart-shaped pupils shifted to round ones, pink irises darkening to something approximating normal brown.

She still looked like an anime character escaped from a Very Specific kind of show, but there was only so much glamour could do.

I opened the door.

Mia Morrison walked in on stiletto heels.

I stared.

She wore a bodycon dress — tight, black, hugging every curve she had and suggesting several she’d recently acquired. The hemline stopped mid-thigh. The neckline plunged to display cleavage that was definitely enhanced by a push-up bra she’d never owned six months ago. Her brown hair — same color as mine — was styled in Cherry’s signature bouncy waves, highlighted with caramel streaks that caught the light. Acrylic nails, manicured to pink tips. Full contour makeup: sculpted cheekbones, dramatic lashes, lips glossed to a shine.

Her body language was Pure Cherry. Hips swaying with the practiced rhythm of someone who’d spent hours perfecting it. Chest out. Shoulders back. One hand on her hip in the exact pose Cherry used when she was presenting something she was proud of.

Side by side, they were uncanny. Like before and after photos from a corruption tutorial.

“Hey, big brother!” Mia beamed. Then she registered the apartment. Four women. One dog. One brother with his jaw on the floor.

Behind her, a guy shuffled in nervously. Tall, sandy-haired, early twenties. He wore khakis and a collared shirt and the expression of a man who’d agreed to meet his girlfriend’s brother without fully understanding the scope of the situation.

“This is Brandon,” Mia said, gesturing with the pizza boxes. “Brandon, this is Jake. He’s my dorky older brother.”

“Hey, man.” Brandon extended a hand. I shook it. His grip was clammy. He was sweating. This might have been first-date nerves, but his eyes had drifted past me to the living room, where Cherry had risen from the couch.

Cherry’s corruption aura, even passively, lowered inhibitions within a fifteen-foot radius. Brandon had entered that radius approximately four seconds ago. His pupils dilated. His mouth dropped open slightly. He stared at Cherry’s chest with the glazed focus of a man watching a solar eclipse without protective lenses.

Mia elbowed him. Hard. “Eyes up, babe.”

Brandon blinked. Swallowed. Looked at the ceiling. “Right. Yeah. Sorry. Nice apartment.”

He’d directed that last part at Cherry’s tits, but we moved on.

“Pizzas!” Cherry squealed, taking the Lou Malnati’s boxes. “Are these the deep dish? The ones with the sausage? Mia, you’re the BEST.”

“I know, right?” Mia struck a pose. Hip cocked. Hand in hair. The exact same pose Cherry defaulted to. “Cherry said you guys were having a movie night, so I thought—”

“Cherry told you we—” I turned to Cherry. She was already opening a pizza box, feeding Kevin a piece of crust, and radiating innocence with the intensity of a small pink sun.

“I may have texted her,” Cherry admitted.

“You have a phone?”

“Lyra gave me her old one! We have a group chat! It’s called ‘Glow Up Squad.’ There are stickers.”

My sister and my succubus had a group chat. With stickers.

This was fine. Everything was fine.

Mia surveyed the living room and spotted Morgana, who’d been observing from the kitchen doorway with the measured interest of an anthropologist studying a previously undocumented tribe.

“Jake.” Mia’s eyes widened. She walked up to Morgana, heels clicking. Looked her up and down with frank female appreciation — the silk blouse, the curves, the reading glasses, the air of sophisticated authority. “Your roommates keep getting HOTTER. Are you running a model agency?”

“This is my aunt,” I said. “She’s visiting from—”

“I’m Morgana,” Morgana said smoothly, offering a hand that Mia shook. “Jake’s told me about you.”

“Oh my GOD, your handshake is amazing. And your skin! What moisturizer do you use?”

“Wine,” Morgana said. She meant it literally.

Mia laughed like this was the funniest thing she’d ever heard. Then she spotted Raven, who’d retreated to the kitchen to avoid social interaction and was leaning against the counter eating ice cream directly from the pint.

“Raven! Hi!” Mia bounded over. Raven looked up from her ice cream like a cat disturbed from a nap. “Okay, I need to ask you something. Can you teach me that goth eyeliner thing? The wing? Cherry showed me smoky eyes but I want the full DRAMA.”

Raven stared at her. “What flavor of ice cream do you want?”

“What?”

“I answer questions over ice cream. It’s a policy.”

“Oh my God, YES. Do you have mint chocolate chip?”

“Freezer. Top shelf. Bring a spoon.”

They retreated to the kitchen corner. Raven spooned ice cream with the grave dignity of a woman conducting a diplomacy summit. Mia sat on the counter, legs crossed — the bodycon dress riding up to a length that made me look away — and listened with rapt attention as Raven explained eyeliner technique with the same seriousness she applied to perimeter defense maps.

I was losing my sister. Slowly, inexorably, to a corruption aura she didn’t know existed and a group of succubi who genuinely liked her.

Brandon, meanwhile, had found a spot on the couch next to Cherry. This was a tactical error of the highest order. Cherry’s corruption aura at close range was like standing in front of a space heater made of charisma and poor decisions. Brandon’s pupils had dilated to the size of dinner plates, and he kept starting sentences that trailed off into silence whenever Cherry shifted on the couch, which was constantly, because Cherry didn’t sit — she performed sitting.

He was trying very hard to make conversation about sports. Cherry was asking if baseball was “the one where they throw the ball and run? Why do they run? Is someone chasing them?”

Brandon explained the rules of baseball. Cherry listened with her head tilted, which had the effect of pressing her massive tits together in a way that made Brandon forget which team he was talking about. Twice.

“And then they run around the… the…” He stared at Cherry’s chest. Blinked. Looked up. “Bases. They run around the bases.”

“What’s a base?”

“It’s like… a spot. On the ground.”

“Why not just stay on the spot?”

“Because they need to go to the next one.”

“But you said they start on a spot. And then they run to another spot. And then back to the first spot.” Cherry’s brow furrowed. “That sounds like a lot of work to end up where you started.”

Brandon opened his mouth. Closed it. He had no rebuttal to this philosophical dismantling of America’s pastime.

“She’s right, actually,” Raven said from the kitchen, ice cream spoon in hand. “Baseball is just running in a circle.”

“It’s not — there’s STRATEGY—” Brandon protested.

“A strategically patterned circle,” Raven amended. She wasn’t wrong.

Mia didn’t seem bothered. She pulled her phone out mid-date and texted someone, giggling at the response.

“Who’s that?” I asked, because I was a masochist apparently.

“Just a guy. Nobody.” She tucked the phone away. Then pulled it out again when it buzzed. Giggled harder. “Cherry says keeping options open is ‘healthy and empowering.’”

I looked at Cherry. Cherry looked at me with absolute sincerity. “It IS healthy and empowering.”

“She’s on a DATE. With the guy sitting RIGHT THERE.”

“Brandon is sweet! But options are important!” Cherry’s tail would have swished if it weren’t glamoured. I could tell by the way her hips shifted.

Mia leaned toward me. Her perfume was heavier than it used to be — something floral and provocative. “Jake, relax. Brandon and I are casual. He knows that.” She patted my arm the way Cherry patted people’s arms. The mannerism was identical. “Cherry says labels are for clothes, not relationships.”

“Cherry says a lot of things.”

“She’s SO wise.”

From the kitchen, Raven’s voice: “Your sister mentioned she’s planning content creation.”

I spun. “What?”

Mia perked up. “Oh! I was going to tell you! Me and Cherry have been talking about doing videos together. Content creation stuff.” She waved a hand like this was a minor detail. “Style tips, confidence exercises, approach techniques—”

My sister and my succubus were planning to make videos together. About approach techniques.

“We’re going to be AMAZING,” Cherry added from the couch, where Brandon was now telling her about basketball. She was nodding enthusiastically without understanding a single word. “We already have so many ideas! Like approach techniques—”

“Approach techniques?” I repeated.

“It’s where you walk toward someone you like in a way that—”

“I know what approach techniques are. I’m asking why you’re teaching them to my eighteen-year-old sister.”

“I’m NINETEEN,” Mia corrected. “And it’s empowering.”

Lyra appeared at my elbow, her expression a carefully maintained neutrality that her Emotion Sense was probably struggling to sustain. She leaned close. “Jake. Your heart rate has been elevated since Mia walked in.”

“My heart rate is FINE.”

“It’s not. I can feel it through the bond. You’re approaching the levels you hit when the Wardens attacked.”

“My sister just described ‘approach techniques’ as ‘empowering.’ I think panic is the appropriate response.”

I sat down heavily. Morgana appeared beside me with a glass of wine. She didn’t say anything. Just handed it to me. At 4 PM. On a Saturday. I drank it. She refilled it without being asked.

“Her corruption is at Stage Four,” Morgana murmured, low enough that only I could hear. “The aura influence has become self-sustaining. She doesn’t need Cherry’s proximity anymore — the behavioral patterns are embedded. She’ll continue on this trajectory regardless.”

“Can we fix it?”

“Possibly. Lyra’s Calm Aura could counteract some of the effects if applied consistently over weeks.” Morgana watched Mia demonstrate the “approach walk” to Raven, heels clicking across the kitchen tile, hips swaying in Cherry’s signature rhythm. “But the personality changes have already integrated into her self-image. She’s not performing Cherry. She’s become a version of herself that Cherry’s aura unlocked.”

“A version that texts other guys during dates and wants to teach ‘approach techniques’ to strangers.”

“A confident, sexually empowered version. By most metrics, she’s happier.” Morgana sipped her wine. “The terrifying part isn’t the corruption. It’s that she’s genuinely thriving.”

Raven appeared at my other side. “She’s fully gone. The scary thing? She’s happy.”

“Everyone keeps telling me that.”

“Because it’s true. She’s happy, she’s confident, she’s got a social media brand planned. She just also happens to walk, talk, and think like a succubus now.” Raven’s tail — glamoured invisible but I could feel its presence — brushed against my ankle. “At least she’s not my problem.”

Brandon left an hour later. Mia walked him to the door, gave him a peck on the cheek, and immediately turned to Cherry with the critical assessment of a woman evaluating a potential asset.

“He’s sweet,” Mia said. “But boring.”

“That’s what I said about the third kind of bread!” Cherry responded, and they both laughed.

Mia gathered her things. Put on her jacket. Checked her reflection in the hall mirror with the practiced head-tilt that Cherry did before leaving any room.

“Gotta go! I’m meeting someone for drinks.” She did a little spin on her stilettos, the bodycon dress flaring against her thighs. “How do I look?”

“Like you’re going to give me a heart attack.”

“Perfect!” She kissed my cheek, her perfume engulfing me, and bounced toward the door. Her walk was Cherry’s walk. Her confidence was Cherry’s confidence. Even the way she flipped her hair as she turned — Cherry’s gesture, replicated with uncanny accuracy.

At the door, she paused. “Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“Your aunt is amazing, by the way. She told me I have ‘excellent strategic instincts.’ I don’t know what that means but I love it.”

She left. The door clicked shut. The apartment exhaled.

Kevin, who’d been getting belly rubs from Mia for the past hour, stared at the closed door and whined.

“Brandon was nice,” Cherry said.

“Brandon was brain-dead the moment he walked into your aura range,” Raven countered.

“He knew a LOT about basketball.”

“He FORGOT a lot about basketball when he looked at your chest.”

“Was that my fault? I was wearing a bra!”

“Cherry, that bra was doing nothing. It was a symbolic gesture.”

Morgana drained her wine glass. Poured another. Looked at me with an expression that had shifted noticeably over the past two hours. Less guarded. More open.

“What?” I asked.

“You love your sister.”

“Obviously.”

“No. You love her specifically. You watched her transformation with horror, but you didn’t try to control her. You didn’t lecture her. You didn’t forbid her from seeing Cherry.” Morgana’s voice softened, the careful reserve dissolving. Her gaze held mine with a warmth that had nothing to do with evaluation. “You let her be who she’s becoming, even though it terrifies you, because you respect her autonomy.”

“I also seriously considered locking Cherry in a closet.”

“But you didn’t.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

Because Cherry wasn’t doing it on purpose. Because Mia WAS happier. Because Cherry genuinely loved my sister and would never intentionally harm her. Because the corruption aura was passive, and controlling it wasn’t something Cherry had figured out yet. Because my sister was nineteen and had the right to make her own choices, even choices that involved approach techniques and some kind of content brand.

Because sometimes loving someone meant watching them become someone you didn’t expect, and being there anyway.

“Because it’s not my call,” I said.

Morgana studied me for a long moment. Then she made a note on her clipboard. The pen strokes were different from the measured observations I’d glimpsed earlier. Firmer. More decisive.

“What are you writing?” I asked.

“A conclusion,” she said. She didn’t elaborate.

She collected her wine and her journal and retreated to the spare room. Kevin followed. At the doorway, she paused — just for a moment — and looked back at me.

The professional formality she’d arrived with had been quietly dissolving. What remained was bare and undefended — a tenderness she hadn’t planned on showing.

“Goodnight, Jake.”

“Goodnight, Morgana.”

The spare room door closed.

Lyra appeared beside me, her tail brushing my shoulder before settling against my arm. Her emotions reached me before her words could — a complex mixture of amusement at the Mia situation, residual fear about the transformation, and something new. Something directed at Morgana.

“She’s getting closer to a decision,” Lyra murmured.

“How can you tell?”

“Because she stopped writing down what you do.” Lyra’s sky-blue eyes held mine. “She started writing down how it makes her feel.”

I looked at the spare room door. Morgana’s journal pages rustled behind it, and Kevin’s tail thumped once against the floor.


Chapter 7: Under the Stars

Morgana called a meeting the next morning.

She’d been up all night. I knew because I’d felt her awake through the apartment — a steady, focused presence that didn’t waver until dawn. Her energy signature pulsed with focused concentration, like a lighthouse beaming steadily through fog. When she emerged from the spare room, journal in hand, Kevin trailing behind her like a furry shadow, she looked exactly the same as always. Immaculate. Composed. Two-hundred-year-old succubi apparently didn’t get bags under their eyes.

She’d made coffee. The French press sat on the counter, full and steaming, better than anything I could produce. I was starting to accept this with something approaching grace.

“I need seal resonance data,” she announced, setting her journal on the kitchen table. “Specifically, I need to monitor how each bonded succubus’s seal responds during intimate energy exchange. The pattern connectivity — how the lines extend between seals — is essential for calibrating the ritual.”

She said this the way someone might announce a need for groceries.

Cherry’s heart-shaped pupils went wide. “You want to WATCH? That’s so exciting! Jake, she wants to WATCH!”

“She wants to take readings, Cherry.”

“Same thing!”

Raven leaned against the kitchen counter, arms crossed, her thick hips cocked against the granite. “This is the weirdest science experiment I’ve ever been part of.”

“Your participation is not currently required, Shadow Class.”

Raven’s tail lashed against the counter. “Don’t call me—”

“Raven.” Morgana looked at her with that level, unblinking stare. “Your participation is not currently required, Raven.”

Raven muttered something about “insufferable know-it-all matriarchs” and stalked toward the hallway. Her tail lashed the doorframe on the way out. Her thick ass swayed with every step, combat boots hitting the floor with indignant precision.

“I’ll need to monitor one full feeding session per bonded succubus,” Morgana continued, ignoring the exit with professional grace. “Starting tonight. Cherry — you’re first.”

Cherry clapped her hands. Her massive E-cups bounced with the motion, the crop top she’d chosen this morning fighting a losing battle against Cherry’s proportions. “Where should we do it? The bedroom? The living room? Ooh, the KITCHEN—”

“The rooftop,” I said.

Cherry’s eyes literally sparkled. Those brilliant pink irises caught the kitchen light and reflected it back as something incandescent. “The ROOFTOP.”

“If we’re doing this, you should be comfortable.”

“Jake Morrison, I love you.” She threw her arms around me. The impact was… considerable. Her breasts pressed against my chest with the soft, heavy heat of something that shouldn’t exist outside of animation. I felt my blood redirect itself with aggressive efficiency.

Lyra watched from the table, her tail looped calmly around the leg of her chair. Through the Empathic Bond, I felt her emotions: a touch of envy, but mostly fondness. And curiosity. She wanted to know what Morgana would find.

“Tonight,” Morgana confirmed. “After dark. I’ll observe from the stairwell.”



Chicago nights in October were cold. The wind off Lake Michigan bit through clothing and didn’t apologize. But the rooftop of our building had two things going for it: privacy, and a view that made you forget you were standing on a gravel-covered expanse next to an AC unit.

The skyline spread out in every direction. The Willis Tower — Sears Tower to real Chicagoans — punched into the sky to the southwest, its antenna lights blinking red. The L train’s elevated track ran parallel to our building three blocks east, a moving chain of light and noise. Lake Michigan was a dark expanse beyond the city’s eastern edge, visible only as an absence of lights.

Stars. Not many — this was downtown Chicago — but enough. Bright enough to matter.

Cherry arrived on the rooftop like she owned it. She’d changed into a flowing skirt that the wind immediately attempted to remove, and a crop top so thin it was essentially a suggestion. Her bubblegum-pink hair caught the city light, glowing faintly, and her compact pink-tinted wings — unglamoured now, free — spread behind her like decorative fans.

Her skin shimmered in the ambient light. Cherry always shimmered. A faint, natural glitter like body dust, one of those succubus features that made her look perpetually highlighted. Her massive breasts strained against the crop top’s thin fabric, nipples already hard from the cold — or from anticipation. Probably both.

“Stars!” She spun in a slow circle, arms outstretched, tail swishing behind her. Her cotton-candy scent intensified in the open air, mixing with the city smells of exhaust and deep dish and cold lake water. “Jake, look at them! They’re tiny! Are they far away?”

“Very far away.”

“Can we visit?”

“Not tonight.”

“But someday?”

“Someday.”

She turned to me, and the city lights made constellations of the shimmer on her skin. Her pink eyes were wide and dark, reflecting the skyline like miniature mirrors.

“Thank you for bringing me up here,” she said. Softer than usual. Cherry could be soft when the world wasn’t looking. “I know I’m… a lot. I know I’m loud and I break things and I don’t understand why humans are so weird about bodies.” She looked down at herself — the exaggerated proportions, the breasts that preceded her into every room, the tiny waist and round bubble butt that swayed with every breath. “But up here, with the sky, I feel like I fit. Like there’s enough room for all of me.”

My throat tightened. Not the changes. Something older. Simpler.

“There’s always enough room for you, Cherry.”

She smiled. Not the beaming, hundred-watt Cherry grin. Something smaller. Realer. Then she was on me, her lips finding mine, and the world narrowed to the taste of strawberries and the soft, overwhelming weight of her body pressed against mine.

Her kiss was nothing like Lyra’s. Lyra kissed with tender intent, every touch a question and an answer. Cherry kissed like she was trying to consume me — enthusiastic, messy, zero restraint. Her tongue found mine immediately, her hands grabbing fistfuls of my jacket, her tail wrapping around my thigh and pulling me closer. She sucked on my bottom lip, nipped it with her small fangs, then dove back in deeper.

The strawberry sweetness rolling off her skin hit me with every breath, thick enough to taste. Her skin was hot against mine — succubus temperature, several degrees above human, but Cherry always ran hotter than the others. Hotter, sweeter, louder, more.

I grabbed her waist. My fingers nearly spanned it — absurdly tiny, ridiculously soft. The contrast between her waist and her hips was almost obscene, my hands sliding from narrow to wide in a single sweep. She moaned into my mouth and ground her hips forward, rubbing herself against my thigh.

“Clothes,” she gasped, pulling at my jacket. “Too many clothes. Why do humans have so MANY clothes?”

I helped her strip the jacket off. My shirt went next. She pulled it over my head and immediately pressed her hands against my abs, tracing the V-lines with her fingertips, following them down to where they disappeared into my waistband.

“You’re more defined than before,” she observed, her nails tracing the grooves of muscle. “The transformation is making you prettier.”

“Prettier.”

“Well, HOTTER. Is hotter okay?” Her hand drifted lower, brushing the bulge straining against my jeans. Her eyes widened. “Oh. Yeah. Definitely hotter.”

“Cherry—”

“Is that all for me?” She palmed my cock through the denim, her fingers tracing the outline, measuring. Her pink eyes sparkled. “It feels bigger than last time.”

“That’s enough scientific observation.”

She pulled her crop top off in one motion. Her massive E-cups bounced free, nipples hard and pink and pointing at the Chicago skyline like they were making introductions. The cold air hit her skin and she gasped — then laughed. The wind caught her hair, pink strands dancing.

I stared. I’d seen Cherry naked dozens of times. It never stopped being surreal. Her proportions shouldn’t exist — breasts that massive on a frame that tiny, stubbornly perky, gravity-defying, the nipples the same candy-pink shade as her hair. She was an artist’s exaggeration given flesh, every curve turned up to eleven.

“You’re staring,” she said, grinning.

“Yeah.”

“I like it when you stare.” She cupped her own tits, lifting them, squeezing them together, putting on a show against the skyline backdrop because Cherry didn’t know how to not put on a show. “They missed you.”

She shimmied out of the skirt. The wind took it immediately. She didn’t notice. She stood on the rooftop in nothing but a thong — which she’d worn only because I’d insisted on SOMETHING — and her wings and tail, pink and shimmering and absolutely brazen. The thong was already visibly damp, the thin strip of fabric clinging between her lips, doing nothing to conceal how ready she was.

“Your skirt just blew away.”

“The sky wanted it more than I did.”

I closed the distance between us and cupped her face. Kissed her hard. My other hand found her breast, squeezing the massive, heavy weight of it, rolling her nipple between my fingers. She melted into me, moaning into my mouth as the first wave of feeding energy flowed through the connection. I could feel the stiff peak of her nipple against my palm, the impossible softness surrounding it.

“Down,” I said, and she dropped to her knees without hesitation, hands already at my belt. She freed my cock with practiced efficiency, and her eyes went wide.

“Jake.” She wrapped her hand around the shaft, her fingers barely closing around the girth. “You’re bigger. You’re definitely bigger. Is that a transformation thing?”

“Cherry—”

“Because I approve. I want that on the record. Full approval.” She licked a slow stripe up the underside from base to tip, maintaining eye contact the entire time, those heart-shaped pupils blown wide. Then she took me into her mouth before I could respond. Hot, wet, enthusiastic. Cherry gave head the way she did everything — with zero restraint and maximum effort. Her pink lips stretched around me, her tongue working in swirling patterns, those pink eyes looking up at me through lashes that glittered with her natural shimmer. She took me deeper, gagging slightly, drool spilling from the corners of her stretched lips and running down her chin, and she didn’t care. She pressed forward, swallowing more of my cock until the head nudged the back of her throat and she hummed around me with satisfaction.

My hand found the back of her head. Fingers tangled in bubblegum-pink hair. I guided her pace — slow, then faster — and she moaned around me, the vibration traveling straight through my cock and into my spine. Her tail swished behind her, a metronome of enthusiasm, as she hollowed her cheeks and bobbed her head with wet, sloppy dedication. Drool and pre-cum glistened on her chin, catching the city light.

“That’s it,” I groaned, tightening my grip in her hair. “Good girl. Take it deeper.”

She whimpered and obeyed, her throat opening, her nose pressing against my stomach. Her massive tits swayed beneath her with the motion, nipples brushing against my thighs.

I pulled her up. Her lips were wet, glistening, a string of saliva connecting her mouth to my cock for a moment before it broke. She wore that Cherry grin — equal parts innocent and devastating.

“I want you,” I said. “Now.”

“Oh FINALLY.” She pulled me down to the rooftop — there was a folded blanket I’d brought for exactly this purpose, and she spread it with the speed of someone who’d been waiting for this specific moment all day. She lay back on it, wings fanned against the gravel, hair spread in a pink halo, her massive tits pooling on her chest with soft, heavy weight, her thighs falling open in shameless invitation.

I slid the thong down her legs. It peeled away from her pussy, a thin strand of arousal stretching and snapping. She kicked it away. The wind caught it. Another garment donated to the Chicago skyline.

“That’s the second piece of clothing you’ve lost to the wind.”

“The sky deserves nice things.”

I settled between her thighs, and the first touch of her bare pussy against my cock made both of us groan. She was soaking — supernatural wetness, slicker and sweeter than human, her inner thighs glistening, her swollen lips parting against my shaft as I rubbed the length of my cock along her slit. I notched the head against her clit, and she bucked hard enough to nearly throw me off.

“Don’t TEASE,” she gasped, grabbing my hips with both hands. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. I literally cannot be patient right now. Put it in me. Please, Jake, I’m begging — just — IN.”

I pushed inside her. She was tight — impossibly, absurdly tight despite how wet she was, her walls gripping me with a heat that was nuclear, sucking me deeper. Her back arched. Her wings spread flat. Her mouth opened in a gasp that became a moan that became a sound I was fairly certain they could hear on Michigan Avenue.

“YESSSSS — oh God, you’re filling me up — it’s so MUCH—”

“Cherry, volume—”

“I don’t HAVE a volume knob, Jake!”

She did not have a volume knob. This was well-established.

I started moving, and she met every thrust with her hips, rising to meet me with a rhythm that was pure Cherry — enthusiastic, uncoordinated, and completely overwhelming. Her massive tits bounced with every impact, the soft weight of them hypnotic, the flesh rippling and swaying, nipples tracing circles in the cold night air. I cupped one in my hand, kneading it, pinching the hard pink nipple while I drove into her. She squealed.

“Harder,” she demanded, wrapping her legs around my waist. Her tail coiled around my thigh, pulling me deeper, the spaded tip digging into my hamstring. “I want to feel it TOMORROW. I want to walk funny and think about you every single step.”

I gave her harder. Gripped her tiny waist with both hands and drove into her with a force that would have been unthinkable weeks ago. The transformation strength sang through me, letting me hit angles and depths that made her voice crack. Her pussy squeezed my cock with every thrust, the wet, rhythmic sounds of our fucking carrying across the empty rooftop.

“Oh God — oh GOD — Jake, your cock is so — I can’t think — you’re ruining me for everything—”

I flipped her. She squealed in delight as I pulled her up onto her knees, her ass pressing back against me, her massive tits hanging heavy beneath her, swaying with the motion. I grabbed a fistful of pink hair and pulled her head up.

“Look at the skyline,” I told her.

She looked. The lights of Chicago spread before her, the Willis Tower blinking, the Lake a dark mirror beyond the city’s edge.

I pushed back inside her from behind, sinking in to the hilt in one stroke, and the sound she made was inhuman. The air tasted pink — Cherry’s arousal flooding every sense, thick and sweet and impossible to ignore. Her tail thrashed. Her wings spread. Her moans carried across the rooftop, over the city, into the night. I could feel her pussy pulsing around me, gripping and releasing, so wet that her arousal dripped down my shaft and ran along my balls.

The L train clattered past on the elevated track, windows lit, passengers going about their Tuesday evening. Cherry lifted one hand from the blanket and waved at it. Mid-thrust. While I was buried inside her to the hilt.

“Cherry.”

“What? They probably can’t see us!” She pushed back against me, taking me deeper, her thick bubble butt bouncing against my hips. “And if they CAN, you’re welcome, commuters!”

“Can they see us?” she gasped a moment later, as if the thought had just properly registered. Her pussy clenched around me so tight I saw spots. “From the buildings? Can they watch you fuck me on a rooftop?”

“Maybe.”

“Oh God. Oh GOD. That’s so — someone might be watching — I’m going to—”

I gripped her hips — her wide, gorgeous hips that swayed even when she was on her knees — and pulled her back against me as I drove forward. The slap of flesh on flesh mixed with the city sounds, the L train, the distant music from a bar somewhere below. Her massive tits swung beneath her with every impact, heavy and hypnotic.

“You’re mine, Cherry.” The words came from somewhere primal, somewhere the transformation was building something possessive and certain. “Every ridiculous, gorgeous inch of you. This pussy is mine.”

“YES. Yours. My pussy, my tits, all of it, I’m yours, Jake, I’ve ALWAYS been—”

Her Charm Voice slipped.

“MORE!”

The word hit me like a physical force. Supernatural compulsion, raw and unfiltered, Cherry’s Charm Voice unleashed during climax without her control. My body responded before my brain could process it — my hips snapped forward with a force that made her scream, burying my cock impossibly deep, my hands gripping her waist with bruising intensity, the energy between us surging to a peak that was almost violent.

Cherry came. Her pussy clamped down on me like a vise, convulsing in rhythmic waves that milked my cock from base to tip. Her body arched. Her wings spread so wide they cast moon-shadows on the gravel. Her scream — and it WAS a scream, zero volume control, full Cherry — split the night air. I could feel her cum gushing around my shaft, hot and slick, running down the inside of her thighs.

Her seal blazed.

Above her breasts, on her décolletage, the intricate pattern ignited with golden light. Bright enough to illuminate the rooftop, bright enough that I could see every detail of the design — spiraling geometries, ancient and complex, glowing like a circuit board coming to life.

And from the edges of the seal, lines of light extended outward. Not randomly. Directionally. Reaching toward the apartment below, toward where Lyra was. Toward the fire escape, where Raven was doing her perimeter watch. And toward the stairwell door, where Morgana—

I glanced at the stairwell. Morgana stood in the doorway, journal open, pen frozen mid-stroke. Her amber eyes caught the seal light and reflected it back gold.

The sight of Cherry’s seal — the extending lines, the directional reaching — had stopped her cold. She was staring not at us but at the pattern. At the way it reached for her.

The orgasm crested and held. I came with a groan that the transformation deepened into something closer to a growl, slamming in deep and holding there as my cock pulsed inside Cherry, flooding her with thick, hot cum. I felt every spurt emptying into her, felt her pussy clench around each one, felt the overflow leaking out around my shaft and dripping onto the blanket beneath us. The energy exchange during release was intense — warmer than before, the changes inside me surging, the connection between us vibrating like a struck bell.

“You’re filling me up,” Cherry moaned, her body still quaking. “I can feel it — so hot — so much, Jake—”

She collapsed onto the blanket, wings spread, hair fanned, her massive tits pressing flat against the fabric, her body still twitching with aftershocks. My cum seeped from between her thighs, glistening in the city light. Her tail swished lazily behind her. Her seal faded, the golden light dimming, the extending lines retracting like tide going out.

“Cherry. Did you just—”

“Sorry! Sorry!” She rolled onto her back, looking up at me with wide, sheepish pink eyes. “The Charm Voice thing. I keep doing that! It just slips out when I—” She made an expressive gesture. “Did it work? It felt like it worked.”

“It worked.”

“Is that bad?”

“It’s… I’m going to need you to not do that to the pizza delivery guy.”

“I would NEVER.” A beat. “Unless he was really slow.”

I lay down beside her on the blanket. The Chicago skyline glittered above us, upside down from this angle. Stars competed with city lights. An airplane blinked red across the darkness.

Cherry rolled toward me, her breasts pressing soft and heavy against my side. Her tail draped across my hip. She stared at the sky with an expression I rarely saw on her — contemplative. Still. The chaos engine at rest.

“Jake.”

“Hmm?”

“I love the sky. And pizza. And you.” She paused. “In that order.” Another pause. “Okay, you first. Then sky. Then pizza.”

I turned my head to look at her. Pink hair, heart-shaped pupils, gorgeous face dusted with natural shimmer. She was ridiculous. She was beautiful. She was mine.

“I’m honored to beat pizza,” I said.

“It was CLOSE.” She snuggled closer, her tail draping across my hip. “But then you did that thing with your tongue earlier and it wasn’t close anymore.”

“Glad I could tip the scale.”

“Tip the scale, crush the scale, set the scale on fire.” She yawned. Her cotton-candy scent had mellowed to something softer — a satisfied sweetness, the olfactory equivalent of a cat purring. “Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“When you become an incubus… will you still choose the rooftop for me?”

“Always.”

“Even if we’re somewhere that isn’t Chicago?”

“Even then.”

“Even if there’s no L train to wave at?”

“We’ll find something.”

She pressed her nose against my shoulder. “I like being yours,” she said quietly. “I know I’m loud about it and I make it weird and I don’t understand why humans have rules about everything. But being yours is the best thing that ever happened to me. Better than pizza. Better than the sky.”

A warmth expanded behind my ribs. The good kind.

“You’re the best thing that happened to me too, Cherry.”

“Even when I break the coffee maker?”

“Even then.”

“What about when I accidentally charmed the pizza delivery guy last week?”

“He got a very generous tip. It worked out.”

She giggled. The sound was pure Cherry — bright and warm and entirely without self-consciousness. She closed her eyes, nuzzling against my shoulder.

The system chimed in my awareness:

[System — Exile Status Update] Cherry – Bond +50 -> 675 (Devoted) Seal resonance mapped. Constellation fragment: 3 of ?

[System — Anchor Status] Transformation: 22% active.

Cherry closed her eyes. The wind ruffled her hair. Her breathing slowed.

“Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you for always choosing the rooftop.”

I didn’t answer. Just put my arm around her and let the city sounds wash over us.

From the stairwell, Morgana’s hand moved across the page. She was writing again. But when I glanced over, her expression was different from the detached scrutiny I’d grown accustomed to. It was complex — scientific interest layered over something she was actively trying to suppress. She’d watched the entire session. For research purposes.

Mostly.

Raven appeared from nowhere. One second the fire escape was empty; the next, she was standing on it, arms crossed, violet eyes glowing faint purple in the darkness. Her shadow abilities made her practically invisible at night — I only saw her because the transformation had sharpened my perception past what should have been possible.

“Done being a voyeur?” she said to Morgana.

Morgana closed her journal with precise care. “Done being jealous?”

Raven sputtered. Her tail — invisible under glamour but I could feel its presence — went rigid. “I am NOT—”

“You were watching from the fire escape. You could have gone inside. You didn’t.” Morgana’s voice was warm. Not teasing. Genuine. “You remind me of someone I knew. Long ago.”

Raven’s defensive posture faltered. Just a fraction. “Who?”

“Me.”

Raven opened her mouth. Closed it. For once, she had no sarcastic response.

A system ping, quiet as a whisper:

[System — Exile Status Update] Raven – Bond +25 -> 425 (Intimate)

Twenty-five points from a conversation she hadn’t planned to have. From standing on a fire escape she didn’t need to be on, watching over someone she claimed not to care about impressing. Raven’s bond was building the way she did everything — from the shadows, when she thought no one was keeping track.

Morgana gathered her journal and her wine glass — she’d apparently brought wine to a rooftop observation session — and headed for the stairs. At the doorway, she looked back at me.

“Useful data,” she said. “The seal resonance confirms the Constellation fragment theory. The extending lines reach for bonded seal-bearers with measurable directional specificity.”

“Glad my sex life is scientifically productive.”

A faint curve of her lips. “Get some rest. Both of you.”

She descended. Kevin’s excited bark echoed up the stairwell — he’d been waiting for her at the bottom.

Cherry had fallen asleep on the blanket. On the rooftop. In October. In Chicago. Because of course she had.

I gathered her up — she weighed almost nothing despite the contradictions of her proportions — and carried her downstairs. She nuzzled into my chest, tail wrapping around my arm, murmuring something about stars and pizza in her sleep.

Later, after everyone had settled, I found Morgana in the spare room. The door was cracked. She sat at the small desk, journal open, sketching the seal resonance pattern she’d observed. The four-point configuration was almost recognizable on the page — geometric, elegant, ancient.

She sensed me watching. Didn’t look up.

“Whatever this is,” she murmured, more to the journal than to me, “I understand why they’re afraid. I just don’t know if they’re afraid of the right thing.”

She closed the journal.

Kevin slept at her feet, dreaming of things only golden retrievers dream of.

She sat still for a moment, pen resting against the journal. In the spare room’s dim light, her eyes held a warm amber glow, gold flecks catching the faint light from the window like embers in a low fire.

Her bond notification had been quiet. But I felt it — just at the edge of awareness:

[System — Note] Morgana – Bond +25 -> 25 Observation-based bond initiation. Unusual pattern.

Twenty-five. From zero. Not from touch, not from feeding, not from intimacy. From watching me care for someone else. From seeing something that mattered to her in the way I held Cherry under the stars.

She was building a bond by watching me love them.

She didn’t know I could feel it.

I left the door cracked and went to bed, where Lyra was already asleep, her tail reaching for me in the dark.


Chapter 8: Getting Warmer

I couldn’t sleep.

2 AM and I lay in bed staring at my ceiling, every nerve in my body singing at a frequency that made rest impossible. The transformation markers were working overtime — my skin felt like it was conducting a low-voltage current, every hair standing at attention, every sense dialed to maximum.

I could hear Cherry snoring through two walls. Not a delicate snore, either. Cherry snored like a small, pink chainsaw, which was both endearing and physiologically baffling given that she weighed less than the average golden retriever. Speaking of whom, Kevin’s breathing came from the spare room floor, slow and steady, occasionally interrupted by a small bark as he dreamed of whatever golden retrievers dreamed about. Squirrels, probably.

Lyra was beside me. Her heartbeat came through the Empathic Bond like a lullaby — slow, calm, the rhythm of deep sleep. Her tail had found my wrist in the dark, the spaded tip resting against my pulse point. Even unconscious, she held on.

Raven was on the couch. Her breathing was the quietest — years of Shadow Class training had made even her sleep patterns stealthy. But her presence registered as a cool spot of jasmine and smoke in my expanding awareness.

And Morgana. In the spare room. Not sleeping. Her presence was different from the others — warmer, denser, like a bonfire compared to their candle flames. The steady pulse of her energy reached me as she worked. Pages turning. Pen scratching.

The woman didn’t sleep.

I extracted myself from Lyra’s tail-grip with the care of someone defusing an explosive. She stirred, murmured something about microwaves, and rolled over. Her tail found the pillow where my arm had been and wrapped around it possessively.

The kitchen was dark. I didn’t need to turn on the light — another transformation symptom. My night vision had sharpened to the point where I could make out the individual magnets on the refrigerator, the edges of Raven’s perimeter defense diagrams tacked to the wall, the dim glow of Mr. Okonkwo’s corner store sign filtering through the window three stories below.

I poured a glass of water. Stood at the counter. Tried to convince my body that 2 AM was for sleeping, not for feeling every electromagnetic pulse in the building’s wiring.

“Can’t sleep?”

I didn’t startle. I’d felt her coming — a dense gravity that preceded her into the room, the complex layered fragrance she carried — wine notes and something warmer, richer — reaching me before her voice did.

Morgana stood in the kitchen doorway. She wore a silk robe in deep burgundy, cinched at the waist, the hem falling to mid-thigh above the stockings she apparently slept in. Her chestnut hair, silver-streaked, was loose around her shoulders instead of its usual polished style. Without the daytime composure, without the clipboard and the evaluation posture, she looked less like a professor and more like something out of a painting. Renaissance, maybe. The kind where the artist spent three years on the light and shadow of a single figure.

Her massive F-cup breasts pressed against the silk of the robe, their weight pulling the fabric forward, the gap at her neckline revealing a deep shadow of cleavage that seemed to have its own gravitational field. She’d removed her glasses. She held them in one hand, folded.

“Everything’s too loud,” I said. “I can hear Cherry snoring through two walls.”

“Your senses are sharpening. The transformation is accelerating.” She moved to the table and sat across from me. Even the way she sat was deliberate — back straight, legs crossed beneath the robe, hands folded on the table. The robe’s neckline shifted with the movement, revealing more olive skin, the edge of something golden and intricate that disappeared between her breasts.

I looked away. She noticed.

“Tell me something,” she said. “Why do you protect them?”

“Because they need me.”

“That’s what you told Raven. When she asked you the same question in the alley, months ago. I read the accounts.” She set her glasses on the table. Those old, knowing eyes caught the faint light from the window — warm and searching, stripped of their usual academic shield. “I want the real answer.”

I was quiet for a long moment. The city hummed beyond the windows — distant sirens, the pulse of nightlife blocks away, the ambient drone of a metropolis that never fully slept. Through the walls, Cherry’s snoring continued its gentle assault on acoustic physics. Through the Empathic Bond, Lyra’s sleeping heartbeat pulsed in time with mine.

“Because they fell into my life and chose to stay,” I said. The words came slow, pulled from somewhere I didn’t usually let people see. The 2 AM honesty that daylight would have kept locked down. “Lyra was terrified and lost, and she looked at me like I was the only safe thing in an alien world. She tried to pay for groceries with rocks and she didn’t know what a microwave was and she cried when she thought I’d send her away. And I decided right then that nobody was sending her anywhere.”

I turned the water glass in my hands. The L train was silent at this hour. The apartment was quiet. Just the two of us and the hum of the refrigerator Cherry still called “the cold box.”

“Cherry didn’t understand anything about being human, but she understood that I wasn’t going to hurt her, and she decided that was enough. She hugged me within five seconds of meeting me and she hasn’t stopped since. She breaks everything she touches and she can’t keep clothes on and her aura makes strangers confess their deepest secrets at the grocery store.” I paused. “She’s the most genuinely kind person I’ve ever met. In any dimension.”

Morgana said nothing. Watched. Listened. The pen was nowhere in sight.

“Raven tried to hate me for weeks. She sat in corners and snarled and refused to eat and her tail gave away every single feeling she was trying to hide. And when she finally stopped fighting it, when she finally let herself want something — she held on like letting go would kill her.” My voice dropped. “Because for her, it almost did. Last time.”

I met Morgana’s eyes.

“They became mine. Not because of seals or bonds or some supernatural system telling me our numbers went up. Because somewhere between teaching Lyra what a microwave is and stopping Cherry from stripping in public and waiting for Raven to stop hating me… I chose them back. They fell into my life, and I chose them back.”

Morgana didn’t speak. She studied me with those ancient amber eyes, and I watched a wall come down — not dramatically, but deliberately. Not a decision being made — a decision being acknowledged. Like she’d already known what I was going to say before I said it, and had been waiting to hear me say it anyway.

“You passed,” she said.

“Passed what?”

“My evaluation.” She stood. The robe’s hem swayed against her thighs. She moved around the table — not around it, exactly. More like she took a path that put her directly in front of me, close enough that her presence filled my entire field of perception. She was taller than the other succubi. At this distance, standing while I sat, her massive F-cup breasts were level with my face. The silk of the robe did nothing to conceal their weight, their shape, the soft give of them as she breathed.

She didn’t move them. She didn’t need to.

“The transformation ritual requires a bond with the Lore Class who performs it,” she said. Her voice was lower now. Intimate. “A genuine bond. Not manufactured. Not transactional. Real.”

“I figured.”

“I don’t form bonds casually.” She held my gaze. “I’ve lived longer than any human civilization on this continent without bonding to an anchor. Do you understand what that means? Lifetimes of solitary study. Lifetimes of keeping everyone at arm’s length because the last time I let someone close, I nearly lost everything.”

“What happened?”

A flicker crossed her features – grief, maybe, or the memory of it. She didn’t answer directly. “I learned that trust requires more than affection. It requires evidence. Which is why I spent a week watching you. Testing you. Waiting to see if your kindness was real or performed.”

“And?”

“It’s real.” She said it simply. Like stating a fact. The earth is round. Water is wet. Jake Morrison’s kindness is real. “Which is terrifying. Because it means I have no excuse left to keep my distance.”

She cupped my face.

Her hands were warm. Not succubus-warm — MORE warm. Morgana ran hotter than the others. It was a power differential thing, she’d explained once. More powerful succubi generated more body heat. Her palms against my jaw felt like sunlight through glass.

“I’m not asking you to bond with me,” I said.

“I know. That’s why I might.”

Her thumb traced my cheekbone. Her eyes searched mine from a distance of inches, close enough that I could see the gold flecks in her irises, close enough that her wine-and-spice scent filled every breath.

“Let’s start small,” she whispered.

She kissed me.

Not the maintenance feeding kisses I’d shared with Lyra. Not the enthusiastic collision of Cherry’s mouth. Not Raven’s challenging claiming.

Morgana’s kiss was deliberate. Intentional. She pressed her lips to mine and held there for a heartbeat, testing, evaluating even now — and then she opened her mouth and the evaluation was over.

She tasted like wine. Like spices I couldn’t name. Like centuries of keeping this part of herself locked away and finally turning the key. Her tongue traced my lower lip before sliding against mine, slow, expert, unhurried. She kissed the way she did everything — with a precision that spoke to lifetimes of practice.

The energy transfer ignited between us — but it was different from the others. Where Lyra’s was a gentle stream and Cherry’s a flood and Raven’s a dark current, Morgana’s was a tide. Deep and vast and older than anything I’d ever touched. It pulled at something in my chest, and I felt the transformation markers respond, surging toward the energy she was offering like iron filings toward a magnet. My cock hardened instantly, pressing against her thigh through my pants, and she felt it — I saw the flicker of awareness in her expression, the slight press of her hips forward.

She leaned into me. Her massive breasts pressed against my chest — against my FACE, given our relative positions — and the weight of them was staggering. Soft, heavy, molten through thin silk. The robe’s neckline had shifted enough that I could feel the heat of her skin directly, the silk barely a barrier, the deep shadow of her cleavage inches from my mouth. My hands found her waist of their own accord.

“You can touch,” she said against my mouth. Permission and command at once.

My hands slid up her waist, over her ribs, and cupped her breasts through the silk. She sighed — a sound of genuine pleasure, unperformed, the real thing. No nervousness. No discovery. This was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and was choosing to give it to me.

They were massive in my hands. Heavy and soft and natural, filling my palms and overflowing, my fingers sinking into the yielding flesh. The weight of them was real — not the gravity-defying anime physics of Cherry’s proportions. These were substantial, mature, breasts that settled into your hands with warm authority and stayed there, demanding attention. Through the silk her nipples hardened, stiff peaks pressing against my palms like hard beads of heat, and when my thumbs circled them she made a sound in the back of her throat — a low, throaty moan that sent blood rushing south. Her hips rolled against me, an involuntary grind that pressed her core against my thigh.

“That’s good,” she murmured. “Just like that. Harder.”

I squeezed harder. Kneaded the heavy flesh, feeling her nipples stiffen further against my palms. I pinched one through the silk, rolling it between my thumb and forefinger, and her breath caught — a sharp intake that broke through the composure. Her thighs pressed together, shifting against one another.

I explored her through the silk, my hands mapping every curve — the full undersides of her breasts that rested heavy against my fingers, the sensitive outer sides where my touch made her breath hitch, the stiff nipples that responded to every squeeze with a deeper roll of her hips against my thigh. She let me take my time. Her hands stayed on my face, her thumbs tracing my jaw, her golden eyes half-closed with pleasure that was genuine and unhurried. I could feel the heat of her pussy through the thin silk of whatever she wore beneath the robe, pressed against my leg, growing warmer by the second.

She had the patience of centuries. She wasn’t rushing. She was savoring. And the contrast with the younger succubi was undeniable — where Lyra trembled with tender discovery and Cherry combusted with enthusiasm and Raven challenged with bravado, Morgana simply… allowed. Accepted. Guided. Like a woman who’d had lifetimes to learn exactly what she wanted and was settling into it with the comfort of someone coming home.

“Your hands are stronger than they should be,” she observed, her voice dropping lower as my grip firmed on her breast. The silk shifted, the robe’s neckline widening, giving me a view of olive skin and the full inner curve where breast met chest — the edge of her dark nipple just visible. “The transformation is further along than the markers suggest.”

“You’re analyzing me while I have my hands on your tits?”

“Habit.” A genuine smile. Not the measured curve she deployed in conversation. A real smile, unguarded and slightly crooked, that made her look closer to twenty than two hundred. “I’ll stop.”

“Don’t. I kind of like it.”

She kissed me again. Deeper. Her tongue found mine and she sucked on it gently, the energy transfer surging — heat flooding through me, filling spaces I didn’t know were empty. Her breasts pressed harder against me, her body leaning into mine, and for a moment the world contracted to the point of contact between us. Her closeness. Her taste. The centuries-old intelligence behind those warm, depthless eyes and the genuine desire that burned beneath it. I could feel my cock throbbing against her hip, aching, and the way she subtly rocked against it told me she knew exactly what she was doing.

My hands slid lower. The silk robe parted at her thigh. My fingers found bare skin above the stocking — fevered, achingly smooth, olive-toned. She drew a sharp breath. My fingertips traced the lace edge of the stocking top, then drifted higher, onto the bare inner thigh, the skin there even hotter, softer, trembling faintly under my touch. Her composure cracked, just a fraction. Enough for me to see the woman underneath the ancient facade. Enough to feel the wetness she’d been concealing — my fingers brushed the damp silk of her underwear and she gasped, her hips pressing into my hand before she could stop herself.

She wanted this. Not as a hypothesis to test. Not as a research exercise. She WANTED this, and the wanting scared her more than anything the Banisher agent could do.

I felt it through the nascent bond forming between us — a thread so new it was barely there, but growing with every second of contact. Her desire. Her fear. The long, lonely centuries of deliberate isolation. And beneath it all, a desperate hope she was trying very hard not to feel.

She pulled back.

Not far. Her forehead pressed against mine. Her breathing was uneven — Morgana, whose composure hadn’t cracked during battle plans and seal analysis, was breathing hard because I’d touched her through her robe.

“Not yet,” she said. “But soon.”

“Okay.”

“I need to—” She swallowed. Straightened. Pulled the robe closed with hands that were steady but slow, like she was reluctant to create the distance. “The ritual preparation requires focused concentration. If I lose myself now, the calibration—”

“Morgana.”

She stopped.

“It’s okay,” I said. “We go at your pace. There’s no rush.”

Something broke behind her eyes. Not with fanfare. That wasn’t her way. But a wall she’d been maintaining for centuries gave way, and what showed through the crack was terrifyingly human.

She kissed my forehead. Her lips lingered. The gesture was maternal and predatory simultaneously — the warmth of a woman who wanted to nurture and the heat of one who wanted to consume.

“You passed the evaluation,” she said against my hair. “The bond is authorized. We begin preparation tomorrow.”

“Morgana?”

“Hmm?”

“Thank you. For being here. For being willing.”

She pulled back. Her gaze caught a light that wasn’t in the room, radiant and ancient. Her massive breasts rose and fell with breaths that hadn’t fully slowed. Her hair, silver-streaked and loose, framed her face in a way that made her look both ancient and young.

“Don’t thank me yet,” she said. “The hard part hasn’t started.”

She took her wine glass. Her journal. Her glasses, which she unfolded and settled on her nose with the deliberateness of someone rebuilding a wall. She walked toward the spare room, and her hips moved beneath the silk robe with a grace that was effortless and arresting and entirely intentional.

At the doorway, she paused. Kevin looked up from his bed on the floor, tail thumping.

“Goodnight, Jake.”

“Goodnight.”

She closed the door.

A system notification, quiet and precise:

[System — Exile Status Update] Morgana – Bond +75 -> 100 (Familiar) Assessment: PASSED. Bond authorized.

One hundred. Familiar. From a woman who hadn’t bonded with anyone in two centuries.

I sat in the dark kitchen, the warmth of her still on my skin. The taste of wine and spice still on my lips. The weight of her breasts — soft and impossible and real — still ghosting against my hands.

The changes hummed in my marrow, but for once, they weren’t the loudest thing inside me.

This was different. Not the transformation. Something simpler and more complicated than supernatural biology.

I wanted her. Not because she could save my life. Not because the ritual required a bond. I wanted her because of the way she held a wine glass with an elegance no one could learn in a single lifetime. Because of the way she folded her glasses before making eye contact. Because Kevin melted at her feet and she pretended not to notice. Because she’d spent centuries alone by choice and had chosen, deliberately, to stop being alone for me.

Because of the way she’d said “let me handle this” about the ritual preparation, and I’d believed her completely.

Through the bedroom wall, Lyra stirred. A pulse of drowsy tenderness reached me through our link — she’d sensed my emotional shift, even in sleep. She sent back a feeling that wasn’t words but communicated clearly: I know. It’s okay. She’s one of us now.

Through the spare room door, I heard Morgana murmur something to Kevin. Too quiet to make out — but Kevin’s tail thumped in response, and I caught the faint sound of a pen opening.

She was writing again. But something about the cadence of pen on paper was different from the brisk scratch of research notes. Slower. More deliberate. Like she was putting something on paper that she hadn’t allowed herself to feel in a very long time.

I also felt something through the new thread between us — the thinnest connection, barely there, but enough to sense a pulse of energy from behind that door. Not just her energy. Something specific. Located. Between her breasts, where she’d pressed against me moments ago, I’d felt something that wasn’t just body heat.

Something that pulsed. Something she’d been hiding.

I didn’t know what it was. Not yet.

Then, through that thin connection — so faint I almost missed it — a spike of something unexpected from behind that door. Not clinical analysis. Not scholarly interest. Vulnerability. Raw and startled, like a woman who’d touched a flame she’d convinced herself was cold.

My heightened hearing caught the softest sound. The brush of fingertips against lips. And a whisper, barely there: “This complicates things.”

Somewhere in Chicago, Aldric watched the building from across the street. His silver eyes caught the streetlight.


Chapter 9: Shadow and Fury

Raven had been disappearing.

Not the usual disappearing — the Shadow Blend thing where she melted into the corner of a room and pretended she wasn’t listening to everyone’s conversations. This was different. She’d been going out. At night. Alone.

I’d noticed three days ago, after the rooftop with Cherry. The first night, she’d slipped out through the fire escape at midnight and returned at 2 AM, her shadows clinging to her like damp cloth. The second night, later. The third, she’d come back with a cut on her forearm that she’d hidden under her sleeve and denied when Cherry pointed out the bloodstain at breakfast.

“It’s nothing,” she’d said, her tail lashing hard enough to rattle the silverware.

“You’re bleeding,” Cherry had observed.

“It’s NOTHING.”

Lyra had given me a look through the Empathic Bond that said, clear as words: She’s hunting something.

I knew what she was hunting. Or rather, who.

The Banisher agent had been a constant shadow since our sidewalk encounter. I couldn’t see him, but I could feel him — a cold spot in my expanding awareness, like a draft coming from a window you can’t find. He lingered near the building. At the corner store. Along the lakefront. Always watching, always at the edge of perception.

Raven was tracking him. And tonight, I found out what happened when she caught him.



It was past midnight when I heard the fire escape rattle. Not the careful, silent movement of Raven departing — she was too good for that. This was her returning. Fast. Rattled.

I was in the kitchen. The transformation markers had me wired again, sleep a distant concept. My heightened senses picked up every detail — the metal groan of the fire escape, Raven’s boots hitting the platform, the rapid flutter of her shadow-touched wings.

The window slid open. She came through in a rush of cold air and jasmine and something sharper — adrenaline. Fear. Not the fear of someone who’d been in danger. The fear of someone who’d heard something they weren’t ready for.

She didn’t see me immediately. She closed the window, pressed her back against the wall, and just breathed. Her chest rose and fell under the torn fishnet top she favored for her nighttime reconnaissance. Her thick hips were rigid, combat boots planted, her entire body vibrating with a tension that darkened the shadows in every corner of the kitchen.

Her tail lashed once. Twice. Then wrapped tight around her own thigh in a self-soothing gesture that told me everything about her emotional state.

“Raven.”

She startled. Actually startled — me, catching a Shadow Class succubus off guard. Her violet eyes snapped to mine, glowing faintly in the dark kitchen. For a second, she looked young. Scared. Then the armor slammed back into place.

“What are you doing up?” she demanded.

“Can’t sleep. Transformation thing.” I leaned against the counter. “You’ve been tracking Aldric.”

It wasn’t a question. She didn’t treat it as one.

“Someone had to. Morgana’s busy with her ritual preparations. Lyra’s watching you through that bond. Cherry’s watching cooking shows with Kevin.” Her tail lashed against the wall. “I’m the stealth operative. This is my job.”

“Your job is perimeter defense. Not solo reconnaissance on a Banisher agent who could—”

“Could what?” She pushed off the wall, crossing the kitchen with aggressive strides. Her thick ass swayed with the movement despite her fury, combat boots silent on the floor — Silent Movement was second nature to her now. “Could catch me? I’m a Shadow Class. I blend into darkness like it was made for me. He can’t—”

“Then what happened to your arm?”

She stopped. Looked down at her forearm, where a fresh bandage covered the cut she’d gotten last night. Her jaw tightened.

“That was stupid. I got too close. Won’t happen again.”

“What happened tonight?”

Silence. The refrigerator hummed. Cherry’s distant snoring provided a surreal soundtrack. In the bedroom, Lyra stirred — her emotions bled through our link, a drowsy pulse of concern that spread through the bond like heat through cold hands.

Raven’s armor slipped.

Not dramatically. Not all at once. But the hard line of her mouth trembled, and her tail stopped lashing and went still — which was worse. A lashing tail meant anger. A still tail on Raven meant the emotions were too big for expression.

“I found him,” she said. Her voice was flat. Controlled. The voice she used when she was holding something together by force. “Near Michigan Avenue. He stays at a hotel there — the kind with marble floors and concierge service. Because of course he does. Banisher Concordat funding, I assume.”

“Raven—”

“I cornered him in the alley behind it. Shadow Stepped behind him before he could react. Put my hand against the back of his neck and let the shadows tighten.” Her eyes burned. “He didn’t even flinch. Just turned around, calm as you please, like I hadn’t just materialized out of nothing with my hand at his throat.”

I waited.

“He knew my name. He knew my file. He said, ‘You’re the Shadow Class who was exiled from the Eighth Circle.’ Like he was reading a dossier. Like I was a case number.” Her hands balled into fists at her sides. “And then he said he knew about my sister.”

The kitchen went still.

She’d mentioned her sister before – twice, both times shutting it down immediately. Now the dam was breaking.

“What did he say?” I asked. Carefully.

“He said—” Her voice cracked. She caught it. Rebuilt it with the ruthless efficiency of someone who’d had years of practice. “He said the Banishers contain threats. They don’t destroy them. He said my sister is alive.”

The word hit the silence and stayed there.

Alive.

“And then he offered me a deal.” Her lip curled. “Told me he could arrange a message. If I cooperated. If I helped prevent the ritual. If I BETRAYED—” She stopped. Her shadows surged, darkening every corner of the kitchen until the only light came from the dim glow of her violet eyes and the faint golden flecks I’d developed in my own.

“I told him to go to hell,” she said. The words came out cold and final. “And then I Shadow Stepped out before I could change my mind.”

“Jake.” Her voice was raw. Stripped of every defensive layer she’d built over months of snark and sarcasm and careful emotional distance. “She could be alive. My sister. My actual sister who I haven’t seen in three years who I thought was DEAD because that’s what the Banishers DO, they take people and they don’t come back—”

She stopped talking because she was shaking. Full-body tremors that she was trying to suppress through sheer willpower and failing. Her tail hung limp — not wrapped, not lashing, just hanging. The way it did when she was starving, except she wasn’t starving. She was something worse.

She was hoping. And hope, for Raven, was the most dangerous thing in the world.

I crossed the kitchen. She didn’t move away. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t put up the usual wall of sarcasm and hostile posture. She just stood there, shaking, those deep purple eyes too bright.

I put my hand on her shoulder. She was ice-cold — not the succubus heat she should have been radiating. Fear had dropped her temperature the way starvation had months ago, her body forgetting to maintain its supernatural heat because all its energy was being consumed by emotion.

“Tell me about her,” I said.

She looked up at me. Her eyes were wet, the violet in them swimming. She’d kill me later for seeing that.

“Sera.” The name came out like a prayer. “Short for Seraphina. She was — is — younger than me. By sixty years. In succubus terms, that’s basically a baby.” Her mouth twitched. Almost a smile. “She was bright. Annoyingly bright. Like Cherry, except with actual intelligence behind the enthusiasm.”

I didn’t point out that Cherry was more intelligent than people gave her credit for. Now wasn’t the time.

“She was an Empath Class. Like Lyra.” Raven’s voice steadied as she talked, finding its footing on the familiar ground of memory. “Could read a room before she walked into it. Knew what you needed to hear before you knew you needed to hear it.” A pause. “She’s the one who figured out I was sealed first. Before I even showed symptoms. She felt the seal forming through our bond.”

“You had a bond? With your sister?”

“Succubus sisters share a resonance. Not like what you have with Lyra — not that deep. But enough to feel each other’s major emotions. Enough to know when something’s wrong.” Her tail twitched. Once. “When the Banishers came for me, she felt it. Through the resonance. Across the entire Eighth Circle. She FELT them take me.”

The trembling had stopped. In its place was something harder. Colder.

“I had a mentor,” Raven said. “A woman I trusted. She’d been studying the seals — not like Morgana, not with respect. With fear. When my seal appeared, she reported me to the Banisher Concordat.” Her gaze burned cold. “Told them I was ‘manifesting dangerous seal markers.’ They came within hours. My mentor held my hand while they dragged me to the exile point. Told me it was ‘for the greater good.’ And through the resonance, I felt Sera screaming.”

I kept my hand on her shoulder. Her skin was warming under my touch, the succubus heat returning as the shock receded.

“Three years,” she whispered. “I’ve spent three years thinking she was dead. Thinking the Banishers took her too, or killed her, or locked her in some dimensional prison. And now this SUIT tells me she’s alive, like it’s a bargaining chip, like my sister’s existence is a card he can play—”

“Do you believe him?”

She looked at me. Really looked, the way she’d done the night she’d first let her walls down. Without sarcasm. Without armor. Just Raven.

“I want to,” she said. “I hate that I want to.”

“That’s not weakness. That’s love.”

“It’s STUPID. Wanting something because a Banisher told you to want it is exactly how they—”

“Raven.” I cupped her face. My hands were warmer than hers, which was a reversal — usually the succubi ran hotter. Her cheeks were cool under my palms. Her obsidian horns framed my hands, sharp and dangerous and beautiful. “Wanting your sister to be alive isn’t something Aldric gave you. You’ve wanted that since the day they took you.”

She broke.

It happened in slow motion. The rigid jaw trembled. The burning eyes overflowed. Her tail, limp and lifeless, reached for my wrist and found it, wrapping tight with the desperate grip of someone reaching for solid ground.

She pressed her face into my chest and cried.

Raven — who’d faced Wardens without flinching, who’d starved for days rather than accept help, who’d threatened to destroy me for taking a photo of her with Kevin — cried into my shirt in the dark kitchen at 2 AM while Cherry snored through two walls and the L train sat silent in its yard.

I held her. My new strength made the embrace more solid, more encompassing. She was taller than Lyra and Cherry, her head fitting under my chin, her jet-black hair tickling my throat. She shook against me, and I felt every tremor, and I let her have them without comment or platitude.

When the storm passed — quickly, because Raven did nothing slowly when emotions were involved — she pulled back just enough to look at me. Her face was blotchy. Mascara tracked down her cheeks. Her eyes were red-rimmed and defiant, daring me to say something tender.

“I need you,” she said. “Right now. I need to feel something that isn’t THIS.” She pressed her fist against her sternum, where the tangle of emotions lived. “I need to feel something real.”

“Come inside.”

“Not the bedroom.” Her tail tightened on my wrist. Pulled me toward the living room, toward the shadowed corner where the bookshelf created a pocket of darkness. Her corner. The space she’d claimed when she first arrived, hostile and starving and desperate. The darkest part of the apartment.

“Here,” she said. “In my space.”



Raven kissed differently when the walls were down.

Usually she kissed with challenge — biting, demanding, daring me to match her intensity. Tonight, she kissed with hunger. Not feeding hunger. Soul hunger. Three years of missing someone she loved, compressed into the pressure of her mouth against mine.

Her lips were warm now — my proximity had her succubus temperature climbing back toward normal. She tasted like jasmine and smoke and the ice cream she’d been stress-eating from the freezer when she thought no one was looking. Her tongue found mine, aggressive even in desperation, and the energy transfer between us sparked like a match in the dark. She bit my lower lip hard enough to sting and then sucked it into her mouth, and the bolt of arousal hit me so fast my cock was straining against my pants before my brain caught up.

I pulled her against me. Her body was different from the others in a way that never stopped being visceral. Where Lyra was slender and natural and Cherry was impossible proportions turned physical, Raven was thick. Her wide hips pressed against mine, her ass filling my hands when I gripped it — and I gripped it, because Raven’s ass was a gravitational event that demanded acknowledgment. Thick, round, each cheek overflowing my palms, the kind of curves that moved when she walked and didn’t stop moving when she did. I squeezed hard, fingers sinking into the plush flesh, spreading her cheeks through the leggings, and she pressed back into my hands with a sound caught between a gasp and a groan. I could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric, the dampness already soaking through.

“Don’t be gentle,” she said against my mouth. “I don’t want gentle. I want to feel it.”

I spun her around. Pressed her against the wall, her chest flat against the plaster, her massive hips pressing back into me. She gasped when she felt my cock, hard and thick against the cleft of her ass through our clothes. My hands found the hem of her fishnet top and pulled it over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra — never did, her B-cups were small enough that she didn’t bother — and the smooth pale expanse of her back was interrupted by the beauty marks scattered like a constellation across her shoulder blades.

I kissed the back of her neck. She shivered. I bit down on the tendon where neck met shoulder, and she ground her ass back against me hard enough to make me groan. My hands slid down her sides, over her ribs, to the waistband of her dark leggings. I peeled them down over her hips, and the process was slow because those hips didn’t cooperate with removal — they were too wide, too thick, the fabric clinging to curves that refused to be understated. The leggings peeled down to reveal the swell of her ass in a black thong, the tiny strip of fabric disappearing between those plush cheeks.

She kicked the leggings away. Stood in her corner, in the shadows, wearing nothing but that thong and her combat boots. Her tail swished behind her — not the aggressive lash of anger. Something more rhythmic. Anticipatory.

“All of it,” she said. Her voice was raw. Stripped. “Everything. I’m yours, you idiot. So fuck me like you mean it.”

I pressed my mouth to the curve where her neck met her shoulder. Bit down. Not hard enough to break skin — firm enough that she whimpered, firm enough that her ass pushed back into my crotch and her shadows surged through the room like a living thing.

My hands came around her hips. One slid up to her breast — small but sensitive, the nipple hardening instantly under my thumb, and I pinched it, rolling the stiff peak until she squirmed. The other slid down, over the flat plane of her stomach, beneath the thong. She was soaking. Supernatural wetness — slicker and warmer than human, that same iridescent quality all the succubi shared. Her folds were swollen, slippery, her clit a hard nub that jumped under my fingertip. She jolted, a cry escaping through clenched teeth.

“Jake — fuck —”

I worked her with my fingers while pressing my mouth against her throat, two fingers sliding inside her pussy. She was tight, scorching, clenching around me immediately. I fucked her with my hand, the wet sounds loud in the quiet apartment, my palm grinding against her clit with every thrust. Her scent of night-blooming jasmine intensified, sharpening with arousal, mixing with something darker. Smoke and need and surrender.

Her hand reached back, finding the front of my pants. Gripping my cock through the fabric, her fingers tracing the outline, squeezing. “You’re so hard,” she breathed. Her spine straightened — less desperate, more hungry. More HER. “And you’re wasting it on my pussy. That’s not what I asked for.”

“Take them off,” she growled. “Or I’ll shadow-step them off and I don’t know where they’ll end up.”

I freed myself while she bent forward, bracing her hands against the wall. Her thick ass pushed back toward me, and the thong — the one remaining piece of fabric — was a dark line between curves that made my mouth go dry. I could see the wet patch darkening the front of it, could see her arousal glistening on her inner thighs.

I pulled the thong aside. Didn’t remove it. The improvisation of it, the urgency, the fact that we were doing this in the dark corner of the living room while the rest of the apartment slept — it was perfectly Raven.

“Not there,” she said. Then, quieter, looking over her shoulder with violet eyes that blazed: “I want all of it. Everything I held back before. You know what I need.” She arched her back, presenting her thick ass to me, spreading her stance wider. “That’s my love language. I’m not testing anymore. I’m not holding back. Take my ass, Jake.”

My cock throbbed at the words, pre-cum beading at the tip. Raven’s anal preference was her ultimate trust act — she’d been upfront about it from the start, but the first time had been oral and manual. Testing. The second time, in the motel after the Warden battle, she’d offered everything.

This was different. This wasn’t post-battle adrenaline or hard-earned trust. This was raw, open, desperate need from a woman who’d just learned her sister might be alive and needed to be held together by something real.

I gathered the slick wetness from her pussy with my fingers — she was drenched enough that it ran down my hand — and spread it over her tight rear entrance, circling the puckered ring of muscle. She shuddered, pressing back against my touch. I worked her with my fingers first — one, then two, her body opening easily, her experience with this clear in the way she relaxed and pushed back onto my hand. She moaned, low and guttural, a sound bare of every pretense. I scissored my fingers inside her, stretching her, feeling the impossible tightness give way to hot, gripping silk.

“More,” she breathed. “Stop teasing and give me your cock. I need it.”

I pulled my fingers free, gripped the base of my shaft, and pressed the head against her asshole. She hissed in anticipation. I pushed forward slowly, despite her demand — I wasn’t going to hurt her, not even if she wanted to feel it. The head stretched her open, pushing past the tight ring of muscle, and she gasped, her hands clawing at the wall, her shadows writhing across every surface.

“There,” she groaned. “That’s — God, Jake, you’re stretching me open — that’s so fucking good—”

I slid deeper. Inch by inch, feeling her body accept me with a heat that was scorching. She was impossibly tight — tighter than her pussy, the ring of muscle gripping my shaft in a vise of wet heat, the pressure almost painful in the best possible way. Her thick cheeks spread around me, soft and yielding, cushioning every inch as I sank deeper. My hands gripped her wide hips hard enough that my fingers left white impressions in her pale flesh.

“All of it,” she demanded through clenched teeth. “Every inch. Fill me up.”

I buried myself to the hilt. She shuddered, her whole body trembling, a strangled sound escaping her throat. I held still, letting her adjust, feeling the tight ring of muscle pulse around the base of my cock.

“Now fuck me.” Her voice cracked. “I’m not fragile. Prove you want this ass.”

I wasn’t gentle. I drew back until only the head remained inside her and thrust forward with the force the transformation had given me. Raven’s moan tore through the apartment loudly enough that I was certain Lyra had woken up. Her thick ass rippled with the impact, the cheeks jiggling, clapping against my hips as she pressed back demanding more.

I gripped her hips and fucked her ass with everything I had. There was no other word for it — not the tender lovemaking I shared with Lyra, not the playful exuberance of Cherry. This was raw and desperate and real, Raven’s thick body slamming back to meet every thrust, the slap of my hips against her plush ass filling the dark room, her moans escalating from controlled to uncontrollable, her shadows surging through the room in time with my rhythm.

“Jake — oh fuck — Jake — your cock — it’s so deep —”

She said my name without sarcasm. Without armor. Without the careful distancing that had defined every interaction for months. Just my name, repeated like a prayer, getting louder and more desperate with every thrust into her ass.

“This is mine,” I growled, gripping one thick cheek, spreading her wider, watching my cock disappear into her. The visual was devastating — her pale skin against mine, the tight ring of her asshole stretched around my shaft, her pussy dripping below, untouched and neglected and glistening with need. “This ass. These hips. You’re mine, Raven.”

“Yours,” she gasped. “Always was. Too stubborn to — ah, FUCK — to admit it—”

I reached around her hip. Found her clit again. Worked it in tight circles while driving into her ass, and her entire body went rigid.

“I’m going to — Jake, I can’t — both at once — it’s too much—”

Something surged from her hands. Not shadows this time — something physical, tangible. Dark tendrils poured from her fingers, wrapping around my forearms where they gripped her hips. Not painful. Possessive. The shadows constricted gently, pulling my arms tighter around her, binding us together in a cocoon of darkness and need.

Shadow Tendrils. Her new ability, manifesting in the moment of ultimate vulnerability.

“What the—” she gasped, staring at her own hands as the tendrils strengthened, wrapping up my arms to my elbows. “Jake, I’m — I didn’t mean to — it’s just HAPPENING —”

“Let it,” I said, thrusting deep. “Let it happen. Come for me.”

She came.

Not quietly. Not with contained dignity. Raven’s orgasm ripped through her like a detonation, her ass clenching down on my cock so hard I saw stars, her pussy clamping on nothing, her whole body spasming. Her back arched. Her wings — usually tucked tight against her spine — spread, shadow-touched membranes filling the corner like dark curtains. Her tail thrashed and then wrapped around my leg, tight enough to bruise. I felt her cum gushing from her untouched pussy, the wet heat of it spattering against my thighs, her body convulsing from both points of stimulation.

Her seal blazed.

On her inner thigh — that hidden, intimate placement that matched her guarded nature — the pattern ignited with golden light. Full power, full activation, the intricate design burning bright enough to illuminate the shadows she’d flooded the room with. The seal was complex, beautiful, and undeniably connected — I could see the lines extending from its edges, reaching toward the bedroom where Lyra slept, toward wherever Cherry was dreaming, toward Morgana’s spare room.

The Constellation. Reaching. Always reaching.

My release crashed through me like shadow breaking into light. I buried myself balls-deep in her ass and let go — everything, all of it, my cock throbbing as I emptied into her in hot, pulsing waves. I could feel every spurt flooding her, feel the tight grip of her ass milking each one, feel the cum filling her until it leaked around my shaft and dripped down to mix with the arousal coating her thighs. The darkness in the room RESPONDED. Raven’s shadows tightened around my arms, around us both, and the energy that poured from me into her wasn’t the gentle current I’d felt with Lyra. It was a flood of raw power that merged with her darkness and amplified it. She arched against me, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as a second orgasm slammed into her before the aftershocks of the first had faded — triggered not by the physical release but by the energy saturating her shadow channels.

“Jake—” Her voice was wrecked. “Your cum — inside me — it feels like fire — oh God, what is THAT—”

“The transformation. The energy’s reversing.”

“It feels INCREDIBLE.” She shuddered, her ass clenching around me in rhythmic waves through a third orgasm that came in rapid succession, each wave triggered by the energy flooding her system. Her pussy pulsed in sympathy, dripping, her whole lower body trembling. Her shadows writhed. Her tendrils tightened around my arms. Her seal blazed brighter with each climax, the golden light competing with her supernatural darkness.

Finally, it crested. The peak broke. The shadows stabilized. The tendrils loosened, unwinding from my arms with a reluctance that was almost tender.

Raven’s legs gave out.

I caught her. Scooped her up — the transformation strength made it easy, and she was lighter than she looked despite those curves — and carried her to the couch. She clung to me, arms around my neck, face pressed into my shoulder. Her tail wrapped around my waist and tightened until it was almost painful.

“Don’t put me down,” she mumbled.

“I won’t.”

I sat on the couch with her in my lap. She curled into me, her black hair spread across my chest, her body still trembling with aftershocks. The shadows in the room slowly retreated, pulling back to their normal positions, the supernatural darkness giving way to the ordinary darkness of a 3 AM apartment.

“The tendril thing,” she said after a while. Her voice was hoarse. “That was new.”

“Shadow Tendrils. Your next ability.”

“It just… happened. During the…” She gestured vaguely. “The intensity triggered it.”

“Seems like abilities unlock when you need them most.”

“Inconvenient timing.” But there was no bite to it. She was spent. Wrung out. Every wall she’d ever built lay in rubble around us.

The system registered the change before I did:

[System — Exile Status Update] Raven – Bond +75 -> 500 (Devoted) Adaptation +3% -> 21% ABILITY UNLOCK: Shadow Tendrils

[System — Seal Status] Raven: REVEALED – full activation Pattern match: confirmed Constellation fragment: seeking connection

Five hundred. Devoted. Another milestone.

Raven pressed her face deeper into my neck. Her breath was warm against my skin. Her body had gone boneless against mine, the trembling replaced by heavy, satisfied stillness.

“If he’s telling the truth about my sister,” she said.

“We’ll find her.”

“How? She’s in the demon realm. We’re stuck here.”

“After the transformation. After we deal with Aldric. After we figure out what the Constellation actually does. We’ll find her. I promise.”

“You make too many promises.”

“I keep them.”

She was quiet for a long time. Long enough that I thought she’d fallen asleep. Then, barely a whisper:

“You’re an idiot.”

“I know.”

“MY idiot.” She pressed closer. “But still.”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way.”

She pressed her lips against my neck. Not a kiss — more like a seal. A claiming. Then she muttered something incomprehensible about ice cream and closed her eyes.

I held her on the couch in the dark. Her shadows settled around us like a blanket. Kevin, drawn by some dog-sense that comfort was happening, padded out of Morgana’s room and jumped onto the couch. He circled twice, lay down against Raven’s feet, and sighed.

She didn’t complain about the dog. Her tail reached down and brushed against his fur.

“Stupid beast,” she murmured. But she didn’t push him away.



From the spare room, I felt Morgana’s awareness pulse. She’d been monitoring — not watching, but sensing. Her Magical Sense would have detected the seal activation, the energy surge, the new ability manifesting.

Through the wall, so faint I almost missed it, I heard the quiet turning of journal pages. Recording. Analyzing. Her pen scratched against parchment, and with my sharpening senses I caught the ghost of her words as she whispered them while writing: “Shadow Class — Bond threshold: Devoted. Shadow Tendrils: unlocked. The anchor’s influence is remarkable.”

But then the rustling stopped.

And I felt something else through the thin thread linking us. A pulse of energy. Located. Specific.

Between her breasts, where she’d pressed against me hours ago in the kitchen, something pulsed in response to Raven’s seal activation. An echo. A resonance.

She’d been hiding her own seal for longer than this building had been standing.

She wasn’t ready for it to be found.

But I could feel it now. The transformation was making me aware of things I shouldn’t have been able to sense. And what I sensed, hidden beneath silk and layer upon layer of deliberate concealment, was a seal that pulsed in time with the Constellation’s call.

Morgana was one of us. She’d known it long before she walked through my door.

Raven shifted in my arms. Her breathing had slowed to the deep rhythm of sleep. Kevin snored at her feet.

Outside, somewhere in Chicago’s grid of light and shadow, Aldric watched and waited.


Chapter 10: Aldric’s Gambit

Morgana walked Kevin on Tuesday mornings.

This was a fact I’d discovered accidentally and she denied categorically. “The beast requires exercise. It’s a matter of household logistics,” she’d said the first time I’d caught her clipping on his leash, the golden retriever gazing up at her with the devoted adoration of a convert who’d found his deity. “This isn’t affection. It’s maintenance.”

Kevin licked her hand. She didn’t pull away.

“Maintenance,” she repeated.

She took the same route every time — down the elevator, through the lobby, past Mrs. Peterson’s apartment (where cookies appeared on the doormat like offerings to a visiting dignitary), and into the October air. Then north along the sidewalk to Lincoln Park, where the lakefront trail wound through trees that were turning copper and gold, and joggers passed with their earbuds in, and squirrels performed acrobatic feats that sent Kevin into paroxysms of frustrated longing.

Morgana walked Kevin. Kevin walked Morgana. They had an understanding.

I didn’t go with her. She needed the air, and the space, and the forty minutes of solitude that came from being the only ancient succubus walking a golden retriever through a Chicago park while maintaining an illusion that hid wings the size of bed sheets. She used the time to think. I used it to worry.

Today, I had company in my worrying.

“She’s been gone thirty-seven minutes,” Raven said from the window, where she’d been tracking Morgana’s energy signature through the shadows that connected the apartment to the street below.

“She usually takes forty.”

“Usually doesn’t have a Banisher agent lurking around Michigan Avenue.”

“She can handle herself.”

“I know she can handle herself. I’m worried she’ll CHOOSE to engage instead of handling herself.”

Raven hadn’t left my side since last night. Not physically — she maintained her usual three-foot radius of “I’m definitely not being clingy” — but her tail kept finding excuses to brush against my ankle, and she’d placed herself between me and every door in the apartment. Shadow Tendrils, her new ability, occasionally manifested unconsciously, dark wisps curling from her fingers and reaching toward me before she noticed and pulled them back.

“Stop doing the tendril thing,” she muttered, more to herself than to me.

“I think it’s sweet.”

“It is NOT sweet. It’s a combat ability manifesting in a non-combat context due to emotional—” She caught herself. Narrowed her eyes. “Did Morgana put that terminology in your head?”

“I’ve been picking things up.”

The apartment shook with a collective squeal. Seven Cherrys burst from the bedroom in a stampede of pink hair and bouncing proportions, all talking simultaneously, all heading in different directions.

“I did it!” said the Cherry nearest me. “I made COPIES!”

“No, I did it!” said a second Cherry, crashing into the bookshelf.

“We ALL did it!” said a third, fourth, and fifth in unison.

The seventh Cherry walked directly into the wall and kept trying to walk through it.

Morgana appeared in the bedroom doorway. She surveyed the seven identical pink-haired succubi — all bouncing, all talking, all occupying a space designed for one Cherry at most — and raised her hand. One casual wave. The duplicates dissolved into pink mist, leaving a single Cherry standing in the center of the living room, blinking.

“You dismissed my army!” Cherry wailed.

“Your ‘army’ was walking into walls.”

Cherry’s eyes went wide. “Can you TEACH me? To make better ones?”

Morgana studied her for a long moment. “…Possibly.”

Cherry’s squeal of delight rattled the windows. Then she burst from the bedroom again, this time wearing what appeared to be an entire roll of tinfoil. “How does this look? Morgana said I need to practice my illusion anchoring on physical objects, so I’m making armor!”

“That’s not armor,” Raven said. “That’s the kitchen’s aluminum supply wrapped around your torso.”

“It’s PRACTICE armor. For practice.” She struck a pose. Her massive tits, barely contained by the tinfoil structure, threatened to breach the perimeter. “I look like a warrior!”

“You look like a baked potato.”

Cherry gasped. “A BEAUTIFUL baked potato.”

Lyra emerged from the bathroom, toweling her hair, her perky C-cups visible through a damp t-shirt that clung to every curve. Her tail swished calmly. Her amusement washed through our link — fond exasperation, the default emotion when Cherry and Raven shared oxygen.

“Cherry, the tinfoil is Morgana’s for the ritual reagents. She’ll notice it’s gone.”

Cherry looked at the tinfoil. Looked at Lyra. Looked at the tinfoil again.

“I’ll put it back.”

“You’ll put it back UNWRINKLED.”

“That’s… going to be difficult.”

“Cherry.”

“I’ll put it back.” She began the slow, delicate process of removing tinfoil armor without destroying it, which was like watching someone defuse a bomb made of reflective kitchen supplies.

Kevin barked at the door.

Not the warning bark. Not the Warden-sensing whine. The happy bark. The one that meant Morgana was back.

Except Morgana didn’t come through the door for another six minutes. She entered the apartment carrying Kevin under one arm like a furry torpedo, his leash dangling from the other hand, her journal clamped between her elbow and her ribs. The golden retriever’s legs hung in the air with the resigned dignity of a dog who’d been through this before.

“He refused to walk the last block,” Morgana said. She set Kevin on the floor with more gentleness than the statement implied. “Planted himself on the sidewalk and wouldn’t move. Something spooked him.”

Kevin immediately galloped toward Cherry (who had one arm still wrapped in tinfoil) and pressed against her leg.

“He sensed something,” Raven said. Her eyes sharpened. “The Banisher?”

“Close enough to spook a dog with supernatural perception.” Morgana set the leash on the hook and sat at the kitchen table.

She poured herself wine. At 10 AM. Which was unusual — Morgana’s wine consumption followed a strict schedule that began no earlier than noon.

“He approached me,” she said.

The room went cold.

Raven was at the kitchen table in three strides, her Shadow Step covering the distance faster than physics should have allowed. Cherry froze mid-tinfoil removal. Lyra’s tail went rigid. Kevin, sensing the shift, pressed himself against Cherry’s leg and whined.

“Aldric?” I said.

“In Lincoln Park. During Kevin’s walk.” Morgana sipped her wine with the measured calm of a woman discussing weather patterns, but I could see the tension in her jaw. The way her wings — glamoured invisible — shifted against her back. “He’s smooth. I’ll give him that. Fell into step beside me like we were old colleagues meeting at a conference.”

“What did he want?” Raven’s voice was lethal.

“A debate.” Morgana’s expression hardened. “He brought data. Models of dimensional barrier degradation based on Constellation activation patterns. Theoretical projections of what happens when a four-point Constellation reaches full resonance.”

“And?” I pressed.

“And his scholarship is built on fear. Two centuries of censored texts, selective data interpretation, and worst-case scenario modeling.” She opened her journal, flipping to pages dense with equations. “I’ve studied the same source material — plus texts his faction suppressed. Our conclusions differ. Dramatically.”

“What are YOUR conclusions?” Lyra asked, settling at the table beside me. Her hand found mine.

“That the Constellation DOES interact with dimensional barriers. That’s undeniable. But ‘interact’ doesn’t mean ‘destroy.’ A key interacts with a lock. A bridge interacts with a river.” Morgana traced a pattern in her journal. “The Banishers see a bomb. I see a mechanism whose purpose we haven’t identified yet. Neither of us has the complete picture.”

“He wants to prevent the transformation,” I said. Not a question.

“He said as much directly. ‘I won’t let the ritual happen.’” Morgana’s gaze hardened. “He believes the transformation will accelerate the Constellation’s activation. If Jake becomes an incubus and the four-point Constellation solidifies, he thinks the dimensional degradation becomes irreversible.”

“Does he?” Raven demanded. “Become irreversible?”

“I don’t know.” Morgana said it with the academic honesty that defined her. “What I DO know is that the Banishers’ models predict catastrophe with a consistency that suggests their data is either very good or very biased. And in my experience, when a faction has spent centuries convinced they’re right, they stop testing whether they might be wrong.”

She looked at each of us. Lyra gripping my hand. Cherry standing in partial tinfoil. Raven rigid with fury. Kevin at Cherry’s feet, waiting.

Numbers scrolled behind my eyes, clinical and precise:

[System – Threat Assessment] Banisher agent: active countermeasures anticipated Threat level: CRITICAL Recommendation: Accelerate preparation

“He’ll try to stop us,” Morgana said. “Whether through persuasion, sabotage, or force. We have a window – days, not weeks – before he escalates.”

I stood. The transformation markers flared inside me, and I straightened without meaning to — Morgana’s gaze tracked me with new attention, and Raven’s tail wrapped around her own thigh in the gesture that meant she was feeling something she didn’t want to show.

“Then we don’t give him days,” I said.

“That requires accelerating the preparation.” Morgana closed her journal. “Which brings me to my next point. The transformation markers have reached thirty-one percent. At current rate of progression, you’ll hit critical failure in ten to fourteen days. The uncontrolled transformation will consume you.”

“How fast can we prepare the ritual?”

“Three days. If everyone plays their part.” She stood, matching my energy. Her massive breasts shifted beneath her silk blouse as she straightened — even in a crisis briefing, Morgana’s body existed on a different plane of visual reality. “The ritual requires four bonded succubi channeling energy simultaneously through a calibrated containment circle. Each succubus serves a specific function.”

She began listing positions with the efficiency of a general deploying troops.

“Lyra — emotional anchor. Your Empathic Bond with Jake gives you direct access to his emotional and energy state during the process. You monitor him. If his vitals destabilize, you project calm directly into his nervous system.”

Lyra nodded. Her grip on my hand tightened.

“Cherry — glamour anchor. Your Mass Illusion and Charm Voice shield the ritual from dimensional detection. If the Banisher or any Warden tries to sense the energy signature, you drown it in noise.”

Cherry snapped a salute. The tinfoil on her arm crinkled. “I can be VERY noisy.”

“We’re aware,” Raven said.

“Raven — shadow anchor. Your Shadow Blend and Shadow Step cloak the energy output. Where Cherry creates noise, you create silence. Between the two of you, the ritual should be dimensionally invisible.”

Raven’s tail unwound from her thigh. Straightened. Her posture shifted from defensive to tactical. “I can cloak a building if I have to.”

“You’ll need to.”

“And Morgana?” I asked.

She met my eyes. “I conduct. I channel the energy through the bond network. I perform the incantation that converts human biology to incubus biology.” A pause. “The conductor bears the greatest risk after the anchor. If the ritual fails, the energy backlash hits me first.”

The room went quiet.

“You didn’t mention that before,” I said.

“I told you: no lies. I also didn’t tell you every risk, because some risks don’t become relevant unless we’re committed. We’re committed now.” She replaced her glasses. The composed reserve settled back into place. “Three days. Preparation begins immediately.”

She turned to Cherry. “Where is my tinfoil?”

Cherry looked at the ceiling. The wall. The floor. Anywhere but at Morgana. “Your… what?”

“The aluminum. For the containment circle’s reflective barrier. I bought three rolls specifically for—” She looked at Cherry’s arm. At the crinkled, body-shaped remnant of what had been pristine kitchen aluminum.

“I can explain,” Cherry said.

“You were making armor.”

“PRACTICE armor.”

Morgana pinched the bridge of her nose. Her wings twitched beneath the glamour.

“Mr. Okonkwo’s store. Now. Three rolls. And if you make armor again, I will glamour your hair brown for a week.”

Cherry’s eyes went wide with genuine horror. “You WOULDN’T.”

“Try me.”

Cherry Shadow-Stepped — no, that was Raven’s thing. Cherry SPRINTED for the door, moving with a speed that suggested the threat to her pink hair was the most serious danger she’d faced in any dimension.

Kevin followed. Because Kevin always followed Cherry. Because that was the one absolute constant in an increasingly unstable universe.



Morgana didn’t wait for a formal decision. The afternoon she came back from Lincoln Park, she started drawing.

Containment circles appeared on the living room floor in silver-glowing ink that she’d mixed from reagents pulled from a dimensional pocket in her bag — a bag that apparently contained more interior space than its exterior suggested, because she kept producing items that should not have fit. Candles. Actual fire candles, which Cherry was simultaneously fascinated by and terrified of. (“It’s fire but it’s TINY. Is it a baby fire? Does it have a mother fire somewhere?”)

The sigils covered every surface. The floor, the walls, portions of the ceiling. They glowed faintly in the dark, pulsing with a rhythm that matched my heartbeat — or maybe my heartbeat had matched theirs. The transformation was making the boundaries between me and the supernatural less defined.

Morgana worked through both nights. I knew because I lay awake and felt her energy burning steady, a warm constant in the apartment’s metaphysical landscape. She took breaks only when Kevin physically inserted himself between her and the journal, demanding pets with the polite insistence of a golden retriever who’d decided his person needed a break.

“The beast is interrupting critical calibration,” she said to me on the second night, when I’d come into the living room to find her sitting cross-legged in the center of the containment circle, Kevin in her lap, her hand absently scratching behind his ears while she reviewed equations.

“He thinks you need a break.”

“He thinks everyone needs a break. He also thinks squirrels are a genuine threat to national security.” But she didn’t push Kevin away. “The circle is seventy percent complete. I need another day for the remaining reagent applications and the bond calibration sequences.”

“Is there anything I can do?”

“Rest. Eat. Feed your succubi on the maintenance schedule.” She paused. “And Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“The night before the ritual. I’ll need… the bond must reach a certain threshold for me to conduct safely. Five hundred minimum.”

She was at a hundred. Four hundred points in a day. That kind of bond acceleration required something intimate. Something real.

“I know,” I said.

“Good.” She returned her attention to the equations. Kevin sighed contentedly in her lap.

Morgana wrote without looking up, her hand moving across the page in steady strokes. Equations and symbols I couldn’t read, preparations for a ritual that would either save my life or end it.

But her other hand never stopped petting the dog.



Raven and Morgana had silences.

Not the awkward kind. Not the hostile kind Raven had with most new people. These were comfortable silences — the two of them sitting in the same room, not talking, not needing to. Raven sharpening her perimeter defense strategy on her diagrams, Morgana reviewing ritual preparations in her journal, a cooking show playing at low volume on the TV because they’d both independently decided it was the only acceptable human programming. Kevin sleeping between them, equally loyal to both.

I’d found them sharing ice cream the night before. Raven with her pint of mint chocolate chip. Morgana with a glass of wine and a single scoop of something expensive she’d had delivered. Neither had spoken. Neither had needed to.

“She’s growing on you,” I said to Raven later.

“She’s tolerable.” Raven’s tail twitched. “For a two-hundred-year-old know-it-all.”

“High praise.”

“Don’t push it.”

Cherry, on the other hand, had adopted Morgana as a combination teacher/mother figure/captive audience. She followed Morgana around the apartment asking questions about illusion theory while Morgana answered with patient precision.

“Can I make illusions that SMELL?” Cherry asked, while helping arrange candles.

“With sufficient practice, yes. Multi-sensory illusion is an advanced Glamour technique.”

“Can I make a pizza illusion that smells like REAL pizza?”

“…Theoretically.”

“JAKE. I can make infinite pizza.”

“That’s not how food works, Cherry.”

“It’s how ILLUSION food works! Morgana, tell him!”

“The illusion would satisfy the olfactory sense but not the digestive—”

“INFINITE. PIZZA.”

Morgana looked at me over Cherry’s bouncing pink head. Her expression was caught between scientific exasperation and genuine fondness — a combination I suspected only Cherry could inspire.

Later that afternoon, while Morgana was laying down the outer containment rings, Cherry produced a pot of leftover sigil ink and attempted her own small circle on a piece of cardboard. When Morgana inspected her work, she stared at it for a long time.

Cherry had drawn a smiley face. Two dots for eyes, a curved line for a mouth, enclosed in a wobbly circle with what appeared to be decorative stars along the perimeter.

“It’s a containment circle!” Cherry beamed. “See? The face maintains eye contact with whatever you’re containing. So it knows you’re paying attention.”

Morgana opened her mouth. Closed it. Considered the drawing with the intensity of a scholar confronting a theorem she couldn’t immediately disprove.

“It’s not WRONG,” she said finally. “It’s also not magic. But the geometry of the outer ring is… surprisingly sound.”

Cherry’s grin could have powered the ritual all by itself.

Cherry braided Morgana’s hair without permission that evening. Morgana sat rigid for approximately four seconds, then relaxed as Cherry’s nimble fingers worked through the silver-streaked chestnut waves with surprising skill.

“Where did you learn to braid?” Morgana asked.

“Sera taught me.” Cherry paused. “Raven’s sister. Before the exile, we lived in the same quarter of the Eighth Circle. She braided everyone’s hair before ceremonies.”

From across the room, Raven looked up. Her expression was carefully blank, but her tail went still. She didn’t say anything. But she watched Cherry’s fingers move through Morgana’s hair with an intensity that had nothing to do with braiding and everything to do with memory.

Cherry finished. Tied the braid with a ribbon she’d apparently been carrying in her pocket for exactly this occasion. Pink, naturally.

“There!” She admired her work. “You look like a warrior queen.”

“I look like a woman whose hair was assaulted by a Glamour Class with a ribbon fixation.”

“Those are the same thing!”

Morgana reached back. Touched the braid. The ribbon. Her expression did something complicated and private.

“Thank you,” she said. Quietly. Like the words cost something.

Cherry beamed. Her tail swished. She bounced away to find Kevin, who was sleeping on Raven’s perimeter maps. Raven was going to be furious when she noticed.

And I stood in the kitchen, drinking Morgana’s coffee, watching the people who’d become mine prepare for the most dangerous thing any of us would ever do.

The ritual was in three days. The containment circle glowed on the floor. The Constellation sat in the back of my skull like a radio left on — three points steady, a fourth pulsing from behind silk and a wall of patient denial.

Morgana called a meeting that evening. Everyone gathered in the living room, sitting around the containment circle’s outer edge like students around a classroom project. Pizza from Lou Malnati’s occupied the center (Cherry had insisted on operational pizza). Kevin had his own small cheese pizza (Cherry had insisted on that too).

Morgana summarized what she’d told me earlier about the timeline — the markers, the window, the narrowing odds. Then she got to the point. “I’m proposing we attempt the ritual in three days.”

“Three days?” Lyra’s tail tightened around my wrist. Her fear spiked — sharp, immediate, then forcefully buried. “Is that enough time?”

“The circle will be complete tomorrow. Bond calibrations can be finalized day after. The ritual itself takes approximately two hours.”

“And the Banisher?” Raven asked.

“He’ll detect the energy buildup. Likely within the first thirty minutes of the ritual. Between Cherry’s glamour noise and your shadow cloaking, we should have enough coverage to complete before he can locate the source.”

“Should.” Raven’s eyes narrowed. “Not ‘will.’ ‘Should.’”

“Should,” Morgana confirmed. “There’s risk. There’s always risk.”

She looked at me. Removed her glasses. The warm golden eyes behind them held steady on mine, serious and unwavering.

“Before we proceed, there’s something you should all know.” She placed her hand flat against her chest. Between her breasts, where her blouse was buttoned one past professional. “I have a seal too.”

Four heads turned. Five, counting Kevin’s, but his was motivated by the possibility of dropped pizza.

“I’ve hidden it for two centuries. It appeared when I was young — by succubus standards — and I concealed it immediately. I knew what the Banishers did to sealed succubi. I’d watched them exile others. I wasn’t going to be one of them.”

Her hand pressed harder against her chest. Through the bond between us, I felt the pulse beneath her palm. The seal she’d kept secret for longer than any of us had been alive.

“The ritual will likely reveal it,” she said. “The energy exchange during the transformation process will activate every seal in the bond network simultaneously. I won’t be able to hide it.”

“And that changes things how?” I asked.

“When four seals connect—” She opened her journal. Turned it to face the room. A sketch of the Constellation, more complete than any I’d seen. Four points of light, connected by geometric lines, forming a pattern that was almost recognizable. Almost meaningful. Almost recognizable, like a face in a crowd that vanishes when you look directly at it.

“Based on my theories — and they ARE theories, not certainties — the connected pattern may become a permanent beacon. Other sealed succubi, wherever they are, could sense it.”

Cherry’s eyes went wide. “More friends?”

“Or more targets.” Morgana’s voice was level. “If the Banishers’ models are correct and the Constellation degrades dimensional barriers, a permanent beacon could accelerate the process. If MY models are correct, the beacon could serve a purpose we haven’t identified.” She closed the journal. “I don’t know which of us is right. But this is the risk.”

Silence. The containment circle’s sigils pulsed. The candles flickered. Kevin chewed on pizza crust.

“We do it,” I said. “Together.”

Lyra’s hand squeezed mine. The bond carried one word, clear as spoken: Together.

Cherry’s tail swished. “Together!”

Raven’s violet eyes met mine. Her tail, which had been coiled protectively around her thigh, unwound. Reached across the circle. Found my ankle.

“Together,” she said. Like it was a threat and a promise and a prayer all at once.

Morgana looked at each of us. Four succubi and the anchor they’d chosen. Crashed landings and midnight feedings and dog walks and deep-dish pizza.

“Together,” she agreed. The word sounded different in her voice — heavier, older, weighted with the patience of someone who’d refused to want things for so long she’d forgotten the shape of wanting.

She replaced her glasses. Picked up her journal. Rose to her feet with the careful poise of a woman who’d just made the most significant decision of her very long life.

“Three days,” she said. “Get some rest.”

She walked to the spare room. Kevin followed. At the doorway, she paused and looked back at me.

“Jake.”

“Yeah?”

“The night before the ritual. Don’t forget.”

“I won’t.”

The door closed. Kevin’s tail thumped once from inside.

Raven’s diagrams fluttered on the wall. Cherry started a debate with Lyra about whether illusion pizza counted as real calories. Kevin growled softly at the door — sensing something beyond it, a cold presence lingering at the edges of the building’s shadow.

Aldric was watching. Recording. Timing.

We had three days.


Chapter 11: The Matriarch’s Choice

The night before the ritual, Morgana came to my room.

I’d been lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, trying to convince my body that sleep was a thing it should do. The transformation markers were at thirty-eight percent and climbing. Every nerve in my body hummed like a live wire. My skin felt electric. My senses were pushed so far past normal that I could hear Mr. Okonkwo closing his store three floors down and across the street, the metallic click of his padlock sharp as a gunshot.

The containment circle in the living room glowed faintly through the bedroom wall, silver sigils pulsing in rhythm with my heartbeat. The apartment smelled of candle wax and reagents — something mineral and sharp that Morgana had mixed from ingredients she’d carried across dimensions. Mrs. Peterson had asked about the “unusual scented candles” and been told it was “feng shui.” She’d seemed convinced, though she’d brought an extra batch of cookies as what I suspected was a precautionary offering.

Lyra was in the second bedroom with Cherry. They’d been practicing Cherry’s Mass Illusion shielding all evening, and the exhaustion had knocked them both out cold. Through the Empathic Bond, Lyra’s sleeping consciousness pulsed gently — a candle flame in the dark. Raven was on the couch, which she’d claimed as her post despite having a standing invitation to sleep anywhere else. Her presence was a cool shadow in my awareness, watchful even in sleep.

Kevin was in the spare room with Morgana. As always.

The door opened without a sound.

She stood in the doorway, backlit by the sigils’ silver glow. She’d changed since the evening. The reading glasses were gone. Her jewelry — the delicate gold chains, the earrings, the bracelet with tiny runes — had been removed. Her chestnut hair, silver-streaked, fell loose around her shoulders in waves that caught the faint light.

She wore a silk robe. Deep burgundy. The same one from the night in the kitchen — the one that cinched at her waist and fell to mid-thigh above sheer black stockings. The stockings she apparently never removed. Some things were habit, she’d said once. I suspected the truth was simpler: she knew what they did to a man’s attention.

Her silk blouse beneath the robe was unbuttoned one more button than usual. Instead of that careful gap that showed a sliver of cleavage, the fabric parted wide enough to reveal the full shadow between her massive breasts, olive skin glowing faintly in the sigil-light. The weight of them pulled the silk forward, the natural heaviness of her F-cups creating a depth of cleavage that seemed to have its own event horizon.

She stepped into the bedroom and closed the door behind her.

“The ritual requires a genuine bond,” she said. Her voice was lower than usual. Intimate. “Bond five hundred minimum with the performing Lore Class.”

“You’re at a hundred.”

“I’m at a hundred.” She stood at the foot of the bed, and the silver sigil-light from the living room cast her in alternating glow and shadow. Her amber eyes caught the light and held it — warm gold flecks glinting in the dark. Her wings were visible now, unfurled slightly behind her, the bronze-and-amber membranes catching light with each breath she took. “Mathematical necessity suggests an intimate—”

“Morgana.”

She stopped.

“You can just say you want to be with me.”

The mask fell away.

Not dramatically — Morgana didn’t do things dramatically. But the clinical veneer thinned, and beneath it was a woman who’d spent lifetimes building walls and had just watched them start to crumble. A flush rose on her olive skin, climbing from her chest up her neck to her cheeks. Her gaze widened slightly. Her wings shifted behind her — an involuntary flare that she suppressed almost immediately.

Older than any building in this city. Faced down Banishers and Wardens and dimensional exile without flinching. And genuine desire still caught her off guard.

“I want to be with you,” she said.

The words came out stripped of clinical precision. Raw. Honest. They cost her more than the mathematical version ever could have, and I could see the price in the way her hands trembled at her sides before she stilled them through force of will.

“Then come here.”

She moved toward me. Not with Cherry’s bouncing enthusiasm or Lyra’s shy grace or Raven’s challenging prowl. Morgana moved with intention. Every step purposeful, every motion a choice. The silk robe whispered against the stockings. Her scent reached me before she did — that complex warmth of vintage wine layered with something deeper, richer, a fragrance that carried the weight of centuries and smelled nothing like any other succubus I’d known.

She reached the bed. Looked down at me with those amber, knowing eyes.

“Lie back,” she said. “Let me handle this.”

I lay back.

She untied the robe. Let it slide from her shoulders. It pooled around her feet like a puddle of burgundy silk. Beneath it, the blouse hung open, revealing the valley between her breasts — heavy, natural curves that strained the remaining buttons. She wore black underwear, simple and elegant, and the stockings. Always the stockings.

She climbed onto the bed. Straddled me.

The weight of her settled across my hips, and the contact sent a jolt through both of us. She was HOT — not just succubus heat. Morgana-heat. A deep, ancestral warmth radiating through her body into mine, the kind that came from power held in reserve for longer than most people lived. Her F-cup breasts hung between us, the silk blouse framing them, the weight of them settling against my chest with a soft, heavy pressure that was unlike anything I’d ever felt. And lower — the heat of her core pressing against my cock through thin layers of fabric, a molten point of contact that made my hips twitch involuntarily.

She guided my hands to her breasts.

“These are yours tonight,” she murmured, her gaze holding mine. “And every night after, if you earn it.”

My hands closed around her breasts through the silk. The weight was staggering. Heavy and soft and real — not the gravity-defying anime physics of Cherry’s proportions. These were substantial, mature, breasts that settled into my hands with heavy authority. They overflowed my palms, the silk sliding against skin as my fingers sank into their softness. My cock surged beneath her, stiffening fully, and the shift made her eyes darken with recognition.

“God,” I breathed.

“Not quite.” The corner of her mouth lifted. “But I appreciate the comparison.”

I squeezed. Kneaded. Felt the stiff peaks of her nipples through the silk, pressing against my palms like hard pebbles buried in yielding heat. She sighed — a deep, genuine sound of pleasure that resonated in her chest and transmitted through her breasts into my hands. Her hips rolled once, a slow, unhurried motion that ground her pussy against my hardening cock. Even through the fabric, I could feel how warm she was there. How wet.

She shrugged the blouse off completely. It fell behind her, and for the first time I saw Morgana bare from the waist up.

Her breasts were magnificent. Massive natural F-cups that defied her age, heavy and full, the olive skin smooth and unblemished. They hung with a perfect natural weight — not perky like Lyra’s or impossible like Cherry’s. These were a woman’s breasts, experienced and confident, the kind that moved with their owner and commanded attention through presence rather than performance. Dark nipples, thick and stiff, crowned them — darker than Lyra’s delicate pink, more substantial, nipples that demanded to be sucked. Between them, in the valley of her cleavage, I caught a glimpse of something — a faint shimmer, a warmth that seemed to pulse in rhythm with my heartbeat.

Her seal. Hidden longer than any human lifetime. Waiting.

She didn’t let me look too long. She leaned forward, capturing my mouth in a kiss that tasted like wine and intention, and her bare breasts pressed against my chest with overwhelming softness. The weight of them was real and substantial and devastating. I felt them spread against me, heated olive skin yielding, her stiff nipples dragging across my chest as she shifted position, and I groaned into her mouth.

My shirt was gone — I’d been sleeping in just boxers, and she dealt with those efficiently, pulling them down with one hand while the other stayed braced on my chest. My cock sprang free, already hard and aching, the head slick with pre-cum. She looked at it with clinical appreciation that melted into something hungrier — her tongue traced her lower lip, an involuntary response that shattered the composure she was trying to maintain.

“The transformation is already changing you,” she observed. Her hand wrapped around my shaft, and the contact sent a bolt of electricity through my entire body. Her grip was confident — practiced. No hesitation, no fumbling. Her fingers couldn’t quite close around the girth, and I saw her pupils dilate at the realization. “Bigger. Thicker. More… substantial.”

“Is this still the evaluation?”

“The evaluation is over.” She stroked slowly. Once. Twice. Her thumb circled the head, spreading the pre-cum that had gathered, swirling it over the sensitive ridge. Her grip tightened on the upstroke, loosened on the down. “This is something else entirely.”

She shifted down my body. Her hair trailed across my chest, my stomach, following the path of her lips. She kissed my V-lines — each one, with intention, her golden eyes looking up at me through silver-streaked chestnut waves. Then she positioned herself between my legs, lifted her massive breasts with both hands, and wrapped them around my cock.

The sensation was indescribable.

The soft, heavy weight of her F-cups enveloped me completely, heated silk-skin closing around my shaft from both sides. Her breasts were large enough that my cock disappeared entirely between them — swallowed by the warm, yielding valley of her cleavage. The head only emerged when she pressed them together and pushed downward, flushed and glistening, before she engulfed it again. The valley between them was hot, slick with the pre-cum she’d spread, and the pressure of all that soft, heavy flesh surrounding my cock made my vision swim.

“That’s it,” she murmured, looking up at me. Her eyes glowed faintly — the first time I’d seen her succubus eyes activate. Gold and molten and ancient. “Good boy. Let me take care of you.”

She began to move. Slow, deliberate strokes, her breasts rising and falling around my cock with practiced precision. She knew exactly how much pressure to apply, exactly when to squeeze the heavy mounds together to tighten the channel, exactly when to pull away and let me feel the cool air against my slick shaft before engulfing me in that impossible softness again. Her technique was centuries in the making — patient, skilled, intentional.

Her tongue found the head of my cock each time it emerged from the valley of her breasts. Not a quick lick — a slow, swirling circle around the ridge, the flat of her tongue dragging across the slit, tasting the pre-cum that leaked in a steady stream. She sealed her lips around the head and sucked, her cheeks hollowing, before releasing me back into the softness of her cleavage. She maintained eye contact the entire time. Those ancient eyes watching my reactions with a mixture of scientific interest and genuine hunger, cataloging what made me gasp and doing it again, harder.

“Morgana — fuck — that’s—”

“I know what I’m doing.” Not arrogance. Statement of fact. She’d had lifetimes to learn, and every second of that experience was being deployed with devastating precision. “Just feel it. Let go.”

She increased the pace. Her breasts bounced against my hips with each downstroke, the soft weight of them slapping against my skin with wet, rhythmic impacts. The sound of flesh on flesh filled the dark bedroom — her heavy tits working my cock in a steady, milking rhythm, the slick friction of pre-cum and spit easing the glide. Her own sounds mixed in — small hums of pleasure, a throaty moan when I throbbed particularly hard between her breasts, her breath catching each time I hit the back of her throat on the upstroke.

My hands found her hair. Tangled in the silver-streaked chestnut waves. I gripped and pulled, guiding her pace faster, and she responded with a moan, pressing her breasts tighter, the pressure increasing, her tongue working the head with more insistence.

“I’m getting close,” I warned.

“Not yet.” She pulled back. Released my cock from between her breasts with a wet pop that almost killed me — my shaft jutted free, slick and throbbing, a strand of pre-cum stretching between the head and the valley of her cleavage before snapping. Then she climbed up my body, her heavy tits dragging across my stomach, my chest, leaving a slick trail, and I grabbed one in my hand, squeezing, pulling the dark nipple to my mouth. I sucked hard and she gasped, her composure breaking for a full second. Her hips ground down against my cock — bare skin now, her underwear somehow gone, and the wet, scorching heat of her pussy sliding along my shaft made us both groan.

She kissed me. Positioned herself above me. The tip of my cock pressed against her entrance — hot, slick, ready. She’d been this ready since she walked in the door. I could feel her arousal coating my shaft, slippery and abundant, dripping down to my balls.

“This is the part where it becomes real,” she said, her forehead pressed against mine. “A Lore Class bond during first intercourse is… powerful. More powerful than a standard bond. You’ll feel things. See things. Don’t fight them.”

“I won’t.”

She lowered herself onto me.

Slow. Agonizingly slow. The head of my cock spread her open — she was tight, her pussy gripping me in a velvet fist of wet heat, the muscles working in deliberate contractions as she took me inch by inch. I felt every ridge, every pulse, every flex of the internal muscles she commanded with centuries of expertise.

The sensation hit me in layers. Not a surge — a subduction. Something deep and tectonic shifting beneath the surface of everything I knew. The other bonds had given me tastes of supernatural energy, sips from different wells. Morgana’s was the aquifer beneath all of them — ancient, pressurized, vast enough that I couldn’t sense its boundaries. It rose around me as she took me fully inside her, settling down until her ass rested on my thighs and I was buried to the hilt, her breasts settling heavily against my chest, her wings spreading wide behind her until they mantled over us both like a canopy of bronze and amber.

“Oh,” she breathed. And every last defense crumbled. Not the composure — something deeper. “You feel…”

“What?”

“Like coming home.” The words escaped before she could catch them. Her lower lip trembled. Her eyes went glassy. Her pussy clenched around me, a single, powerful pulse. Then she closed her eyes. Rolled her hips. Established a rhythm that was slow and deliberate and mercilessly precise.

She rode me like a woman who understood that power didn’t require speed. Long, rolling strokes that took me deep and held me there, her walls flexing around my cock at each apex — a deliberate milking grip that made my toes curl — her full breasts bouncing with gentle weight rather than frantic motion. Each descent was purposeful, her pussy swallowing me to the root. Each lift left me aching for the return, the cool air shocking against my slick shaft for just a moment before she engulfed me again.

Her wings created a sheltered enclosure around us, shutting out the apartment, the sigils, the countdown. Inside their canopy, the air was thick with her scent — wine and spices and something deeper, older, like the smell of ancient libraries and forbidden knowledge.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, and the words weren’t possessive the way Raven’s were. They were protective. Nurturing. She was claiming responsibility, not ownership. “I chose you. After a silence so long I forgot what choosing felt like. I chose YOU.” She squeezed her inner muscles on the word, a deliberate flex that made my hands fist in the sheets.

I gripped her hips. The transformation strength let me hold her with a firmness that made her breath catch, my fingers pressing into the generous curves of her waist hard enough to bruise. I pulled her down harder onto the next stroke, impaling her fully, and she gasped, her rhythm breaking, a shocked moan escaping her.

“That’s new,” she managed.

“The transformation.”

“I know what it is.” She regained her rhythm, but faster now. The controlled pace giving way to something rawer. Her breasts swung with increasing intensity, heavy and feverish, slapping against my chest with each impact, her dark nipples dragging across my skin. “It’s making you… more.”

“More what?”

“Everything.” She cupped my face with both hands. Her eyes burned into mine from inches away, her breath hot against my lips. “You’re becoming something remarkable, Jake Morrison.”

I pulled her down into a kiss and thrust up into her at the same time. She moaned into my mouth — the first real, uncontrolled moan she’d made, the sound ripping from her throat without permission. Her walls clenched around me so tight I nearly came right there, and I felt the energy between us surge — not just the bond, but the transformation itself responding. The markers flared. The golden flecks in my eyes brightened.

“I can see it,” she whispered, pulling back just enough to look at me. Her eyes reflected my glow. She wasn’t afraid. She was awed. “The incubus. Right underneath the surface.”

I rolled us. Put her on her back. Her wings spread across the bed like a bronze comforter, her breasts settling to either side with heavy natural weight, her dark nipples pointing at the ceiling. She looked up at me with wide eyes — for the first time since she’d arrived, Morgana was not in control of the situation. And the realization didn’t frighten her.

It excited her. Her pussy pulsed around my cock, a needy clench that pulled me deeper.

I positioned her stockinged legs over my shoulders. The sheer black fabric was smooth against my skin, and the visual — her elegant legs framing my face, her wet pussy stretched around my cock, her massive tits settling heavily against her ribs — made something primal surge in my chest. I drove into her with the full force the transformation had given me. She cried out — not a controlled sound, not a measured response. A CRY, raw and open and centuries overdue.

“Jake — God — you’re splitting me open — the energy, I can feel it changing, you’re—”

I fucked her. There was no other word. The clinical Morgana, the measured researcher, the woman who hadn’t bonded since before this city existed — she was gone. In her place was a woman discovering that letting go didn’t mean falling. It meant flying.

Her tits bounced violently with each thrust, the heavy weight of them shifting and swinging, her dark nipples cutting arcs through the air. I grabbed one breast, squeezed it hard, pinched the stiff nipple between my fingers, and she keened — a high, desperate sound she’d never made in two hundred years of careful composure. Her wings shuddered with each impact, the bronze membranes trembling. Her eyes blazed brighter and brighter until they were pure gold, matching the glow I could feel building in my own.

“Good boy,” she gasped, and the words were genuine now, every pretense stripped away. Pure praise. Pure need. “That’s it. Harder. Fill me. Don’t stop. Don’t you DARE stop.”

Her hands gripped my forearms where they braced against the bed. Her stockinged legs tightened around my shoulders, the heels digging into my back, pulling me deeper with every stroke. The wet sounds of my cock driving into her echoed in the small room — loud, obscene, the slap of my hips against her thighs punctuating her cries. Her body arched — olive skin flushed, muscles tensing, the composure that defined her shattering into a million pieces of pleasure and surrender.

“Jake — I’m — two hundred years and I’ve never — not once — not like THIS—”

She came.

Morgana’s orgasm was a force of nature. Her body locked rigid, every tendon taut, her wings snapping wide enough to hit both walls of the bedroom. Her pussy clamped down on my cock with a rhythmic intensity that bordered on supernatural — deliberate, milking spasms that pulled at my shaft with an almost intelligent purpose, squeezing from base to tip in waves that drew me deeper, demanded everything. Her breasts heaved with each shuddering breath. Her seal—

Between her breasts, the seal BLAZED to life.

Not the faint flicker I’d sensed through the bond. Not the hidden pulse she’d concealed for longer than most civilizations lasted. This was FULL activation — a pattern of golden light more elegant and complex than any of the others, ancient geometries burning bright between those incredible breasts like a second heart made of starlight.

Lines of light shot from the seal’s edges. Through the walls, through the floors, connecting to Lyra’s sleeping form (her lower back flared in response — I felt it through the Empathic Bond), to Cherry’s (her décolletage lighting up, making her giggle in her sleep), to Raven’s (inner thigh blazing, her shadows surging through the living room).

The Constellation solidified.

Four points of light. Connected by lines of fire and meaning. A pattern I’d dreamed about for months — no, longer. I’d dreamed about this pattern for YEARS. Before Lyra. Before any of them. The design had been waiting for me in the darkness behind my eyes, patient and permanent, and now it was REAL.

I came with a sound that the transformation stripped of humanity — a growl, deep and resonant, my eyes blazing gold as I buried myself to the hilt and poured everything into her. My cock throbbed inside her, each spurt flooding her with thick, hot cum, each pulse carrying energy that saturated her system with radiant power. I could feel it — the heat of my cum inside her, her pussy milking every drop with those deliberate, intelligent contractions, the overflow leaking out around my shaft as I filled her beyond capacity. She gasped, a second orgasm hitting her before the first had finished, her body clenching down on me in waves that matched the pulsing of her seal.

“Your eyes,” she breathed. “They’re GOLD.”

She cupped my face. Held it between her hands while I shuddered through the aftershocks. Her amber eyes — reflecting the incubus gold still burning in mine, the seal-light between her breasts casting both our faces in warm geometry — met my blazing ones without flinching.

“There you are,” she said. And smiled. A real smile. Warm and slightly crooked and absolutely unguarded.

The seal light faded. The Constellation dimmed to a gentle pulse. The lines of connection between the four succubi withdrew, invisible again but permanently present. They were there — gossamer threads of light linking every bonded soul in the apartment.

A system notification cascaded through my awareness:

[System — Exile Status Update] Morgana – Bond +400 -> 500 (Devoted) SEAL REVEALED: Location – Between breasts Constellation status: FOUR FRAGMENTS CONNECTED Pattern analysis: RECOGNIZABLE – interpretation pending

[System — Anchor Status] Transformation: 38% active. Ritual threshold: APPROACHING.

Four hundred points in a single encounter. When Morgana committed, she committed with the accumulated force of everything she’d been holding back.

She pulled me down beside her. Wrapped her wings around us both — a living shelter of bronze membrane that blocked out the room, the world, everything except the space between us. Her breasts pressed against my chest, her heartbeat transmitting through them, steady and sure. The seal between them still pulsed faintly, a warm glow against my skin.

Kevin had somehow gotten onto the bed. He lay at our feet, nose between his paws, tail giving a single contented thump. Neither of us questioned his presence. He’d earned it.

“I haven’t bonded with anyone in two hundred years,” Morgana said quietly. Her voice was raw. Open in a way I’d never heard from her — the composure gone, every wall dismantled, the careful architecture of centuries demolished in the space of one night. “I forgot what it feels like.”

“Good?”

“Terrifying.” Her wings tightened around me. “And good. Mostly terrifying.”

“I can work with terrifying.”

“I know you can.” She kissed my chest. Over my heart. “That’s why I chose you.”

From down the hall, muffled by two walls and a closed door:

Cherry’s voice. “WAS THAT MORGANA? DID THEY—”

Raven: “Shut UP, Cherry.”

Cherry: “But I heard wings! BIG wings! And she was making that—”

Raven: “I will SMOTHER you with a pillow.”

Cherry: “THAT’S Jake’s job! Get your OWN pillow-smothering partner!”

Lyra, her voice carrying the patient authority of someone who mediated this exact argument every night: “Both of you, go to sleep.”

A pause. Then Lyra, quieter, with a warmth that the Empathic Bond transmitted directly to my chest: “But yes. It was Morgana.”

She was laughing. Not the measured smile or the clinical amusement. A real laugh, quiet and helpless, muffled against my chest, her shoulders shaking beneath her bronze wings.

“They’re ridiculous,” she murmured.

“They’re family.”

“…Yes. They are.”

Kevin’s tail thumped once. Agreement noted.

I held her in the dark, wings around us, the Constellation pulsing in my awareness. Four points of light, connected and stable and permanent. Beautiful. Complex.

And incomplete. Because in the vast darkness beyond those four points, I could feel the gaps in the design — spaces where more connections should exist, empty sockets in the geometry.

And somewhere — not far, not in another dimension but dimensionally adjacent, if that made sense — a fifth point flickered. Faint. Tentative. Like a candle being lit in a distant room. More distinct than the others, closer than it should have been, a different energy signature that tugged at the pattern with a pull I could almost name.

How many were there?


Chapter 12: Countdown

Three days before the ritual. The apartment looked like a supernatural laboratory had collided with a college dormitory.

Sigils covered every surface — the floor, the walls, portions of the ceiling. They pulsed silver in the dim light, a heartbeat that matched mine. The furniture had been pushed against the walls to accommodate the containment circle, which dominated the living room floor like a crop circle drawn by a meticulous god. Candles occupied every flat surface — real fire, which Cherry regarded with a combination of fascination and naked terror.

“Can I name them?” she’d asked, crouching beside a particularly tall taper candle. “This one looks like a Gerald.”

“You can’t name fire, Cherry.”

“You can name ANYTHING. That’s the beauty of language.” She pointed to a cluster of tea lights. “Those are the Geraldines. Gerald’s family.”

“Step away from the candles.”

“I’m BONDING with them!”

Morgana had drawn the containment circle herself over two sleepless nights, mixing silver-glowing ink from reagents she’d pulled from the dimensional pocket in her bag. The ink hummed when you got close to it. It was warm to the touch. It smelled like ozone and old libraries, which was apparently what dimensional magic smelled like.

Each succubus had been assigned a role, and each was preparing with their characteristic approach.

Lyra sat cross-legged near the circle’s edge, eyes closed, practicing her emotional calibration through the Empathic Bond. She could feel my energy levels in real time now — not just the surface emotions, but the deep currents, the transformation markers, the steady pulse of the incubus-in-progress that lived beneath my human shell. She monitored me the way a doctor monitors a patient in pre-op, constantly and without comment, her tail curled calmly around her own ankle.

Cherry practiced her Mass Illusion in the kitchen, creating and dismissing copies of herself with increasing speed. The copies were getting better — earlier versions had been slightly transparent and occasionally naked (stress response, she’d explained, without explaining anything at all). Now they were solid, clothed, and almost indistinguishable from the real Cherry.

Almost. The copies’ tails swished in perfect synchronization, which no real Cherry had ever achieved.

Raven patrolled. Shadow Step carried her from window to window, rooftop to fire escape, checking every angle, every shadow, every approach vector the Banisher might use. Her perimeter defense maps had been updated hourly since Morgana’s confrontation with Aldric in the park. Color-coded routes. Threat assessments. An entire section labeled “IF CHERRY PANICS” with a sub-heading “LIKELY.”

Kevin guarded the front door. His method involved lying across the threshold, licking anyone who tried to enter, and periodically growling at the empty hallway. He’d been promoted to face-licking checkpoint, a position he took seriously.

Morgana directed it all. She moved between stations — checking Lyra’s calibration, adjusting Cherry’s illusion frequency, reviewing Raven’s threat map, stepping over Kevin — with the practiced efficiency of someone who’d organized more complicated operations across lifetimes. She wore her reading glasses and carried her journal, and when she passed me, her free hand brushed my arm.

Just that. A touch. Deliberate and warm.

I caught her eye. She didn’t look away.

The bond between us was palpable now — a solid thread where before there’d been gossamer. Five hundred. Devoted. The threshold that authorized the ritual. Achieved in a single night through everything she’d sealed away for two centuries of careful, deliberate solitude.

“Transformation markers at forty-four percent,” she said, reviewing a page in her journal. “Ritual preparation at seventy percent. We’re on schedule.”

“How are YOU?”

She paused. Removed her glasses. The golden-flecked eyes behind them were tired — the first time I’d seen fatigue on a face that usually radiated composed authority. Even her careful armor had limits.

“I’m functioning,” she said.

“That’s not what I asked.”

A beat. Her wings shifted beneath the glamour. “I’m… present. For the first time in a very long time.” She replaced her glasses before I could respond. “Cherry’s illusion frequency is three percent off. I need to recalibrate.”

She moved to the kitchen. I let her go. Morgana processed emotions in private, like a cat licking its wounds in a closet. Pushing wouldn’t help.



My phone rang at 2 PM. The caller ID read “MIA” with a butterfly emoji she’d added herself.

I looked at the phone. Looked at Cherry, who was dissolving an illusion copy that had developed a concerning interest in the candles. Looked at Raven, who was updating her threat maps with a new shade of red. Looked at Morgana, who was applying a final reagent layer to the containment circle while Kevin tried to help by sitting in the center of it.

“Mia’s calling,” I said.

Cherry’s head snapped up. Her tail went into hyperdrive. “MIA! Can I talk to her? We need to discuss the Glow Up Era launch schedule!”

“You have a LAUNCH SCHEDULE?”

“It’s a soft launch, Jake. Cherry says you always start with—” Cherry stopped. Blinked. “I mean, I say you always start with a soft launch. Because I’M Cherry. I just confused myself.”

“That happens to everyone in this apartment,” Raven said without looking up from her maps.

I answered the video call.

Mia’s face filled the screen, and I felt my soul leave my body.

She wore a crop top that showed midriff and the dangerous territory of underboob — the fabric seemed to be engaged in a philosophical debate about how much coverage constituted “clothing.” Full glam makeup: contour that could cut glass, smoky eyes that a YouTube tutorial would’ve taken forty-five minutes to achieve, lips glossed to a mirror shine. Her hair was styled in Cherry’s signature highlighted waves, bouncy and impossible.

Behind her, the dorm room had been transformed. A vision board dominated one wall — photos of Cherry, magazine clippings, motivational quotes in pink cursive. “ABUNDANCE MINDSET” was written in enormous letters across the top. Photos of Mia and Cherry together were pinned throughout, their poses increasingly elaborate and their clothing increasingly theoretical.

“Hey, big brother!” Mia beamed into the camera, her teeth whitened to a brightness that suggested professional intervention. “How’s the… what did you say you were doing? Work retreat?”

“Something like that.”

“You look tired. Are your roommates wearing you out?” She winked. She actually WINKED at the camera. “I bet they are.”

“Mia—”

“So listen. I broke up with Brandon.”

I paused. “Brandon from three days ago?”

“Cherry’s two-week test.” Mia said this like it was an established relationship methodology. Like the Gottman Institute had published a paper on the Cherry Two-Week Test. “If he doesn’t do something unpredictable in two weeks, he’s boring. Brandon was sweet, but…” She made a face. “He kept explaining baseball.”

From the kitchen, Cherry’s voice: “Is that MIA? Tell her Brandon was definitely a Phase One!”

“Cherry says Brandon was a Phase One!” Mia relayed, apparently comfortable that the person she was referencing was shouting in the same room as me.

“What’s a Phase One?” I asked, against every survival instinct.

“A practice boyfriend. Cherry says early boyfriends are for calibrating your standards, not meeting them.” Mia flipped her highlighted waves. “Anyway, I’m talking to TWO guys now. Abundance mindset.”

“Abundance mind—”

“It’s where you don’t limit yourself to one option. Cherry’s idea. She says succubi always—” Mia caught herself. Laughed. “She says SUCCESSFUL women always keep their options open.”

Cherry had nearly referenced succubus culture to my sister. Through a phone. Across the apartment. While preparing for a supernatural transformation ritual. There were layers of absurdity here that would have crashed a less resilient brain.

“Also!” Mia’s face brightened with the intensity of a small sun. “We launched the brand! ‘Glow Up Era!’ Confidence coaching for college girls. We have a logo — it’s a sexy butterfly.” She held up her phone to show me. The logo was, indeed, a butterfly. A very provocative butterfly. With Cherry’s proportions. The butterfly had massive wings that bore an unsettling resemblance to breasts.

“That butterfly has cleavage,” I said.

“It’s SYMBOLIC.”

Cherry appeared at my shoulder, having teleported from the kitchen through sheer enthusiasm. She grabbed the phone.

“MIA! The logo looks AMAZING! Did you get the stickers I ordered? The sparkly ones?”

“YES! They’re perfect! And I talked to Professor Williams about using the student center for our first workshop—”

“WORKSHOP?!” I said.

Neither of them heard me. They’d entered the Cherry-Mia conversational vortex, a dimension where Jake’s opinions were theoretical constructs with no bearing on reality.

“—and I was thinking we could do a segment on the approach walk, because three girls in my dorm asked about it after they saw me at the bar—”

“THREE! That’s amazing! What were they wearing?”

“Okay, so Sarah was in this cute dress but it was WAY too long—”

“How long?”

“Like, past her KNEES.”

Cherry gasped in genuine horror, as if Mia had described a war crime.

I looked at Morgana, who’d paused her reagent application to observe this exchange with academic interest. Her mouth was a straight line, but the corners kept twitching upward. She was fighting a smile.

“The corruption is self-sustaining,” she said to me, quiet enough that the call wouldn’t catch it. “She doesn’t need Cherry’s aura anymore. The behavioral patterns are fully integrated into her personality. She IS this person now.”

“Can it be reversed?”

“Theoretically, with sustained exposure to a strong Calm Aura. Practically…” Morgana watched Mia on the screen, giggling with Cherry about lipstick strategy. “She’s happy. Genuinely happy. The corruption didn’t replace her personality — it amplified the aspects that were already there. Confidence. Sociability. Desire for connection.”

“And the underboob.”

“And the underboob.”

Raven drifted over, her perimeter check apparently on pause for the entertainment value. “Your nestmate mentioned her ‘body count’ is improving,” she reported. “I believe that’s a sexual conquest metric.”

“I don’t need a translator for my sister’s dating life.”

“I’m providing tactical intelligence. She’s averaging one new prospect per week. At this rate—”

“Please stop.”

Cherry and Mia had progressed from lipstick strategy to discussing something called “strategic touching,” which apparently involved a twelve-step methodology Cherry had developed and Mia had been field-testing with results that she was very, VERY eager to share.

“So I used Step Seven on this guy at the coffee shop,” Mia was saying. “The ‘casual arm touch during a laugh’ thing? And he literally DROPPED his drink. Cherry, it WORKS.”

“Of COURSE it works! Step Seven has a ninety-two percent success rate!”

“You’re tracking success rates?” I interjected.

“Data is important, Jake!” Cherry said.

“Cherry is teaching my sister DATA-DRIVEN SEDUCTION.”

“Empowering women through measurable confidence metrics!” Cherry corrected.

Mia’s face appeared on the phone screen again, having wrestled it back from Cherry. “Jake, I gotta go. I’m meeting Diego — he’s Guy Number Two — for coffee. Can you put Cherry back on? Girl talk.”

“Cherry, phone.”

Cherry grabbed the phone and vanished into the bedroom, her tail swishing with gleeful velocity. Through the closed door, I heard them discussing something called the “approach walk success matrix” and whether Mia should use the “hair toss variant” or the “lip bite approach” for her coffee date.

I sat on the couch. The containment circle pulsed silver beneath me. Kevin put his head on my knee.

“My sister has a data-driven seduction methodology,” I said to no one in particular.

“It’s very organized,” Lyra offered from her meditation position. “Cherry showed me the spreadsheet.”

“There’s a SPREADSHEET?”

“Color-coded. By approach type and observed response rate.”

I stared at the ceiling. The sigils pulsed back.

“I need a drink,” I said.

Morgana appeared at my side with a glass of wine. She’d known before I did.



The evening settled into a rhythm of preparation and domestic comfort that shouldn’t have been possible given the circumstances.

Morgana completed the containment circle’s final layer as the sun went down, the silver sigils achieving their full luminosity in the darkness. The living room glowed like a cathedral made of geometry and starlight. She stood in the center, reviewing her work with the critical eye of an artist examining a canvas, and apparently found it satisfactory because she poured herself wine and sat down.

“Seventy percent complete,” she announced. “Final calibration tomorrow. Ritual the night after.”

The maintenance feedings happened after dinner — pizza from Lou Malnati’s, because some things were sacred even in the face of potential death.

Lyra first. She came to me in the bedroom, and the Empathic Bond turned our kiss into something more than physical — a conversation conducted through sensation, every emotion I felt reflected and amplified through her. She pulled back after a few minutes, her cheeks flushed, her eyes bright.

“Your energy is different again,” she whispered. “Stronger. More coherent. Whatever the transformation is building, it’s almost ready.”

“How does it feel? Through the bond?”

“Like standing next to a furnace that’s been cold for years and finally lighting.” She pressed her palm to my chest. “The fire is beautiful, Jake. Don’t be afraid of it.”

Cherry next. She bounced into the bedroom with the enthusiasm of someone approaching a birthday present, not a maintenance feeding session. Her kiss was Cherry — enthusiastic, slightly uncoordinated, cotton-candy sweet. Halfway through, her Charm Voice slipped.

“MORE—” she started, then slapped her hand over her mouth, eyes wide. “SORRY. I keep doing that.” She lowered her hand. “It just comes out when I’m… you know.”

“Aroused?”

“EXCITED. Aroused sounds clinical. Morgana uses ‘aroused.’” She kissed me again, carefully containing the Charm Voice. “There. See? I can control it.”

“You just made the candles flicker.”

“The candles are dramatic.”

Raven was third. She materialized from the shadows of the hallway, violet eyes glowing faintly. She didn’t say anything. Just crossed the room, straddled my lap on the bed, and kissed me with a possessiveness that made her new Shadow Tendrils manifest, dark wisps curling from her fingers and wrapping around my wrists.

“Sorry,” she muttered, pulling the tendrils back. “They keep doing that.”

“I told you, I like it.”

“It’s not intentional.” But she didn’t suppress them entirely. The dark wisps lingered around her fingers, reaching for me even as she pulled away.

“Be careful tomorrow night,” she said. Her voice was quiet. Unguarded. “If the ritual goes wrong—”

“It won’t.”

“If it DOES.” Her gaze held mine with an intensity that had nothing to do with Shadow Class abilities. “I just found you. I just found a place that feels like home. Don’t take that away.”

“I won’t.”

Her tail wrapped around my forearm. Squeezed once. Then she vanished into the shadows, because Raven expressed vulnerability in bursts and then retreated to process it in private.

Morgana was last. She found me in the kitchen at midnight, which was becoming our tradition. She didn’t sit. She stood close — close enough that her heat radiated through the silk blouse she’d chosen, the one with the strategic buttons.

She kissed me. Wine-flavored. Deliberate. Brief.

“Save your strength,” she said, pulling back. “Tomorrow night, you’ll need all of it.”

“Morgana—”

“I know.” She touched my face. Her palm was warm against my cheek. “I know, Jake.”

She turned toward the spare room. Paused. Looked back.

“This isn’t how I thought it would go,” she said. “I built my whole existence around careful distance. Studying the seals from behind glass. And then you.” She almost smiled. “A twenty-four-year-old IT support worker from Chicago who made better promises than anyone I’d ever known.”

“Were they better? Or did I just keep them?”

The almost-smile became real. “Both.”

She disappeared into the spare room. Kevin’s tail thumped. The door closed.

A system notification, clinical and measured:

[System — Status Update] All bonds: Stable Transformation: 44% Ritual preparation: 70% Countdown: 72 hours

Kevin growled low once before settling his head on his paws.

The cold presence lingered at the edge of my awareness. Aldric. Watching. Calculating.

I felt the dimensional ripple when he reached across the barrier – a communication, sent back to wherever the Banisher Concordat operated from. For a fraction of a second, my incubus awareness caught the flicker – his human disguise stuttering, the charcoal skin and silver eyes bleeding through the pleasant facade like static on a television.

Whatever he was telling them, he was running out of time.

So was I.


Chapter 13: The Transformation

The apartment had been converted into a cathedral.

Furniture pushed to the walls. The containment circle dominated the living room, silver sigils covering the floor in concentric rings of geometry that pulsed with living light. Candles burned at each cardinal point — real fire, their flames unnaturally steady, unaffected by the draft from the windows or Cherry’s nervous pacing. The air hummed with magical resonance, a vibration I felt in my teeth, my bones, the transformation markers that had reached forty-four percent and were climbing by the hour.

Morgana had completed the final preparations at sunset. The silver-glowing ink had reached its full luminosity, each sigil sharp and clear, the patterns interlocking with a precision that spoke to a lifetime of ritual mastery. She’d changed into something simpler — a black silk shift that fell to mid-thigh, her reading glasses absent, her hair loose. No armor. No walls. Just Morgana, stripped to essentials.

She stood at the circle’s edge, journal in hand, reviewing the containment sequence one final time.

“Positions,” she said.

I walked to the center of the circle. The sigils brightened as I crossed them, responding to my energy, the changes in my blood resonating with the ink like a tuning fork struck against crystal. I sat cross-legged on the floor. The silver light pooled around me, tingling against my skin.

Lyra took her position behind me. Her hands settled on my back — one between my shoulder blades, the other at the base of my spine. Through the Empathic Bond, I felt her fear — a raw, trembling terror she was forcing into the smallest possible box so it wouldn’t interfere with her role. She was the emotional anchor. Her job was to monitor my vitals through the bond and project calm directly into my nervous system if the transformation destabilized me.

“I’m here,” she whispered. Her hands were steady on my back. Hotter than usual — she was running high with adrenaline. “I’m right here.”

Cherry took position to my left. Her hand closed around my forearm with a grip that was surprisingly strong for someone whose most aggressive act this week had been waging war on a candle that had dripped wax on her favorite blanket. She was the glamour anchor — her Mass Illusion and Charm Voice would shield the ritual’s energy signature from dimensional detection. If anyone tried to sense what we were doing, they’d get nothing but noise.

“I practiced ALL day,” Cherry said, her pink eyes wide and determined. “No naked illusions. I promise.”

“Cherry—”

“Okay, MINIMAL naked illusions. But only if I panic.”

Raven took position to my right. Her hand settled on my shoulder — a firm, grounding weight. Shadow Class. Shadow anchor. Her Shadow Blend and Shadow Step would cloak the energy output where Cherry created noise. Between the two of them, the ritual should be dimensionally invisible.

Her tail found my thigh under the circle’s edge. Wrapped once. Squeezed.

“If you die,” she said conversationally, “I will find your soul in whatever afterlife it ends up in and drag it back by the ears.”

“Noted.”

“Good.”

Morgana knelt in front of me. Her massive wings unfolded behind her, filling the space between the candles, bronze-and-amber membranes catching the sigil light. Her hands settled on my chest — one over my heart, one over the point where the transformation pulsed strongest.

Her gaze met mine. No glasses. No clipboard. No barriers. Just Morgana, ancient and terrified and choosing to do this anyway.

“The transformation channels succubus energy through the bond network and converts the anchor’s biology,” she said. Her voice was steady. Her hands trembled slightly against my chest. “It will hurt. It will feel like dying. You cannot stop it once it starts.”

“Comforting.”

“It’s honest.”

Cherry raised her hand. “What if I need to pee?”

Morgana closed her eyes. Breathed. Then breathed again, more slowly, as if adding “Cherry’s bladder” to the list of threats she’d catalogued across a long and exhausting existence.

“Hold it.”

“This is life or death and THAT’S your concern?” Raven demanded.

“Logistics are IMPORTANT, Raven!”

“You could have gone BEFORE—”

“I did go before! But I’m nervous and that makes me—”

“Both of you,” Lyra said from behind me, with the patient authority of a woman who mediated this exact argument on a molecular level. “Focus.”

Kevin whined from behind the couch, where he’d been confined with a chew toy and one of Cherry’s blankets. His golden head poked over the cushion, watching us with the alert concern of a dog who understood, on some fundamental level, that something important was happening.

“Everyone ready?” Morgana asked.

Four voices. “Ready.”

Morgana began to chant.

The language was old. Older than any human tongue, older than the demon realm’s current civilization. The words resonated in frequencies I couldn’t process consciously — they bypassed my ears and went straight to whatever was rewriting my biology, which responded like soldiers hearing a commanding officer. The markers surged. Forty-four percent. Forty-five.

The sigils ignited.



Silver light flooded the room.

The containment circle erupted with luminosity, each sigil blazing bright enough to wash the apartment in cold, clean light that turned the walls white and the shadows absolute. The candle flames bent toward me — not away. Toward. Like the fire itself was drawn to whatever was building in my chest.

Energy flowed.

Four succubi, four channels, four streams of power converging on the point where I sat in the center of a two-century-old ritual design. Lyra’s energy came first — warm, golden, emotional. The Empathic Bond transmitted everything she felt as raw data, her love and fear and determination compressing into a stream of pure power that entered through my spine and spread upward. Cherry’s followed — pink, chaotic, overwhelming. Her glamour energy was wild and untamed, filling the room with shimmering illusions that flickered and danced in her stress response. Raven’s was dark and cold and fierce — shadow energy that entered through my shoulder and sank into my bones like midnight settling into a city. And Morgana’s — the conductor’s energy, deep and vast and tidal. It poured through her hands on my chest and INTO me, not gently but with the deliberate force of a river breaking through a dam.

The transformation markers surged. Fifty percent. Fifty-five.



Phase one was pain.

It hit like nothing I’d ever experienced. Not the clean pain of injury or the dull ache of fatigue. This was molecular. Cellular. Every cell in my body screaming as it was unmade and remade simultaneously, human biology being overwritten by something older and more powerful. I felt my DNA recoiling, fighting the change, and the change winning.

I screamed.

Lyra flinched behind me. She felt ALL of it through our link — every shattered nerve, every burning cell, every moment of the transformation’s violence against my body. Tears streamed down her face. Her hands shook on my back. But she didn’t let go.

“I’m here,” she choked out. Her Calm Aura activated, projecting waves of soothing energy directly into my nervous system. It didn’t stop the pain. But it kept the pain from driving me insane. “I’m right here, Jake. Stay with me.”

Cherry’s illusions flickered wildly around the room — stress response at maximum. Copies of her appeared and disappeared, some clothed, some not, some making concerned faces, some making faces that suggested Cherry’s subconscious had a very specific idea of how to comfort someone. Her hand gripped my arm hard enough to bruise.

“Jake? JAKE? Are you okay? You’re screaming. Is that normal? Morgana, is the screaming NORMAL?”

“The screaming is expected,” Morgana said through clenched teeth. Her chanting hadn’t stopped — the old language continued flowing from her lips even as she spoke to Cherry, an impossible dual-track vocal performance that only a Lore Class could maintain. “Don’t break formation.”

Raven’s grip on my shoulder tightened. Her shadows surged through the room, cloaking every window, every crack, every point where energy might leak. Her expression was stone. Her tail was wrapped around my thigh hard enough to cut circulation. Through the shadows, I caught a glimpse of her violet eyes — burning, fierce, terrified, refusing to look away.

Kevin whined from behind the couch. Then barked. Then whined again.

Sixty percent. Sixty-five.



Phase two. The seals connected.

As the energy built past a critical threshold, all four seals activated simultaneously.

Lyra’s lower back erupted with golden light, the intricate pattern blazing through the thin fabric of her shirt. She gasped — not in pain. In resonance. Her seal had been dormant between activations, but now it was ALIVE, pulsing with the combined energy of the ritual.

Cherry’s décolletage flared next. Her seal burst to life above her breasts, golden light illuminating her from within, making her skin shimmer with doubled intensity. She squealed — half surprise, half pleasure. “It’s doing the thing! The PRETTY thing!”

Raven’s inner thigh blazed. She hissed through her teeth as her seal activated, the hidden, intimate pattern burning bright. Her shadows reacted, tendrils spiraling out from the light source like dark flames from a golden fire.

And Morgana’s. Between her breasts, the seal she’d hidden since before anyone in this room was born ignited with a brilliance that dwarfed the others. The conductor’s seal. The largest, most complex pattern, its geometries extending outward in lines of fire that connected to each of the other three seals.

Lines of light shot between them. Lyra’s seal connected to Cherry’s. Cherry’s to Raven’s. Raven’s to Morgana’s. Morgana’s back to Lyra’s. And from all four, lines converged on ME — on the center of the circle, on the anchor point that held them all together.

The Constellation became visible.

Not just the seals. Not just the connecting lines. The full pattern — suspended in the air above us like a holographic star map, a four-pointed design of breathtaking geometric complexity. Lines and curves and angles that shouldn’t have coexisted forming something that was simultaneously mathematical and organic, a pattern that looked like it had been designed by a civilization so advanced that beauty and function were the same thing.

I’d seen this in my dreams. For years. Before Lyra. Before any of them.

“I’ve seen this,” I breathed, through the pain. “I’ve ALWAYS seen this.”

Morgana’s chanting faltered. For the first time in the ritual, her voice cracked. Not from weakness — from awe. She stared at the Constellation above us with eyes that had spent a lifetime searching for exactly this.

“That’s — I don’t know why you can see it,” she said. “The texts never explained the dream resonance.” Her amber eyes found mine, wide and luminous. “Whatever this pattern is, it chose you before any of us did.”

Seventy percent. Seventy-five.



The apartment door exploded inward.

Not opened. Not broken. EXPLODED — the deadbolt tearing from the frame, the chain snapping, the wood splintering inward in a shower of fragments that scattered across the glowing sigils.

Aldric stood in the doorway. Not the impeccably suited human from the sidewalk encounter. Not the pleasant silver-haired man who’d discussed dimensional politics over a morning walk.

His true form.

Charcoal-gray skin that absorbed the sigil light rather than reflecting it. No horns — the Banishers removed their own, a self-mutilation that marked their ideology. His human features had sharpened into something alien — angular jaw, hollow cheeks, proportions that were too precise to be organic. And his eyes — pale silver, blazing with a cold light that was the antithesis of everything warm and golden in the room.

His magic hit us like a wave.

Nullification. A blanket of anti-magic that pressed down on the ritual like a boot on a butterfly. Cherry’s illusions shattered — every copy, every shimmer, every defensive noise construct she’d built dissolved like soap bubbles. She cried out in shock.

Raven’s shadows dissipated. The dark cloak that had shielded every window and crack evaporated, leaving the apartment exposed. Her violet eyes went wide with fury and fear.

Even Lyra’s empathic connection wavered. The Empathic Bond flickered, the stream of emotional data stuttering like a bad transmission. For a terrifying second, I felt her hands on my back go cold.

“I warned you,” Aldric said. His voice resonated with dimensional authority — the sound of someone who genuinely believed they were saving the world. “The Constellation CANNOT be completed.”

Kevin burst from behind the couch. Not whining. Not growling. Full-on golden retriever fury — barking at Aldric with the desperate courage of a sixty-pound dog who’d decided this was the hill he’d die on. Aldric glanced at him. Kevin didn’t flinch.

Morgana’s chanting hadn’t stopped.

Through the nullification wave, through the shattered illusions and dissipated shadows and flickering bonds, Morgana’s voice continued. The old language poured from her lips with a force that pushed back against the anti-magic — not with power, but with persistence. The ritual was past the point of no return. The energy had been committed. The seals were connected. The Constellation was visible.

Aldric’s eyes found the pattern hovering above us. His silver gaze tracked the four-pointed design, the connecting lines, the geometric beauty of something he’d spent his entire life trying to prevent.

“It’s too late,” Morgana said, and the words weren’t defiant. They were factual. Clinical. Honest. “The transformation has passed critical threshold. Disrupting it now kills the anchor.”

“Then perhaps—”

“If you finish that sentence,” Raven snarled, “I will end you.”

Aldric looked at Raven. At her seal blazing on her inner thigh. At the fury burning in her gaze.

“Your sister—” he began.

“Don’t.” Shadow Tendrils erupted from Raven’s hands, wrapping around my shoulder with possessive ferocity. “Don’t you DARE use her name to make me hesitate.”

Eighty percent. Eighty-five.



Phase three. The transformation.

It happened in a single, world-altering instant.

The energy in the room reversed.

Instead of the succubi feeding INTO me — instead of their combined power flowing through the bond network and converging on the anchor — the current FLIPPED. Energy flooded OUT from me. Pure, raw, impossible amounts of it. Not draining. GENERATING. My body had crossed the threshold from consumer to producer, from anchor to engine, and the output was staggering.

My eyes blazed gold.

Not the faint flicker from before. Not the brief glimmer that had startled Aldric weeks ago or made the Wardens hesitate. This was FULL INCUBUS — brilliant, solar gold, bright enough to cast shadows in a room already blinding with sigil light.

The transformation markers surged to one hundred percent.

And the energy hit the succubi like a wall.

All four gasped simultaneously. The bond network, designed to channel energy TO the anchor, suddenly found itself carrying energy FROM the anchor in quantities none of them had ever experienced.

Lyra’s back arched. The Empathic Bond FLOODED with power — my energy pouring through the connection into her, filling her, overwhelming her. Her Calm Aura shattered into something fiercer, something electric. She cried out, her voice cracking, her hands pressing harder against my back as the energy pulsed through her body. I could feel what it did to her through our link — every nerve igniting, every cell vibrating, the pleasure building like a wave with nowhere to break.

“Jake — it’s — oh God — it’s SO MUCH — I can’t hold it — I’m going to—”

Her orgasm hit without warning. The energy surge was sexual in nature — the transformation ritual channeled succubus energy, and succubus energy was, at its core, intimate. The power flooding into her triggered every pleasure center simultaneously. She squirted — hard, a forceful gush of fluid that soaked through her clothes and sprayed across the sigils beneath her, her pussy clenching around nothing, her thighs shaking. Her back arched off the floor, her seal blazing on her lower back, her small winglets spreading with desperate flutter. She screamed my name and came again immediately, a second wave crashing through her before the first had finished, another rush of fluid pooling beneath her on the glowing silver lines.

Cherry was next. The energy hit her glamour channels and AMPLIFIED them — her Mass Illusion exploded outward, filling the room with shimmering copies that were more solid and vivid than anything she’d ever produced. Her massive tits heaved beneath her crop top, her nipples visibly hard through the thin fabric, her body trembling as the energy flooded her system. Her pink eyes went impossibly wide, her seal blazing on her décolletage, the golden pattern burning bright above the swell of her breasts.

“YES!” she screamed — and her Charm Voice erupted with the word, supernatural compulsion radiating outward in a wave that made every candle flame double in size and every sigil pulse brighter. The word resonated through the room like a bell struck in a cathedral. “YES, YES, YES — oh God, JAKE—”

Her wings spread. Her body shuddered violently, her massive E-cups bouncing beneath the straining crop top, her hips bucking against air. She came with a scream that could have been heard in Michigan, her thighs clenching, her cotton-candy scent flooding the room so thick I could taste it on my tongue.

Raven’s shadows SURGED. The energy flooding into her shadow channels didn’t dissipate them this time — it SUPERCHARGED them. Shadow Tendrils erupted from every point of darkness in the room, wrapping around me, around Lyra, around Cherry, connecting everyone in a web of darkness and pulse. Her seal blazed on her inner thigh, golden fire against shadow, the intimate placement burning through her clothes.

Her orgasm was nearly silent. She just went rigid, locked tight from horns to toes, her eyes blazing violet so bright they were almost white, her thick thighs pressing together, her jaw clenched against the sound that wanted to escape. Then a shudder, a ragged gasp, a low moan she couldn’t suppress as her body shook. Her pussy pulsed in rhythmic spasms, her arousal soaking through her leggings, and her shadows tightened around all of us — possessive, protective, binding us together in warm darkness.

And Morgana.

The conductor bore the greatest surge. The energy that poured from me into her was vast and deep and ancient, filling the bond between us with a power that even her meticulous preparation hadn’t fully anticipated. Her wings mantled over the entire group, spreading wide enough to cast the room in bronze shadow. Her massive breasts heaved beneath the silk shift, rising and falling with shuddering breaths, her dark nipples hard enough to tent the thin fabric. Her seal blazed between them — the conductor’s seal, the largest pattern, channeling more energy than any single point, the golden light burning between those heavy breasts like a star cradled in flesh.

“Oh,” she breathed. Not clinical. Not composed. Just oh — raw and helpless, her hand pressing flat against her own sternum where the seal burned. Her composure shattered completely, centuries of careful distance demolished in a single surge of pleasure that buckled her knees. “Oh — oh God — Jake — it’s too much, I can’t—”

Her orgasm was the anchor point. When Morgana came, the Constellation LOCKED. Her body arched, her wings snapping to full extension, her breasts thrust forward as her back bowed. The sound she made was unlike anything I’d heard from her — deep, guttural, primal, a cry ripped from a place she’d sealed shut for two hundred years. Her thighs trembled, her pussy clenching in deep, rolling waves, her whole body convulsing as the energy peaked through her conductor’s seal.

The four-pointed pattern in the air above us solidified — no longer flickering, no longer ethereal. Permanent. Real. The lines of light connecting each seal hardened into something that looked less like magic and more like architecture.

A four-pointed star connected by lines of intricate geometry. Beautiful. Ancient. Incomplete — there were spaces for more points, gaps in the design that reached outward toward seals that hadn’t been found yet.

But what existed was POWERFUL.



I stood.

The ritual circle’s sigils faded beneath my feet. The candles extinguished simultaneously — not blown out but simply released, the fire’s purpose fulfilled. The silver ink that had covered the floor, the walls, the ceiling, dimmed to ordinary markings. Spent.

I stood, and my body was different.

Not dramatically. I was still me — dark brown hair, brown eyes with gold flecks (brighter now, much brighter), lean-athletic build. But something fundamental had shifted. My presence filled the room in a way it hadn’t before. The air around me carried a weight, a magnetism, a gravitational quality that made the four succubi lean toward me involuntarily.

They were all there. All of them. Not just the bonds — their ENERGY sang through me. Lyra behind me, bright and golden. Cherry to my left, pink and chaotic. Raven to my right, dark and fierce. Morgana in front of me, vast and ancient. Four distinct frequencies, four unique signatures, all connected to me through threads of light that I could see if I concentrated.

And inside me, where the markers had hummed and strained and threatened to tear me apart — peace. Not emptiness. Fullness. A reservoir of energy that was generating, not depleting. Producing, not consuming. I could sustain them. ALL of them. Without breaking.

The realization settled through me like the first deep breath after drowning.

I’d been running on fumes for months. Barely surviving the drain of one succubus, then two, then three, then four. Watching my body deteriorate while the women I loved starved themselves to keep me alive. The constant, grinding calculus of energy economics — who feeds when, how much is too much, when does it become dangerous.

Gone. All of it. Gone.

Aldric’s nullification hit me.

I felt it — a wave of anti-magic that should have suppressed my energy the way it had Cherry’s illusions and Raven’s shadows. It reached me and… bounced. Not reflected. Not absorbed. Just… irrelevant. Incubus energy couldn’t be nullified because it wasn’t passive magic. It was generative. Like trying to nullify a heartbeat, or a fire. It simply WAS.

Aldric stepped back.

“What ARE you?” he whispered. The same question the Warden Handler had asked months ago. The same desperate incomprehension of something that didn’t fit his models.

I looked at him with eyes that glowed gold. The answer came from a place that was new and old simultaneously, from the part of me that the transformation had unlocked, the part that had been waiting behind the dreams and the seal patterns and the years of connection to a pattern I didn’t understand.

“I’m their anchor,” I said. “And you’re leaving.”

Aldric hesitated. His silver eyes swept the room — the four succubi with their seals blazing, the Constellation hovering overhead, the newly minted incubus standing in the aftermath of a ritual that had been centuries in the making. His nullification was useless. His argument was irrelevant. The thing he’d come to prevent had already happened.

“This changes nothing,” he said. But his voice had lost its conviction. Doubt flickered in those silver eyes — not about the danger, but about whether he’d been right about the nature of that danger. “The Banishers will send more than one agent.”

“Then send them. We’ll be ready.”

He held my gaze for a long moment. Then he turned. A dimensional tear opened behind him — a vertical slash in reality that smelled of ozone and elsewhere.

He stepped through. The tear closed behind him. The apartment was silent except for the fading hum of spent sigils and Kevin’s insistent barking at the spot where Aldric had been standing.



The ritual circle faded. The apartment was a disaster — broken door, shattered sigils, candle wax on every surface, a containment circle that now looked like someone had drawn on the floor with a dying glow stick. Kevin abandoned his post behind the couch and galloped across the room, barking at the empty doorway, then circling back to press against Cherry’s leg.

Four succubi and one newly minted incubus sat in the wreckage. Exhausted. Transformed. Covered in sigil residue and candle wax and, in Cherry’s case, a significant amount of sequins from an illusion that had somehow become partially physical.

Cherry broke the silence.

“I need pizza.”

Raven: “I need sleep.”

Lyra: “I need Jake.”

Morgana: “I need wine.”

I looked at my hands. Turned them over. They didn’t glow — the gold had faded from my eyes back to the enhanced golden flecks. But the energy hummed inside me. Endless. Regenerating. A wellspring that would never run dry.

“I feel good,” I said. The words were inadequate. I felt INCREDIBLE. For the first time in months — since Lyra had first fallen into my life and the slow drain had begun — I felt GOOD. Strong. Complete. Full.

“The transformation is complete,” Morgana confirmed. She’d retrieved her glasses from somewhere and settled them on her nose, her composure rebuilding itself in real time. But her hair was wild, her shift was stained with sigil ink, and there was candle wax on her wing. She looked more human than she ever had.

A system notification cascaded through my awareness — not the quiet pings I’d grown used to. This was a MAJOR STATUS OVERHAUL, the system reorganizing itself around a fundamental change in the anchor’s nature:

[INCUBUS STATUS: JAKE MORRISON] Type: Incubus (Transformed) Transformation: 100% Energy Generation: SURPLUS Bonded Exiles: 4

INCUBUS TRAITS Energy Generation (sustain multiple) Enhanced Stamina (supernatural) Addictive Essence (unique bond – newly active) Portal Anchor: Active

Constellation Status: 4/? connected. Pattern: VISIBLE (permanent).

[All Bond Updates]: Lyra – Bond +100 -> 850 (Bonded) – Adaptation +5% -> 35% Cherry – Bond +75 -> 750 (Bonded) – Adaptation +7% -> 25% Raven – Bond +100 -> 600 (Devoted) – Adaptation +5% -> 26% Morgana – Bond +250 -> 750 (Bonded) – Adaptation +5% -> 10%

Morgana’s bond had jumped two hundred and fifty points. The conductor’s role had channeled more energy than any other position, and when she committed — fully, completely, holding nothing in reserve for the first time since she could remember — the impact was seismic.

That night, we piled into the bedroom. All of them. Me. Kevin at the foot of the bed, his chew toy abandoned in favor of keeping physical contact with as many people as possible.

The broken front door had been temporarily secured with Raven’s Shadow Blend — a wall of solid darkness that was, according to Raven, “better security than any human lock.” Mrs. Peterson would have questions in the morning. Those were tomorrow’s problems.

Cherry sprawled across the bottom of the bed, her massive tits pooling against the mattress, her pink hair fanned across pillows, Kevin using her leg as a headrest. She was already half asleep, her tail swishing lazily.

Lyra curled against my left side, her golden hair spread across my chest, her tail curled against my arm. Her relief flooded through me — vast enough to be its own kind of pain. She’d been terrified of losing me. The terror was receding now, replaced by something warm and fierce and permanent.

Raven claimed my right side with the territorial efficiency she applied to everything. Her back pressed against my ribs, her tail wrapped around my ankle, her shadows settling in the corners of the room like watchful guards. She hadn’t spoken since the ritual ended. But her hand had found mine in the dark and hadn’t let go.

Morgana took the edge of the bed. Her wings, finally allowed to unfurl completely in the bedroom’s limited space, draped across the foot of the bed and over Kevin, who nestled into the bronze membranes with a contented sigh. She held her journal in her lap, but she wasn’t writing. She was looking at us — the four of us, tangled together at the end of the most significant night of her very long life.

“This wasn’t what I expected,” she said quietly.

“What did you expect?”

“A successful ritual. A transformed anchor. Data points and observations.” She set the journal aside. Removed her glasses. “Not… this.” She gestured at the pile of people and dog and wings and tails. “Not family.”

Cherry mumbled something from her position at the foot of the bed. It sounded like “welcome to the pizza family.”

Raven’s grip on my hand tightened.

Lyra’s heartbeat had synchronized with mine. When had that started? When had her rhythm matched itself to mine so completely that I couldn’t tell where her pulse ended and mine began?

The energy inside me hummed. Not straining. Not depleting. Just… existing. A hum in my chest that radiated outward, touching each of them through the bond network. Four seals, four points of the Constellation burning gently in my mind’s eye.

But I couldn’t sleep. The energy was too much, too new. And there was something else — an awareness that hadn’t existed before the transformation. A magnetic quality. A pull.

The succubi stirred in their sleep. Pressing closer. Tails reaching. Hands finding bare skin. Not consciously — the response was involuntary. Instinctive. They were drawn to me in a way that went beyond the bond.

My energy wasn’t just sustaining them now. It was PULLING them. The incubus transformation had fundamentally changed what I was to them — not just an anchor, not just a provider. Something their bodies craved on a level deeper than feeding.

Cherry nuzzled closer in her sleep, strawberry sweetness rolling off her skin as she pressed against my leg. Raven’s shadows deepened around us both, possessive even in unconsciousness. Lyra shifted closer, her tail finding my shoulder. And Morgana — Morgana, who maintained her careful reserve in sleep the way she maintained it in every other state — reached across the darkness and placed her hand on my chest, over my heart, where the incubus energy pulsed strongest.

The addictive trait had begun.


Chapter 14: New Man

I woke up to every succubus in the apartment trying to climb inside my skin.

Not literally. But close. Lyra was pressed against my left side so tightly that her body heat had fused us into a single thermal entity. Cherry had migrated from the foot of the bed and was draped across my legs, her massive tits pillowed against my thigh, her tail wrapped around my calf, her face pressed into my hip. Raven had rolled until she was essentially spooning me from the right, her thick hips against my ribs, her tail around my ankle in a grip that suggested she’d fight anyone who tried to move her. And Morgana’s wing had extended across the entire bed like a bronze blanket, her hand still resting on my chest, directly over my heart.

Kevin had somehow ended up on my stomach. All sixty pounds of golden retriever, nose between paws, tail giving a sleepy thump when my breathing shifted.

Every tail in the bed was reaching for me. Every body pressed closer than comfort or physics should have allowed. And every one of them was making small, unconscious sounds — Lyra’s soft sighs, Cherry’s satisfied hums, Raven’s quiet breathing, Morgana’s barely audible murmurs.

The addictive trait.

I could feel it now — the incubus energy radiating from my core like heat from a furnace, drawing them in, making their bodies crave proximity. Not feeding. Not the bond. Something else. Something new, baked into the transformation itself.

Cherry stirred first. Her eyes opened — pink, heart-shaped pupils, slightly glazed. She inhaled deeply, pressing her nose against my hip.

“Jake.” Her voice was dreamy. “You smell different.” She nuzzled closer. “Better. Like…” Her pupils dilated. “WAY better.”

“Cherry—”

“Like the best version of the best thing I’ve ever smelled. Like cotton candy and stardust and that feeling when the first bite of pizza is PERFECT.” She was fully awake now, and her tail had gone from idle wrapped to active swishing. “What happened to you?”

“The transformation. Remember? Last night? The ritual?”

“I KNOW that. I mean your SMELL. It’s—” She inhaled again and shuddered. Actually shuddered. Her massive tits pressed harder against my thigh as she pulled herself closer. “It’s doing things to me. Everywhere.”

Lyra woke next. The bond between us lit up the moment her consciousness emerged from sleep and ran headfirst into the new version of my energy. Her eyes flew open. Sky-blue, bright as backlit glass, immediately wide.

“Jake.” She sat up. Pressed her palm against my chest. Her Emotion Sense was working at full capacity, scanning my transformed energy signature with the focused intensity of a scientist encountering a new element. “Your energy. It’s—”

“Different,” Cherry supplied.

“COMPLETELY different. It’s not just stronger. It’s fundamentally restructured. The feeding pattern has inverted. You’re not a well anymore. You’re a spring.” Her CRAVING hit me — transmitted raw and unfiltered. Not hunger, exactly. Something more. Like she’d been drinking instant coffee her entire life and just smelled freshly ground beans.

Raven woke with a snort and a reflexive Shadow Blend that made her flicker transparent for half a second. She blinked. Sniffed.

Her pupils dilated so fast I could track the expansion.

“What happened to you?” She propped herself up on one elbow, her violet eyes fixed on me with predatory intensity. “You smell like… I don’t know what you smell like. But I want to bite it.”

“That’s my hip,” Cherry said from the region of my lower body. “Back off.”

“I don’t want to bite HIS HIP. I want to—” Raven caught herself. Her nostrils flared and she shook her head. “Never mind.”

Morgana was already awake. Had been for some time, based on the careful, analytical way she watched our reactions. She sat on the bed’s edge, wine glass in hand (had she FETCHED WINE while I slept?), observing the three younger succubi’s response to my transformed energy with clinical interest.

“The addictive trait,” she said. “His essence has fundamentally changed. It’s now uniquely optimal for bonded succubi. Each feeding will be the most satisfying experience of your existence.”

Cherry’s pink eyes went supernova. Her tail hit the headboard. “Does that mean what I think it means?”

“It means feeding from him will be significantly more satisfying than feeding from any other source. Permanently.”

Cherry’s mouth formed a perfect O. Then a perfect smile. Then a sound that was part squeal, part moan, part vindication. “Oh. Oh YES.”

“You haven’t even TRIED it yet,” Raven said.

“I don’t need to TRY it. I can SMELL it. It’s already the best thing that’s ever happened.”



Discovering my new body took most of the morning.

The enhanced strength was the first surprise. I went to pick up the couch — which we’d moved for the ritual — and lifted it one-handed. Without strain. Without thinking about it. I’d been looking for the TV remote underneath and just… lifted the couch.

Cherry squealed. “Did you SEE that?”

“I saw it.”

“He picked it up like it was a PILLOW.”

“It weighs maybe sixty pounds, Cherry. It’s not—”

“It was COOL. Do it again!”

I set the couch down. Picked it up again. The motion was effortless. My muscles responded with a fluidity that wasn’t human, the transformation having optimized my physical structure for efficiency I hadn’t possessed twelve hours ago.

“The TV remote is behind the cushion,” Raven said.

“Thank you.”

The heightened senses were next. I could hear Mr. Okonkwo humming three floors down — his morning song while he arranged the store’s shelves. I could hear Mrs. Peterson’s TV playing the morning news, and the specific way she tutted at politicians she disagreed with. I could hear the L train from six blocks away, the distant rumble reaching my ears a full thirty seconds before it appeared on the elevated track.

“Your perception range has expanded significantly,” Morgana noted, watching me track sounds through the apartment walls. “Standard incubus enhancement. It’ll stabilize in a few days.”

“Can he hear EVERYTHING?” Cherry asked with sudden concern. “Like, when I’m in the bathroom?”

“Cherry—”

“Because sometimes I sing in the bathroom. And it’s not GOOD singing.”

“I can hear that too.”

“Oh no.”

Kevin had not left my side since I’d gotten out of bed. Not for a second. He followed me from room to room, pressed against my leg during breakfast, and planted himself on my feet the moment I stood still. When I walked to the kitchen, he walked to the kitchen. When I sat on the couch, he was on the couch before the cushion had finished compressing.

“The beast is obsessed with you,” Raven observed, watching Kevin trail me into the bathroom doorway and sit there, tail thumping, waiting. “Welcome to my world.”

“He was always attached.”

“Not like THIS. He used to split his time between Cherry and the nearest food source. Now he’s acting like you’re the only human in the apartment.” She paused. “Or the only incubus.”

Kevin put his head on my foot and sighed with the contentment of a dog who had found his true purpose.

The energy generation was the most significant change. I stood in the kitchen, drinking coffee (Morgana’s, naturally), and felt the incubus energy pulsing inside me. Generating. Not a reservoir I was drawing from. A spring that kept filling.

For months, I’d lived with the calculus of energy economics. Feeding schedules. Rationing. The slow deterioration that came from sustaining more succubi than a human body was designed for.

Gone. The relief hit me so hard I had to set the mug down and grip the counter. Like putting down a weight I hadn’t realized I’d been carrying until my arms were free.

Mrs. Peterson visited with cookies at 10 AM. She rang the bell — Raven had replaced the shattered front door with a new one from the hardware store, secured with shadow reinforcement and a normal deadbolt. When I opened it, Mrs. Peterson froze.

“Jake.” She stared. “You look… well.”

The incubus energy lent me a weight, a magnetism that affected everyone nearby — not Cherry’s corruption aura, not a compulsion. Just… magnetism. Mrs. Peterson, who’d treated me with maternal disapproval for four years, was suddenly holding her cookie tin like a shield.

“You look VERY well,” she added, and backed away two steps. “I’ll just leave these here.”

She placed the tin on the hallway floor. Retreated to her apartment. Locked the door.

Then opened it again and put a SECOND tin beside the first.

“More cookies than usual,” I told the others.

“Your incubus presence makes humans uncomfortable in a pleasant way,” Morgana explained. “They sense something different about you without understanding what. The instinctive response is to placate or appease.” She examined the cookies. “Mrs. Peterson has upgraded to chocolate chip macadamia. Previously it was plain sugar cookies. Your threat assessment has apparently increased.”

Cherry grabbed three cookies. “I love the transformation.”

Mr. Okonkwo noticed too, when I went for a supply run later that morning. The corner store owner’s eyes widened when I walked in, and he didn’t immediately launch into his usual greeting of “Jake! My friend!” Instead, he looked at me. Really looked.

“Jake.” He came around the counter. Studied my face with the attention of a man who prided himself on knowing his customers. “Whatever those women are feeding you, get me some!”

He wasn’t wrong. My jawline was sharper. My build slightly more defined. The gold flecks in my eyes were more prominent — not obviously supernatural, but enough to make people look twice and not quite know why.

“Just eating well,” I said.

“Eating well doesn’t make a man’s eyes change color.” He peered at me. “You used to have regular brown eyes. Now they look like someone put gold in them.”

“Must be the light.”

“Must be the women.” He grinned. “I have more of that wine your aunt likes. She’s coming later?”

“Probably.”

“Tell her I saved the Barolo. She’ll understand.”



Lyra volunteered to test the new capabilities. She said it practically — chin up, shoulders back, the confident woman she’d become after months of growth from the terrified succubus who’d fallen through my ceiling.

“Someone needs to assess the energy transfer dynamics,” she said, her blush betraying the clinical language. “The Empathic Bond gives me the most detailed feedback of anyone here.”

“Scientific,” I agreed.

“Very scientific.”

Cherry’s voice from the living room: “IS IT HER TURN? I WANT A TURN.”

Raven: “There’s a LINE.”

Cherry: “SINCE WHEN IS THERE A LINE?”

Raven: “Since now. I called second.”

Cherry: “You can’t CALL second, that’s not how—”

Lyra closed the bedroom door. Locked it. Leaned against it and looked at me with sky-blue eyes that were already luminous.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

“You look different.”

“Good different?”

She crossed the room. Stopped in front of me. Pressed both hands against my chest. The bond transmitted everything she felt — the incubus energy radiating from my core, constant and inexhaustible. Her fingers curled against my shirt. Through the bond, her arousal hit me like a punch — raw, immediate, her body responding to my transformed energy before her mind had finished processing it.

“Good different,” she confirmed, her voice dropping. Then she pulled my shirt over my head.

The transformation had changed me physically. Not dramatically — I was still me. But my muscles were denser, more defined. The V-lines she’d always admired were sharper, leading the eye downward with more authority. My forearms, which she’d had a thing for since the beginning, were corded with lean strength that hadn’t existed two days ago.

“Oh,” she breathed, running her hands across my chest, her fingers tracing every new contour. “Oh, Jake.” Her palms slid down my abs, following the V-lines, and when her fingertips grazed my waistband, my cock twitched hard enough that she felt it through the fabric. Her breath caught.

I pulled her hoodie over her head. My hoodie, technically, which she’d been wearing since day one and which I’d stopped trying to reclaim around week two. Her perky C-cups bounced free, pale pink nipples hardening instantly in the cool air. The blush crept from her cheeks down her neck to her chest, that beautiful cascading flush that was uniquely Lyra’s — rosy pink spreading across ivory skin like warmth on porcelain.

The air thickened with honeysuckle and vanilla, the sweetness sharpening as her arousal built. It mixed with the new energy I was radiating, creating a combined scent that went straight to my cock.

I pulled her close. The first touch — her bare breasts against my transformed chest — made us both gasp. Not just heat, not just contact. The energy transfer between us was DIFFERENT now. Where it used to feel like a current flowing from me to her, now it was a CIRCUIT. I was giving, and the giving felt like receiving. A closed loop of pleasure that amplified with every second of skin on skin, her stiff nipples dragging across my chest as she pressed closer.

“Jake—” Her voice caught. Her arousal slammed into me through the bond — a spike so hard it nearly staggered me. My cock was straining against my pants, aching, and she could feel it pressing against her hip. “What you’re doing to me. I can feel it everywhere. Your energy is… God, it’s like it’s stroking me from the inside. Like invisible fingers touching me in places I can’t reach.”

I kissed her. Hard. Not the tender maintenance kisses we’d been sharing. This was the kiss of a man who’d been dying for months and had finally been told he’d live. She moaned against my mouth, her tongue tangling with mine, her body pressing into me, her legs wrapping around my waist as I lifted her.

The transformation strength made it easy. She weighed nothing in my arms. I carried her to the bed and laid her down, and she pulled at my pants with desperate hands while I stripped her shorts away. My cock sprang free, and through the bond I felt her reaction — a spike of pure want that bordered on physical pain, her pussy clenching on empty.

“I need you,” she gasped, her eyes locked on my cock, watching it twitch and pulse. “Right now. The energy — it’s making my body ache for you — I NEED you inside me.”

I kissed down her body. Her throat, her collarbone, the valley between her breasts. I sucked one stiff pink nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, biting gently, and she arched off the bed with a cry. Her small winglets fluttered against the sheets. Her tail found my forearm and wrapped tight, the spaded tip pressing against my pulse point.

I didn’t make her wait. I spread her thighs wide and buried my face between them, and the taste of her was DIFFERENT — sweeter, more potent, like concentrated honeysuckle wine, the supernatural quality of her arousal heightened by the addictive trait that made everything about our connection more intense. Her pussy was swollen, drenched, her clit standing out hard and prominent. I sealed my lips around it and sucked while my tongue worked the sensitive nub, and she cried out, her hips lifting off the bed, her hands fisting in my hair hard enough to sting.

“Jake — oh God — your mouth — it feels like you’re everywhere — I can’t—”

She couldn’t finish. The Empathic Bond was transmitting my pleasure at tasting her directly back into her body, creating a feedback loop of arousal that spiraled upward with every stroke of my tongue. I held her hips down with my new strength — easily now, effortlessly, one-handed — and ate her pussy with focused precision, alternating between lapping her clit and plunging my tongue inside her, tasting the steady flow of her arousal, until her words dissolved into pure sound. Her thighs trembled around my head. Her heels dug into my back.

“I need you inside me,” she begged, her voice cracking. “Please. I can feel how hard you are through the bond. I can feel your cock throbbing. Give it to me. Give me everything.”

I kissed my way back up her body. Aligned the head of my cock with her entrance, felt the molten heat of her pussy kissing the tip. Pushed inside her in one smooth, deep stroke that made us both groan — bottoming out, my full length buried in her, her pussy stretched around me in a tight, pulsing grip.

The sensation was staggering.

She was tight, hot, impossibly wet — drenched enough that my cock slid in without resistance and her arousal coated my shaft, dripping down to my balls. But that was familiar. What was NEW was the energy. Instead of draining me, the act of being inside her GENERATED more power. Every thrust created a surge of incubus energy that poured into her through the bond, and the Empathic Bond fed her pleasure back into me, and the combined sensation was a spiral that built exponentially with every second.

“Jake — something’s — I can’t hold — you feel so much BIGGER—”

I gripped her hips. Hard. Harder than I’d ever been able to before, my fingers digging into her flesh with a strength that made her eyes go wide and then roll back. I pinned her in place, tilted her pelvis up, and drove into her with the full force of the transformation. The bed frame protested. The wall behind us shuddered. The wet sounds of my cock driving into her soaked pussy were obscene — squelching, slapping, her arousal making everything frictionless and devastating.

“There — RIGHT there — don’t stop — I’m yours, I’m completely yours, just don’t stop—”

The orgasm hit her like a freight train.

She screamed — actually screamed, the sound ripping from her throat, raw and broken — and her pussy clamped down on me so hard I saw stars, the inner muscles convulsing in rhythmic waves that milked my cock from root to tip. Her body arched, wings spreading, tail thrashing. And then the squirting came — a forceful gush of hot fluid that sprayed against my stomach, soaked my cock, drenched my thighs, the sheets, everything beneath us. MORE than anything she’d ever produced. The force of it surprised even her — she stared down at the spreading wet in shock.

“Oh GOD — Jake, I’m — I can’t STOP—”

A second wave hit before the first finished. Her pussy clenched again, another spray of fluid jetting from her, the wet heat of it running in streams down my shaft. Then a third, weaker but still soaking, her entire body shaking, her eyes unfocused and blazing blue.

The addictive trait had supercharged the energy transfer, and every orgasm was triggering another through the Empathic Bond feedback loop. She was caught in a cascade of pleasure that her body couldn’t control, her pussy squeezing and releasing around my cock in continuous, desperate spasms.

My own orgasm detonated from somewhere deeper than muscle, deeper than bone — from the incubus core that the transformation had built inside me. My hips locked against hers and I unloaded with a force that felt new, unprecedented, the sound leaving my throat barely recognizable as human — a snarl, a growl, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave fingerprint bruises on her ivory skin. My cock pulsed violently inside her, flooding her with thick, hot cum that was DIFFERENT. I could feel it — not just warmer, not just more. It carried something. Energy that hadn’t existed in me twenty-four hours ago, each spurt saturating her system like sunlight pouring into a dark room. She seized around me, her eyes flying open, a fourth orgasm crashing through her — this one purely from the energy, from the hot flood of my cum inside her, from the incubus power saturating every cell.

“It’s never been like—” She couldn’t form sentences. Her pussy milked me with frantic, involuntary contractions, drawing out every drop, cum and her own arousal mixing and overflowing around my shaft, dripping onto the ruined sheets. Her eyes were glazed, glowing, swimming. “Your cum — it feels like it’s alive inside me — oh GOD—”

She came AGAIN. A fifth time. The Empathic Bond was feeding my orgasm back into her, and her orgasm back into me, and the loop was cycling so fast that the sensation was nearly continuous — a sustained plateau of pleasure that left her squirting in weak, shuddering pulses, her body wrung out but unable to stop.

My breathing hadn’t even changed. If anything, the energy was building.

She finally collapsed. Spent. Glowing. Her skin was flushed from cheeks to toes, a soft rosy light that made her look like she’d been bathed in sunrise. Her wings were spread across the sheets. Her eyes were half-closed, unfocused, her mouth curved in a smile that was part satisfaction and part disbelief.

“The addictive trait is… accurate,” she managed. Her voice was wrecked. Hoarse from screaming.

“That good?”

“I want to go again. RIGHT NOW.” She looked alarmed by her own words. “My body is literally demanding it. I’ve never — Jake, is this what you do to us now?”

“I hope so.”

She lay there, dazed, glowing, her hand resting on my chest with lazy possessiveness. Her satisfaction washed through me like a golden flood — but beneath it, already building again, was the craving. The addictive trait, doing exactly what it was designed to do.

A readout materialized in my mind’s eye:

[System — Exile Status Update] Lyra – Bond +50 -> 900 (Bonded) Adaptation +3% -> 38% Addictive Essence: Confirmed active

[System — Incubus Status] Stamina: CONFIRMED supernatural Energy generation: SURPLUS – compatible with multi-bonded configuration

From outside the bedroom door:

Cherry: “IS IT MY TURN? PLEASE TELL ME IT’S MY TURN.”

Raven, also outside: “There’s a LINE, Cherry.”

Cherry: “I HEARD HER THROUGH TWO WALLS. WHATEVER HAPPENED IN THERE, I WANT IT.”

Raven: “You don’t even know what—”

Cherry: “SHE SQUIRTED SO HARD THE BED HIT THE WALL. I KNOW EXACTLY WHAT HAPPENED AND I. WANT. IT.”

Morgana’s voice, calm and measured: “Perhaps a schedule would be prudent.”

“A SCHEDULE?” Cherry’s outrage was palpable. “Morgana, this is not a scheduling situation! This is a FIRST-COME-FIRST-SERVED situation!”

“That phrase has unfortunate implications in this context,” Raven said.

Lyra pressed her face against my chest. She was laughing. Exhausted, drenched, freshly wrecked, and laughing.

“This is your life now,” she said.

From outside the door, I heard the unmistakable sound of Cherry making an actual SCHEDULE. On paper. With time slots. Raven crossed out Cherry’s schedule and made her own.

“Cherry, you can’t give yourself THREE slots!”

“I have THREE times the enthusiasm!”

“That’s not how scheduling works!”

Lyra pulled on my shirt — hers now, permanently — and padded to the door to mediate. “If we rotate fairly, everyone gets equal time,” she said through the door, her voice carrying the patient authority of the group’s emotional anchor. “Cherry, two slots. Not three.”

“But—”

“Two.”

Morgana poured wine and watched. Her lips twitched. The scheduling argument was, apparently, unprecedented in her considerable experience.

Lyra came back to bed, curled against me, and was asleep in thirty seconds. I crossed to the window. Behind my eyes, four points of light burned steady – the Constellation’s geometry etched into my consciousness like a diagram burned into glass, golden threads humming with a resonance I could feel in my teeth.

But I could feel more now. Out there. Distant, faint, like stars too far away to see clearly. Other seal bearers. Other exiles. The Constellation was calling.

Behind me, the schedule argument continued.


Chapter 15: Reckoning

Three days after the transformation, Aldric came back. And he brought a friend.

We were on Michigan Avenue. In broad daylight. Surrounded by tourists, office workers, and the constant traffic of one of Chicago’s busiest streets. It was the last place I expected an attack and, I realized later, exactly where a Banisher agent would choose to strike — because succubi needed secrecy, and secrecy was impossible in a crowd.

The trip had been Morgana’s idea. “Post-transformation assessment,” she’d said, though the way she’d gazed at the window displays of the Magnificent Mile suggested the assessment had a retail component. She wore her glamour over her wings, a wide-brimmed hat over her horns, and an expression of dignified curiosity that made her look like a visiting European dignitary evaluating Chicago’s cultural offerings.

Cherry had come because Cherry came everywhere. Her glamour hid her horns and tail, her eyes shifted from pink to brown, and her proportions were… well. There was no glamour powerful enough to make Cherry inconspicuous. She wore a sundress that the October wind kept trying to steal and heels that clicked against the sidewalk with the rhythm of a woman who’d mastered Cherry’s approach walk and was applying it to casual retail browsing.

Every man she passed walked into something. A lamppost. A trash can. Each other.

“This is a lovely street,” Cherry said, oblivious.

“You just caused a three-person collision,” Raven said from the shadows. She was there, technically. Shadow Blend made her barely visible in the mid-afternoon sun — a flicker at the edge of perception, a suggestion of dark hair and darker attitude.

“That wasn’t MY fault. They should watch where they’re going.”

“They were watching. That was the problem.”

Lyra walked beside me, her hand in mine, her glamoured eyes brown instead of blue but still expressive enough to telegraph her every emotion. She wore a light jacket and jeans and looked like a college student out for a walk with her boyfriend. Which, supernaturally speaking, she was.

Kevin had come because Kevin always came. He trotted beside Cherry, ears up, tail wagging at every stranger who made eye contact, which was all of them because Cherry’s corruption aura was apparently effective even through glamour.

I was halfway through explaining to Cherry that she couldn’t lick the Cloud Gate sculpture when I felt it.

Cold. Sharp. Wrong. A distortion in the ambient energy that made the transformation markers in my blood — now permanently active, now PART of me — spike with warning. The incubus awareness I’d gained three days ago lit up like a radar screen, tracking two signatures that were fundamentally alien to this dimension.

Not Wardens. The feel was different — the same cold that had radiated from Aldric on the sidewalk, but doubled. Multiplied.

“Incoming,” I said.

Four succubi went rigid simultaneously. Kevin’s hackles rose. He planted himself in front of Cherry and growled — the deep, sustained growl that meant Banisher, not Warden. The one that said THESE things smell worse.

They appeared from the crowd like negative space given form.

Aldric first. No longer in his human disguise. His true form — charcoal skin, hornless, silver eyes — emerged from behind a group of tourists who suddenly found urgent reasons to be elsewhere. Cherry’s residual aura couldn’t quite overcome the primal discomfort of standing near a being from another dimension. People flowed around Aldric like water around a stone, their steps quickening, their eyes not quite registering what they’d seen.

The second Banisher was new. Shorter than Aldric, broader, with the same charcoal skin and removed horns. Female, based on physiology, though Banisher modifications made the details academic. Pale silver eyes identical to Aldric’s. She moved with a compact efficiency that suggested combat training the diplomatic Aldric lacked.

“Mr. Morrison.” Aldric’s voice carried across the busy sidewalk with unnatural clarity. “I’d hoped for more time.”

“You had plenty. You chose to bring backup instead.”

“The Concordat accelerated the timetable.” His silver eyes swept our group — the four glamoured succubi, the golden retriever who was growling at his shin, the incubus who’d been human a week ago. “This is Operative Selene. She’s less patient than I am.”

Selene looked at me with the clinical assessment of someone calculating how much force it would take to remove an obstacle. Her eyes lingered on the gold in mine.

“He transformed,” she said to Aldric. Her voice was flat. Unimpressed. “The Lore Class completed the ritual.”

“As I reported.”

“And you didn’t prevent it.”

“The ritual was past the point of—”

“I don’t need excuses.” Selene’s attention shifted to Morgana, who stood to my left with the unruffled poise of a woman who’d dealt with Banisher operatives before and found them tedious. “You. Lore Class. You’ve read the degradation models.”

“I’ve read YOUR degradation models,” Morgana corrected. “And found them incomplete, selectively sourced, and built on assumptions that haven’t been tested in a controlled environment.”

“The Constellation is a weapon.”

“The Constellation is a MECHANISM. Whether it’s a weapon depends entirely on what it does when complete. Which neither of us knows.” Morgana removed her glamour hat, revealing her elegant horns, and somehow made the gesture look like a professor removing a lab coat before a lecture. “But you didn’t come here for a scholarly debate.”

Selene moved.

Fast. Faster than Aldric had ever moved. She crossed the ten feet between us in a blur, her nullification hitting like a targeted strike instead of Aldric’s broad wave. Cherry’s glamour shattered — her horns popped visible, her pink hair brightened, her tail unfurled. A woman with a stroller gasped and hurried past. A tourist raised his phone.

Cherry shrieked. Not in fear — in reflexive response. Her Mass Illusion activated like a defense system, flooding the street with copies of herself. Dozens of Cherrys appeared between Selene and our group, some striking poses, some waving, some doing things that suggested Cherry’s panic-illusions had not improved since the Warden battle.

“Why are half of them NAKED?” Raven materialized from shadow, violet eyes blazing through the glamour that had hidden them. Her Shadow Step put her between Selene and Cherry before the Banisher’s second stride landed.

“I PANICKED!” Cherry wailed.

“You ALWAYS panic!”

“That’s WHY they’re naked!”

A tourist was taking photos of the illusions. Several of the naked ones. Cherry’s corruption aura, liberated from its glamour dampening, hit the surrounding crowd like an invisible warm front. A businessman loosened his tie and told his colleague he’d always found him attractive. A woman walking two poodles stopped to stare at one of the Cherry copies with an expression of dawning self-discovery. A street musician began playing significantly more sensual jazz.

“This,” Selene said, nullifying Cherry copies as she pushed forward, “is exactly the chaos the Concordat warned about.”

“This is a TUESDAY,” Raven snapped.

Lyra’s Emotion Projection hit Selene like a psychic wall — she’d targeted confusion and disorientation, the specific emotions that would create maximum chaos. Fear. Uncertainty. The sudden, inexplicable conviction that she’d left her stove on in whatever dimension she called home.

Selene stumbled toward a Cherry copy, hand extended, mouth forming the beginning of a greeting before she shook off the compulsion. Three seconds. Faster than any Warden had recovered from Lyra’s abilities. But three seconds was enough.

Raven Shadow Stepped behind Selene. Her Shadow Tendrils erupted — dark, physical extensions of her shadows that wrapped around the Banisher’s arms. “Remember me?” Raven hissed. Then, colder: “The Banishers taught me to fight in the dark. Their mistake.”

Selene struggled against the tendrils. Strong. But Raven’s new ability was stronger than it had been three days ago — the transformation’s energy boost had supercharged every succubus’s abilities, and Raven’s shadows were thick with incubus-amplified power.

Aldric didn’t attack. He stood to the side, silver eyes tracking the chaos. His jaw had loosened. His hands, which had been clenched at his sides, hung open. Doubt. Genuine, corrosive doubt.

“Aldric,” Morgana said. She hadn’t moved. Hadn’t deployed a single ability. She stood in the middle of Michigan Avenue, wings still glamoured, massive breasts straining her silk blouse, and addressed the Banisher agent with the tone of a professor correcting a promising student’s error. “Call her off.”

“The Concordat—”

“The Concordat sent a combat operative to confirm what you already know — that the transformation succeeded and the Constellation is permanent. They’re not here to prevent it. They’re here to assess the response.”

Aldric’s certainty wavered. Just a fraction. “You don’t know—”

“I know the Concordat’s tactical patterns. I’ve been studying them for longer than Selene has been alive.” Morgana reached into her bag. Produced her journal. Held it up. “The transformation data. Raw numbers. Energy signatures. Constellation configuration. Send it back to the Concordat. Let them study it honestly. Then DECIDE if their fear is justified by evidence or by generations of inertia.”

She opened the journal to a specific page. Equations. Diagrams. The seal resonance patterns she’d recorded during the ritual. Data that represented a lifetime of independent research conducted outside the Banishers’ ideological framework.

“I’m not offering to surrender,” Morgana said. “I’m offering to educate. There’s a difference.”

Selene broke free of Raven’s tendrils. Turned toward Cherry with nullification building in her palms — Cherry, who was still trying to dismiss her last naked illusion, who had no combat abilities, who was the most vulnerable target in the group—

I stepped between them.

My eyes blazed gold. The incubus energy radiated outward — not as an attack, not as a threat. Just presence. The same presence that made Mrs. Peterson bring extra cookies and Mr. Okonkwo save the good wine. But amplified. Focused. Directed at a being whose entire existence was built on suppressing supernatural power.

One word. “No.”

The raw incubus authority hit Selene like a physical force. She stopped. Not because I’d compelled her — the incubus presence wasn’t mind control. It was WEIGHT. The quiet authority of someone who stood between a threat and the people he’d chosen to protect.

Selene’s nullification reached for me. Found nothing to nullify. Incubus energy was generative, not passive. She might as well have tried to nullify sunlight.

“That’s not possible,” she whispered. “Nullification doesn’t FAIL.”

I’d seen that expression before. On the Warden Handler. On Aldric. The same frozen disbelief of creatures confronting something their training hadn’t prepared them for.

“You already know what I am,” I said. “And this is over.”

The street was chaos. Cherry’s illusions still populated the sidewalk — some had started doing choreographed dance routines, because Cherry’s stress response was apparently developing a creative streak. The jazz musician was playing something that sounded suspiciously like a love theme. Kevin was barking at Selene with the dedicated fury of a golden retriever defending his people. A tourist had started a livestream.

Aldric looked at Selene. Looked at me. Looked at Morgana’s journal.

“Fall back,” he said.

“The Concordat—”

“Fall back, Selene.”

She stared at him. Then at me. Then at the four succubi arrayed behind me — Lyra projecting confusion, Cherry generating a street’s worth of illusions, Raven wreathed in shadows, Morgana holding a journal like it was the only weapon that mattered.

“This isn’t finished,” Selene said.

“No,” Aldric agreed. “But it’s not what they told us it would be, either.”

He looked at Morgana. She inclined her head, a fraction. He returned it. Not friendship. Not alliance. The mutual recognition of two scholars who’d spent their lives on opposite sides of the same question and were beginning to suspect they were both wrong.

“The readings,” Aldric said. “Send them.”

“I will.”

“And Morgana.” He paused at the edge of a dimensional tear that Selene had opened — a vertical slash in reality that the tourists couldn’t quite see. “He’s not evil. I want that noted.”

“The data doesn’t lie.”

“Neither does the man who stepped between a Banisher operative and four succubi with nothing but his eyes glowing.” Aldric’s silver gaze found mine one last time. “Whatever you are, Morrison, you’re not what I expected.”

They stepped through. The tear closed. The street returned to normal — or as normal as it could be with thirty Cherry illusions still performing an impromptu flash mob.

“Cherry,” I said. “The illusions.”

“Right! Right.” She concentrated. The copies flickered. Faded. Most of them. A few lingered — the naked ones, naturally. “They’re… not listening.”

“They’re YOUR illusions.”

“I know! But the naked ones are STUBBORN.” She waved her hands. The last illusions dissolved. The jazz musician looked confused, then continued playing, because jazz musicians in Chicago had seen weirder things. A police cruiser rolled past slowly, two officers staring at the sidewalk where thirty identical women had just vanished. One of them spoke into his radio. The other rubbed his eyes.

A hot dog vendor, still under the influence of Cherry’s residual aura, approached our group with a cart. “Free hot dogs? You all look like you could use a hot dog. On the house. Something about you people makes me feel GENEROUS.”

Morgana accepted a hot dog. Ate it with improbable elegance, one hand holding the bun, the other holding her journal, her massive wings invisible behind glamour but present in the way the wind didn’t quite touch her.

“That was well handled,” she said.

“You offered him your research.”

“Not all of it. Enough to make him question his assumptions.” She took another bite. “Aldric isn’t evil. He’s afraid. Fear makes people certain, and certainty makes them dangerous. The best antidote is data they can’t dismiss.”

“And Selene?”

“Selene is a weapon. Weapons don’t think. They follow directives.” Morgana’s warm gaze found mine. “But Aldric doubts. Doubt is an opening. And openings can become doors.” She finished the hot dog. Wiped her fingers on a napkin she’d produced from nowhere. “More agents will come before his doubt spreads through the Concordat. We should be ready for that.”

Raven appeared from the shadows, materializing beside me with the casual grace of someone who hadn’t just been wrestling a Banisher operative with tendrils of sentient darkness.

“That was satisfying,” she admitted.

“The fighting or the part where I stopped her with a word?”

“Both.” Her tail curled against my hip. “Mostly the word thing. It was…” She searched for the adjective. Her tail tightened. “Hot. It was hot. I’m not saying it again.”

Cherry hugged Kevin, who was still growling in the direction the Banishers had disappeared. “You were so BRAVE! You growled at the scary lady! You’re the best boy!”

Kevin accepted the praise as his due.

Lyra’s hand found mine. Through the Empathic Bond: You were different. When you stepped in front of her. Something in your energy… shifted. Became harder. More certain.

The incubus.

No. Something older than that. Something that was always there. Her fingers laced through mine. I love you. I know I don’t say it enough with words because the bond makes it seem redundant. But I love you.

I love you too.

A system notification, clean and clinical:

[System — Threat Assessment] Banisher operatives: Withdrawn Threat level: REDUCED (temporary) Political reassessment: IN PROGRESS Note: Data exchange initiated. Outcome: PENDING

We walked back toward the apartment. Four succubi, one incubus, one golden retriever, and the lingering scent of hot dogs and dimensional disruption. Michigan Avenue’s traffic resumed its normal flow.

Cherry’s illusion residue had left a shimmer in the air that would fade in an hour. A tourist’s livestream had captured thirty seconds of what appeared to be a flash mob of identical pink-haired women. It was already being shared, the comments section filling with theories about “Chicago’s weirdest performance art.”

Morgana was already composing the data packet on her phone. Raw numbers. No interpretation. The gesture of a scientist who believed truth would do its own work.


Chapter 16: Constellation

For the first time since Lyra fell through my ceiling, there was no crisis.

No Warden scouts lurking in alleys. No energy depletion threatening to kill me. No Banisher agents watching from across the street. No countdown to transformation failure. No feeding schedule calculated to keep everyone alive by the thinnest possible margin.

Just a Thursday evening in a Chicago apartment. Pizza from Lou Malnati’s — Cherry had ordered four boxes because Cherry operated on a principle of escalating abundance. Wine from Mr. Okonkwo’s store, the Barolo he’d saved for Morgana. Mrs. Peterson’s chocolate chip macadamia cookies, which had arrived in a tin so large it required both hands to carry. And Kevin’s own personal cheese pizza, which Cherry had insisted on and which he consumed with the dignified intensity of a golden retriever who understood he was being honored.

We sat on the living room floor. The containment circle’s sigils had faded to decorative shadows in the wood — permanent marks that would confuse future tenants and probably lower the property value. The furniture was back in place. The door was fixed. The candles were gone, replaced by the amber glow of regular Chicago apartment lighting that filtered through curtains Morgana had somehow found time to replace.

Cherry sat cross-legged, three slices of deep dish stacked on a plate balanced on her massive tits. She’d been using them as a shelf for the pizza box too, which was one of those things I’d stopped trying to address. Her tail swished against the floor. Kevin’s head rested on her thigh, his eyes tracking each pizza slice’s journey from plate to mouth with devoted attention.

Raven leaned against the couch, a pint of mint chocolate chip ice cream in one hand, a slice of thin-crust in the other. She was committing what Chicago considered the ultimate betrayal by eating thin crust instead of deep dish, and she did it with the deliberate provocation of someone who enjoyed watching a city’s food culture writhe.

“That’s not pizza,” I said.

“It has bread, cheese, and toppings. It’s pizza.”

“It’s a cracker with delusions of grandeur.”

“Your entire city has delusions of grandeur. You’re just offended because I’m right.” She took a bite with violent precision. Her tail curled around my ankle under the coffee table, the touch automatic, affectionate despite the culinary hostility.

Lyra sat beside me, her shoulder against mine, a single slice of deep dish on a plate in her lap. She ate carefully, neatly, the way she did everything — like someone who’d learned human food customs from a textbook and was determined to get them right. Her tail curled against my forearm. Her emotions radiated through me — warmth, contentment, a residual fear that she was actively converting into gratitude with the discipline of someone who’d spent months practicing emotional regulation.

She caught me feeling her emotions. Gave me a look.

“I know,” I said.

“I know you know.” She leaned into me. “I’m just glad you can feel it without me having to say it.”

Morgana occupied the armchair. She’d claimed it the day she arrived and no one had challenged the arrangement. She held a wine glass with the elegance of someone who’d been perfecting her wine glass hold since before America existed. Her plate contained a single slice — deep dish, which she’d grudgingly accepted as “the superior regional variant” three days ago and which Cherry had celebrated as a victory for the ages.

Her reading glasses were perched on her nose. Her journal was in her lap, closed for once. She watched us the way she watched the Constellation — intent, quiet, her pen hand still for the first time in days.

“You’ve built something remarkable here,” she said.

The room quieted. Not the tense quiet of crisis. The comfortable quiet of people who wanted to hear what she was going to say.

“Most anchors never bond with more than one succubus. The logistics are prohibitive. The energy requirements are unsustainable. The emotional dynamics are complicated beyond what most beings — human or otherwise — are equipped to manage.” She surveyed us over the rim of her wine glass. “You have four. And they’d die for each other.”

I looked at her. “Five. You’re included.”

Morgana’s wine glass paused at her lips. She blinked. Set it down. When she looked at me again, her eyes were bright and unguarded.

“…Five,” she said.

Cherry raised her pizza. “To five! And pizza! And Kevin!”

Kevin barked. Pizza was mentioned. He was relevant.

“To making it through without anyone dying,” Raven said.

“To finding answers,” Lyra added. “And knowing we’ll find more.”

“To data,” Morgana said. “And the willingness to be wrong about it.”

I raised my slice. “To home.”

We ate. We laughed. Cherry recounted the Michigan Avenue battle in increasingly exaggerated terms — “And then I made FIFTY copies—”

“It was twelve,” Raven corrected.

“FIFTY copies and one of them PUNCHED the Banisher—”

“That didn’t happen.”

“It happened in my HEART.”

Raven actually laughed. Full, genuine, unguarded. The sound cut through the room like sunlight through a crack. Everyone noticed. Everyone pretended not to, because noticing would make Raven self-conscious, and self-conscious Raven was hostile Raven, and hostile Raven was a problem nobody wanted on pizza night.

She caught herself. Looked around. Dared anyone to comment.

“What? It was funny.” She kicked my shin under the table. Lightly.

Lyra leaned against me. Her contentment shifted — deepening into something that had been building since the transformation.

“I used to be scared of running out,” she said quietly. “Of you running out. Every feeding, I’d count the energy and wonder if this was the one that broke you.” Her sky-blue eyes found mine. “I’m not scared anymore.”

Cherry’s pizza went untouched for three whole seconds, which was Cherry’s version of a solemn moment. She reached over Kevin and put her hand on Lyra’s knee. “I wasn’t scared because I didn’t understand the math. But I’m glad the math changed.”

Raven said nothing. But her ice cream spoon slowed, and she leaned fractionally closer to me — a movement so small anyone else would have missed it.

Morgana observed the group. Her wine glass stilled halfway to her lips, held there without drinking. Her gaze moved from face to face — Cherry’s grin, Raven’s reluctant smile, Lyra’s quiet glow. Not data. Not patterns. Not ancient texts. A living room. Pizza. People who’d chosen each other.



The celebration shifted the way celebrations do when four gorgeous supernatural women have been waiting three days to properly experience the transformation they’d risked their lives for.

Cherry started it. Because Cherry always started it.

“So… Jake.” She set her pizza down. This was significant. Cherry didn’t set pizza down lightly. “Your new body. I haven’t gotten to TEST it yet.” Her heart-shaped pupils were dilated. Her tail had gone from idle swishing to purposeful curving. “Lyra got the first go. And it sounded INCREDIBLE from the other side of the wall. Like, structurally-concerning incredible.”

Raven set down her ice cream. Also significant. “Neither have I.” She crossed her arms. Her deep purple gaze held mine with the direct challenge that was, for Raven, foreplay. “Lyra got the first go. That was scientifically appropriate. But the scientific phase is OVER.”

Lyra blushed. Her arousal spiked so hard I caught the echo of it — not from the conversation, but from sensing everyone ELSE’S arousal, the bond feeding it all to her in real-time. She was getting a four-channel feed of desire that was bouncing between all of us.

“It was very loud scientific,” she managed.

“VERY loud scientific,” Raven confirmed. “Through two walls.”

Cherry: “I want loud science!”

Morgana set her wine glass down. Slid her reading glasses off and hooked them on the neckline of her blouse.

“Perhaps,” she said, her voice dropping to the register that preceded every significant moment in her long life, “we should all benefit from the assessment.”



The bedroom had never been designed for five. It barely worked for two. But the five of us approached the problem with the cooperative efficiency of a team that had survived dimensional combat together and weren’t going to let spatial constraints stop them.

Lyra initiated. She always did. The emotional anchor, the first succubus, the one who set the tone for the group the way a lead instrument set the key for an ensemble. She came to me first, her hands on my chest, her sky-blue eyes luminous, and kissed me with a tenderness that held the full weight of seven months of falling in love with someone she’d been terrified of losing.

The bond carried everything she felt — the incubus energy radiating from me into her, steady and inexhaustible, and the addictive trait underneath making every point of contact vibrate with heightened sensation. She gasped against my mouth, her hips pressing forward, grinding against me through our clothes.

“I’ll never get used to this,” she whispered. “You feel like a bonfire. I want to crawl inside it.”

Her hands worked my shirt off. She kissed my chest, my neck, the line of my jaw that the transformation had sharpened, her tongue tracing the edge of it before she nipped at the corner of my mouth. Then she stepped back to pull her own shirt over her head. Her perky C-cups bounced free, pale pink nipples hardening instantly. But it was her eyes I watched — the way they glowed brighter as the bond between us opened wide, sky-blue turning luminous, her tail reaching for my wrist before the shirt had hit the floor.

Cherry escalated. Because Cherry always escalated. She practically launched herself onto the bed, her massive E-cups bouncing with an enthusiasm that created its own weather system. She grabbed the hem of her crop top and pulled it off in one motion, and the structural liberation of her breasts was, as always, a moment that arrested higher brain function. They spilled free — massive, impossibly perky, nipples candy-pink and hard, the heavy flesh swaying as she moved.

“Hi!” She threw her arms around me from behind, her bare tits pressing hot and heavy against my back, her stiff nipples dragging across my skin. Her cotton-candy scent engulfed me. One hand slid down my stomach, fingers tracing my abs, dipping below my waistband to wrap around my cock. “I’ve been waiting THREE DAYS for this and you’re already hard. That’s for me, right? Tell me it’s for me.”

“Cherry, there’s an order to—”

Her Charm Voice slipped. “MORE!”

Every candle in the apartment flickered. Lyra’s eyes went wide. Raven stumbled mid-step. Even Morgana flinched.

“Sorry!” Cherry slapped her hand over her mouth — the one that had been gripping my cock. “I keep DOING that!”

Morgana dispelled the lingering compulsion with a casual wave of her hand, like brushing away a cobweb. “Control, child.”

“I HAVE control! Mostly! Partially!” Cherry’s tail swished in agitation. “It slips when I’m excited and I am VERY excited right now because Jake’s cock is —” She caught herself. Grinned sheepishly.

Raven needed to be asked. I’d learned this months ago, confirmed it this week, and understood it with a depth that the transformation had made intuitive. She stood at the bedroom’s edge, violet eyes burning, arms crossed, her thick hips cocked against the doorframe. Every line of her body screamed desire. Her nipples were visibly hard beneath her tank top, her thighs pressed together. Her posture said “I’m fine where I am.”

Her tail said something entirely different. It was reaching for me, stretching across the distance between us, straining toward me like a compass needle toward north.

“Raven,” I said. “Come here.”

Her breath caught. The arms uncrossed. The challenging posture dissolved into something softer, something that only appeared when she’d been specifically invited and could convince herself that coming wasn’t the same as admitting she wanted to.

“Make me,” she said. But her feet were already moving.

I reached for her. Pulled her in by the belt loop of her torn jeans, hauling her flush against me. Her thick hips pressed against mine, the swell of her ass filling my hands when they slid to her lower back and gripped hard, fingers sinking into the plush curve of her cheeks. She gasped — the sound involuntary, immediate, every defense abandoned. I could feel how hot she was through the denim, the damp heat of her arousal radiating through the fabric.

I kissed her. Hard enough that her tail whipped around my thigh, hard enough that she moaned into my mouth. “Made you.”

“Shut up.” But she was grinning against my lips, her hips grinding forward into mine.

Morgana didn’t need to be asked. She didn’t need to be invited or challenged or coaxed. When Morgana decided, she decided. And she decided now.

She removed her blouse. Button by button. Deliberate. Unhurried. Each button a choice, each revealed inch of olive skin an offering. Her massive F-cup breasts emerged from the silk like a revelation — heavy, natural, magnificent, her dark nipples already stiff. Between them, her seal pulsed faintly. She slid her skirt down her elegant legs, leaving the stockings on. Always the stockings. The black lace of her underwear was visibly damp, and she didn’t care that everyone could see it.

She walked toward the bed with the authority of a woman who’d waited long enough and would not wait one second longer.

“Lie back,” she told me. “I’ll direct.”



The logistics required coordination. Morgana, as the most experienced, served as the director with the natural authority she brought to everything.

Lyra first. She stripped her shorts away — no underwear, she’d planned ahead — and straddled me, sinking down on my cock in one fluid motion that drew a moan from both of us. Her slender body settling on my hips with the comfortable familiarity of our deepest bond, her tight, wet pussy gripping my shaft in a pulsing embrace. Every sensation was doubled, tripled through the Empathic Bond — my pleasure feeding into hers feeding into mine in an accelerating spiral. Her perky breasts pressed against my chest, her honeysuckle scent overwhelming, her tail coiled around my bicep.

She rode me with the confidence she’d earned over months — nothing like the nervous, blushing girl who’d first kissed me. This Lyra rolled her hips with authority, squeezing my cock with her inner muscles on the upstroke, grinding her clit against my pelvis on the down. Her pussy was drenched, the wet sounds of our fucking filling the bedroom, her arousal running down my shaft.

“You feel so good inside me,” she gasped, her blue eyes blazing. “Every time is better. The addictive thing — I can’t get enough. I need this. I need YOUR cock, Jake.”

I gripped her hips, pulled her down harder, drove up into her from below. She cried out, her head falling back, her C-cups bouncing. She came with a scream that made the windows rattle — her pussy clamping down in rhythmic waves, squirting hard, a forceful spray soaking my cock, my thighs, the sheets beneath us, her body convulsing as the addictive trait amplified the orgasm beyond anything before.

Cherry didn’t wait for an invitation. She climbed onto the bed from the side, her massive tits in my face before I’d recovered from Lyra’s climax, the air turning pink and sugary around her. She kissed me — enthusiastic, sloppy, perfectly Cherry, shoving one heavy breast against my mouth. I sucked her nipple and she squealed. Lyra dismounted, dazed and glowing, her pussy still twitching, and settled beside us.

Cherry straddled me with zero preamble. She reached between her legs, wrapped her fingers around my cock — still slick with Lyra’s cum — and guided me inside her. She sank down with a moan that could have been heard in Milwaukee, her impossibly tight pussy stretching around my girth, gripping me with wet, nuclear heat. Those impossible E-cups bounced inches from my face as she set a pace that could only be described as “Cherry” — fast, uncoordinated, overwhelming.

“Oh GOD — Jake — the addictive thing — it’s REAL — I can feel your cock THROBBING inside me — it’s like every nerve is — OH—”

I gripped her tiny waist. My hands could nearly span it. The contrast between her waist and her hips was obscene, my thumbs meeting above her navel while her ass flared wide beneath, her thick bubble butt slapping against my thighs with every bounce. I controlled her rhythm, pulling her down harder onto each stroke, burying my cock to the hilt, the wet clap of flesh echoing. Her massive tits bounced wildly, heavy flesh swinging in hypnotic arcs, and her Charm Voice slipped.

“MORE—”

The supernatural compulsion rippled through the room. Morgana dispelled it with a wave while simultaneously kissing my neck, her heavy breasts pressing against my shoulder. “Control, child.”

“I can’t HELP it!” But Cherry was grinning, her pink eyes sparkling, her tail swishing. Her pussy clenched around me as she came — screaming, her walls convulsing, her cum gushing around my shaft, triggering Mass Illusion. The room filled with shimmering pink light, copies of her appearing and dissolving in waves of glamour. She collapsed onto my chest, her heavy breasts pressing me into the mattress, breathless and giggling, my cock still buried inside her.

“That was… I have no words. I have zero words. Cherry.exe has stopped working.”

She clenched her pussy around me one more time, experimentally. Then looked down between us. Back at me. Her pink eyes went comically wide.

“He just — he came in Lyra and then in me and he’s STILL — HOW.” She pointed at the junction of our bodies. “He’s still rock hard. LYRA. LYRA, ARE YOU SEEING THIS?”

“I can feel it through the bond,” Lyra said, dazed but smiling, idly rubbing her swollen clit. “The stamina is… real.”

“Move,” Raven said from beside us. “My turn.”

Cherry rolled aside with theatrical reluctance, my cock sliding free of her with a wet pop, glistening with the combined arousal of two succubi. Raven replaced her — not with Cherry’s bouncing enthusiasm or Lyra’s tender approach. Raven turned around. Stripped her jeans and thong in one motion, presenting that thick, incredible ass to me — the pale cheeks spread, the dark cleft between them inviting, her pussy visibly dripping. She looked over her shoulder with violet eyes that burned.

“You know what I want,” she said. Not a question.

I did know. I gripped her wide hips with both hands and pulled her back against me. She moaned — a real moan, raw and unguarded — as I positioned the head of my cock against the tight ring of her ass and pushed forward slowly. She was already relaxed, ready, her body opening for me with practiced ease. The head slipped past the tight entrance and she gasped, pushing back, taking more.

“Don’t be gentle,” she said through clenched teeth. “I can take everything you’ve got. Give me all of it.”

I wasn’t gentle. I buried myself to the hilt in her ass and started fucking her with deep, hard strokes, her thick cheeks rippling with every impact, the clap of my hips against her plush ass filling the room. Her shadow tendrils erupted from her hands and wrapped around the headboard, around my forearms, her darkness closing around us like a cocoon that pulsed with heat. She moaned my name like she’d forgotten every other word. Just Jake. Over and over. Just my name, stripped of everything else, while her tight ass milked my cock and her untouched pussy dripped onto the sheets.

She came silently, like she always did at peak intensity. Her body went rigid, every muscle contracting, her ass clenching so hard around me that my vision blurred. Her shadows surged through the room in waves. Her seal blazed on her inner thigh. Her tail lashed once, then wrapped around my leg with the desperate grip of someone who’d spent years afraid to hold on and had finally stopped being afraid. Her pussy pulsed in visible contractions, her cum running in rivulets down her thighs.

Then Morgana.

She guided the rotation with practiced ease, positioning herself at the center of the bed while the other three arranged around us. She peeled her soaked underwear down her elegant legs and spread herself open, her pussy swollen and glistening, the dark hair trimmed neat. She looked up at me with amber eyes that held a lifetime of knowledge and one week of genuine vulnerability.

“Your turn to let go,” I told her.

Her eyes widened. She exhaled — a shaking breath that carried the last of her resistance out with it.

I pulled her stockinged thighs apart. The contrast of sheer black fabric against flushed olive skin was arresting. I positioned myself between her legs and pushed inside her in one deep stroke — her pussy enveloped me in a tight, rolling grip, her inner muscles working my shaft with that deliberate, centuries-practiced technique. The Lore Class bond activated with full force.

The energy exchange crashed through both of us. Her vast, deep-rooted power meeting my incubus generation in a collision that made the Constellation flare bright in the room above us. She gasped, her wings spreading wide, mantling over us all — a cocoon of bronze and firelight that enclosed the entire bed in living bronze. I drove into her — hard, deep, making her cry out — before she could reassert control.

Then Morgana directed. She repositioned me on my back, pulled my cock from her pussy — slick, throbbing, glistening — and wrapped her massive F-cup breasts around it. The paizuri deployed mid-group with the confidence of someone who’d perfected the technique across twenty decades. My cock disappeared between the heavy, yielding warmth of her tits, the soft flesh swallowing me completely, her dark nipples pressing against my shaft. She spat on my cock, worked the slick into the channel of her cleavage, and began stroking.

Before I could process the sensation, Cherry straddled my face, her soaking pussy pressing against my mouth, her arousal flooding my tongue — sweet, thick, mixed with the taste of my own cum still inside her. I licked into her, found her clit, sucked it between my lips, and she squealed.

Raven appeared at my side. Her lips found my neck, teeth scraping the tendon. Her Shadow Tendrils wrapped around my wrists and pinned them to the mattress with possessive darkness. Her wet pussy pressed against my hip, grinding slowly, marking me.

Three succubi. Simultaneously. Morgana’s heavy tits wrapped tight around my shaft, rising and falling in a slick, practiced rhythm, her tongue lapping at the head on each upstroke — swirling, tasting, sucking the crown between her lips before releasing it back into the valley of her breasts. Cherry grinding against my mouth, her pussy soaking my chin, my tongue buried inside her while she moaned and gripped the headboard, her massive tits swaying above my face. Raven’s teeth on my neck, her tendrils holding me pinned, her wet cunt sliding against my hip in a desperate rhythm, her breath hot and ragged against my skin.

“There,” Morgana breathed from between my legs, her gold eyes meeting mine through the chaos of bodies. “Just like that. Good boy. We’ve got you.”

She released my cock from between her breasts — slick, throbbing, aching — and repositioned herself above me. She sank down onto my shaft with a gasp, her pussy swallowing me whole, her tits settling heavy against my stomach as she rode me. Cherry still on my face, her wetness flooding my mouth, her thighs clamping around my head. Raven still at my neck, her tendrils tightening around my wrists, her pussy leaving a slick trail on my hip. Lyra pressed against my side, her hand between her own legs, rubbing her clit as she watched and felt everything through the bond — four channels of pleasure feeding into her simultaneously.

“Mine,” Morgana whispered, her pussy clenching around me on the word, pulling me deeper. “Ours. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare—”

She came with her wings fully extended, her seal blazing between her breasts, her massive tits heaving as she rode me through the crest. Her pussy milked my cock in deep, powerful waves, each contraction drawing me in, her cum coating my shaft. Her orgasm triggered the Constellation’s full activation.

All four seals blazed simultaneously.

Lyra’s lower back. Cherry’s décolletage. Raven’s inner thigh. Morgana’s between her breasts. Lines of golden light connected them — not just to each other. To ME. Through me. The anchor point. The center of the Constellation.

The pattern appeared in the air above us. Four points of starlight connected by intricate lines of geometry that were both mathematical and organic. Beautiful. Ancient. Complex beyond my ability to comprehend, even with incubus perception.

The energy loop completed. The addictive trait, channeled through the Constellation’s bond network, created a feedback cascade that amplified every sensation exponentially. Every orgasm strengthened the next. Every climax fed the system that triggered the subsequent one.

Lyra squirted so hard she slid off the edge of the bed, her orgasm crashing through her from the bond alone — the combined pleasure of four other people pouring into her empathic channels. I caught her with one hand, incubus strength making the save effortless. She was laughing and crying simultaneously, her pussy gushing in rhythmic waves, the Empathic Bond feeding her everyone else’s pleasure in addition to her own. “I can feel all of you coming,” she gasped. “Every single one. It’s too much. It’s PERFECT.”

Cherry’s climax triggered Mass Illusion — the room flooded with shimmering pink light that was radiant and beautiful and entirely involuntary. Her pussy clenched in aftershocks against my chin, another rush of sweet wetness flooding my mouth. “That was… THAT WAS…” She couldn’t finish. Even Cherry had been rendered speechless by four orgasms cycling through the bond network.

Raven’s shadows wrapped around everyone during her orgasm — a shroud of living darkness that pulsed with heat, connecting us all. When she came, her ass still aching from my cock, her pussy contracting in visible spasms against my hip, she pressed her face into my shoulder and said one word. Just my name. No snark. No armor. Just “Jake.” Her shadows said the rest — pulling everyone tighter, binding the five of us together in warm darkness.

Morgana’s wings mantled over the entire group as she peaked. Her seal blazed brightest — the conductor’s seal, the cornerstone. Her pussy gripped my cock in one final, devastating contraction. “Good boy,” she whispered one final time, and the words carried the weight of two hundred years of searching for exactly this.

I came last. My cock erupted inside Morgana with a force that shook my entire body — thick, hot cum flooding her pussy in heavy spurts, each one accompanied by a wave of incubus energy that surged outward through the bond network, pouring into all four of them simultaneously. The energy triggered a final cascade of climaxes — Lyra squirting again, Cherry screaming, Raven’s shadows exploding outward, Morgana arching back with her wings at full spread — leaving everyone shaking, gasping, and tangled together in a pile of wings and tails and limbs and light and the mingled evidence of what we’d done soaking the sheets beneath us.



The Constellation hung in the air above us. Four points of steady starlight connected by intricate geometric lines, forming a pattern that was permanent now. Not flickering. Not fading. Real and solid and beautiful.

I stared at it with incubus eyes and tried to understand.

The pattern MEANT something. I could feel that with absolute certainty, the way you can feel that a word exists just beyond your ability to recall it. The geometry was significant. The connections were intentional. The gaps in the design weren’t empty — they were hungry, pulling at something beyond my perception, straining across dimensional barriers toward seals I couldn’t see yet. Not random. Part of the plan.

But WHAT plan? What was the Constellation FOR? What did it DO when complete?

The more I stared, the less I understood. Like a word on the tip of my tongue that refused to form. Like an image in a puzzle that only makes sense when you stop looking at the individual pieces. Every answer was right THERE, just beyond the edge of comprehension—

“Don’t try to read it,” Morgana said. She lay beside me, wings draped across all of us like a bronze quilt. “I spent fifty years trying. It reveals itself when it’s ready. Not before.”

The light faded. The Constellation retreated to its usual position — a gentle pulse in my awareness, permanent but unobtrusive, like a second heartbeat I’d carry for the rest of my life.

The system chimed one final time, quiet and certain:

[System — Final Status] Lyra – Bond 950 (Bonded) – Adaptation 38% – Powers Sealed 55% Cherry – Bond 800 (Bonded) – Adaptation 25% – Powers Sealed 65% Raven – Bond 650 (Devoted) – Adaptation 26% – Powers Sealed 70% Morgana – Bond 800 (Bonded) – Adaptation 12% – Powers Sealed 75%

Jake – Incubus (Transformed) – Energy: SURPLUS – Addictive Essence: ACTIVE

Constellation: 4/? connected. Pattern: VISIBLE. Interpretation: PENDING. Banisher Status: Withdrawn. Political reassessment: IN PROGRESS. Warden Status: Reinforcements: PENDING.

The numbers were just numbers. What mattered was underneath them.

Cherry lay across the foot of the bed, her tits pressing against the mattress, her pink hair a cloud around her head. Kevin had claimed his spot between her and Morgana’s wing, his tail draped across Cherry’s calf. She was already drifting toward sleep, her cotton-candy scent mellowing to the satisfied sweetness that meant she’d been fed so well her body was humming.

Raven had taken my right side without asking – she never asked anymore, just slotted herself into the space like it had been built for her. Tonight she faced me instead of turning away, her forehead against my shoulder, one hand flat on my chest. Her shadows didn’t settle in the corners this time. They drifted loose and unhurried across the ceiling, formless and calm, the way they only moved when she felt genuinely safe. She wasn’t sleeping. Her breathing was too deliberate, her fingers tracing absent circles over my sternum, processing the night with her body the way other people processed it with words.

Lyra curled into my left side, her golden hair fanning across my chest. Her satisfaction and safety radiated through me, and beneath it all, a love so vast and uncomplicated that it almost hurt. Her fingers laced through mine. Her breathing was synchronized with mine.

Morgana lay on the bed’s edge, her wings draped across all of us. Her journal was closed. Her glasses were folded on the nightstand. She was awake, watching the Constellation’s fading light with the analytical intensity of a woman who’d spent a lifetime searching for meaning in exactly this pattern.

“This wasn’t how I thought my life would go,” I said.

Morgana turned her head. “How did you think it would go?”

“IT support. Maybe a promotion. A studio apartment instead of a two-bedroom. A dog, eventually.”

“You got the dog.”

“I got the dog. And four succubi. And an incubus transformation. And a Constellation that might or might not destroy dimensional barriers.” I looked at the ceiling. At the fading sigil marks. At the glow of Chicago’s skyline through the window. “And family.”

Morgana was quiet. Then her hand found mine in the dark. She squeezed once.

“Family,” she agreed.

Cherry mumbled something about pizza in her sleep. Kevin’s tail thumped once. Raven’s breathing finally slowed, her processing complete, her body acknowledging that she was safe enough to rest. Lyra’s heartbeat matched mine. Steady and sure.

I lay awake. The empty points in the pattern pulled at me — not as absence, but as gravity. And one of them was close. Very close. A different energy signature, faint but distinct, like fingers brushing across a web.

Four succubi. Four seals. An incubus who could feel the universe pulling apart at the seams.

And somewhere out there, a fifth light began to glow.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Leo Thornvale. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Leo Thornvale on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Leo Thornvale are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Leo Thornvale
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