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Chapter 1: Crash Landing

The first thing I noticed was the smell.

Not a bad smell, exactly. Honeysuckle and vanilla, sweet enough to make my mouth water. It hit me the moment I opened my apartment door, overpowering the usual scent of leftover pizza and the faint mustiness of a bachelor pad that hadn’t been properly cleaned in two weeks.

The second thing I noticed was the woman collapsed on my living room floor.

I froze in the doorway, keys still in my hand, work bag sliding off my shoulder. My brain tried to process what my eyes were seeing, and for a solid three seconds, it just… couldn’t.

She was face-down on my carpet, blonde hair spilled around her like a golden halo. One arm was stretched toward my couch like she’d been trying to reach it before she fell. She was wearing something that looked like it belonged in a fantasy video game—a corset-style top that left her shoulders bare, a skirt that barely qualified as clothing, boots that laced up to her knees.

And she had horns.

Small ones. Delicate. They curved back from her temples like polished ivory, almost cute in a way that didn’t match the word “horns” at all.

Oh, and a tail.

Can’t forget the tail.

It was thin and elegant, ending in a heart-shaped tip, and it lay limp across the floor behind her like a cat’s tail after a long nap.

“What the fuck,” I said, because honestly, what else was there to say?

She didn’t move.

I should call 911, I thought. Or maybe the police. Or maybe—what, ghostbusters? Was there a hotline for “mysterious horned woman appeared in my apartment”? I was pretty sure there wasn’t.

I took a cautious step inside, letting the door close behind me. My heart was hammering. This could be a prank. An elaborate, incredibly expensive prank by someone I knew. Except I didn’t know anyone with that kind of budget or that kind of commitment to a bit.

“Hey,” I said, keeping my voice low. “Hey, are you… okay?”

No response. But I could see her breathing now, her back rising and falling in shallow, uneven movements.

She was alive, at least.

I dropped my bag by the door and crossed the room slowly, like I was approaching a wild animal. Which, for all I knew, I was. The horns and tail suggested she wasn’t exactly human.

When I got close enough, I crouched down beside her. Up close, the details hit me one by one. Her skin was pale, almost porcelain. Her features were delicate—high cheekbones, full lips, a small nose. She looked young, maybe early twenties, though something about her felt older. Not in her face, but in the way she carried herself even unconscious.

Her clothes were even stranger up close. The fabric had a shimmer to it that caught the light wrong, like it was made from something that didn’t exist on Earth. The corset pushed her breasts up, and even in this situation—woman collapsed on my floor, possible concussion, possible alien invasion—some reptile part of my brain noted that she was gorgeous.

Not helpful, brain. Thanks.

“Can you hear me?” I reached out to touch her shoulder, hesitated, then did it anyway.

Her skin was warm. Warmer than normal. Like she was running a fever.

She stirred at my touch, making a sound that was somewhere between a moan and a whimper. Her tail twitched.

“Hey, easy,” I said. “You’re okay. You’re safe.”

I had no idea if that was true. But it seemed like the thing to say.

Her eyes opened.

They were blue. Bright, vivid sky-blue, like looking into a summer afternoon. They were also utterly terrified.

She jerked away from me, scrambling backward until her back hit my coffee table. Words poured out of her mouth, rapid and panicked, in a language I’d never heard before. It sounded musical, almost—lots of soft vowels and rolling consonants—but I couldn’t understand a single syllable.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa.” I held up my hands, palms out, the universal gesture for “I’m not a threat.” “I don’t understand. I can’t—”

She kept talking, voice rising, tears starting to stream down her cheeks. Her tail was rigid now, pressed against the floor like she was trying to make it disappear. She was looking around my apartment with wild eyes, taking in the TV, the gaming setup, the microwave in the kitchen, the refrigerator humming quietly in the corner.

Nothing seemed to reassure her. If anything, she looked more panicked with each passing second.

“English?” I tried. “Do you speak English? Parlez-vous francais? Uh… sprechen sie deutsch?”

I was running out of high school language classes fast.

She shook her head violently, more words tumbling out. Then she grabbed her head, wincing like she was in pain. Her horns seemed to pulse faintly—a soft glow that I might have imagined.

And then, mid-sentence, her words started to make sense.

“—please, I don’t know where I am, I don’t know how I got here, please don’t turn me in, I’ll leave, I’ll go, just please—”

“Wait.” I held up a hand. “Wait. I can understand you now.”

She stopped, chest heaving, eyes still wet with tears. “You… you can?”

“Yeah.” I blinked. “How—”

“Translation matrix,” she said, sounding almost surprised herself. “It… it takes a moment to calibrate. I didn’t think it would work here.”

“Here?” I repeated. “Where do you think ‘here’ is?”

She looked around again, this time with more confusion than terror. Her gaze landed on the refrigerator and stayed there for a long moment.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I was… I was in the Crimson Court, and then there was light, and pain, and falling, and then—” She gestured vaguely at my apartment. “This.”

“The Crimson Court,” I echoed. It sounded like something out of a D&D campaign. “Is that… a place?”

“The Eighth Circle’s ruling chamber.” She looked at me like I should know this. When my face stayed blank, her expression shifted to something approaching horror. “You don’t… you’ve never heard of it?”

“I’ve never heard of it.”

“The demon realm?”

“The demon realm,” I repeated flatly.

“The realm of succubi and incubi?” She touched one of her horns, almost unconsciously. “My home?”

I sat back on my heels. My brain was doing that thing again where it refused to process information that didn’t fit into any known category.

“So,” I said slowly, “you’re telling me you’re a demon. A succubus. From a demon realm. And you somehow ended up in my apartment in—” I checked the time on my phone. “—downtown Chicago.”

She stared at me. Then at my phone. Then back at me.

“What is that,” she demanded, pointing at the phone with one trembling finger. “There’s a person in there. A tiny person. I can see their face.”

I looked down at my lock screen, which showed my last selfie from a hiking trip three months ago.

“That’s… that’s me. It’s a picture. A photograph.”

“You captured your soul in a glass rectangle?”

“No, I—” I pinched the bridge of my nose. “You know what, let’s table the phone thing for now. You said something about not turning you in. Turning you in to who?”

Her face went pale. Even paler than before, which I hadn’t thought was possible.

“The Wardens,” she whispered. “If they find out I crossed realms without authorization, they’ll—” She swallowed hard. “I didn’t mean to. I swear I didn’t. One moment I was home, and the next I was falling through light, and I woke up here. I don’t know how. I don’t know why.”

She was shaking now, fine tremors running through her whole body. Her tail had curled around her leg, the heart-shaped tip pressed against her thigh.

“Hey.” I kept my voice gentle. “Hey, look at me.”

She did, those sky-blue eyes meeting mine.

“I don’t know what Wardens are,” I said. “I don’t know anything about demon realms or succubi or any of this. But I’m not going to turn you in to anyone. Okay? You’re safe here.”

She stared at me like I’d grown a second head.

“Why would you say that?”

“Because you’re clearly scared and hurt and confused, and turning you over to some… interdimensional police force or whatever wasn’t exactly my first instinct.”

“But I’m a succubus.” She said it like it should mean something. “Don’t you know what that means?”

I thought about it. Succubus. The word triggered some vague memories from mythology classes and late-night Wikipedia spirals. Female demons. Seduction. Something about draining life force through sex.

“I’ve heard the stories,” I said carefully. “But you don’t look like you’re in any condition to be draining anyone’s anything right now. You look like you need water and maybe a hospital.”

Her lips parted in surprise. Her tail uncurled slightly from around her leg.

“You… you would give me water?”

“I mean, yeah? I’m not going to let you die of dehydration in my living room. The landlord would lose his mind.”

It was a dumb joke. I make dumb jokes when I’m nervous. But something about it seemed to break through her fear, because her mouth twitched in what might have been the beginning of a smile.

“I’m Jake, by the way,” I added. “Jake Morrison. This is my apartment. And you are…?”

She hesitated, like giving me her name was a significant decision.

“Lyra,” she finally said. “My name is Lyra.”

“Okay, Lyra.” I stood up, extending my hand to help her. “Let’s get you off the floor and get some water in you. Then maybe you can tell me more about how you ended up here, and I can tell you about phones and refrigerators and all the other stuff that’s clearly freaking you out.”

She looked at my hand like it was a foreign object. Then, slowly, she reached out and took it.

Her grip was weak, and I ended up doing most of the work of pulling her to her feet. She swayed once she was upright, and I caught her elbow to steady her. This close, the top of her head barely reached my chin. Her horns added another few inches, but even so, she was small. Delicate.

And still distractingly pretty, my brain helpfully noted. Her corset had shifted during all the scrambling, revealing even more of her cleavage than before. Her breasts weren’t huge—perky C-cups, maybe—but the way the fabric pushed them up made them hard to ignore.

I forced my eyes to her face. She was looking up at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. Wonder, maybe. Or disbelief.

“You’re very kind,” she said softly. “Why are you being so kind to me?”

“Because that’s what decent people do?” It came out as more of a question than I’d intended. “Look, I know this is all weird. Trust me, I’m freaking out too. But leaving you on the floor wasn’t an option, and calling the cops on someone with actual horns seemed like a bad idea for everyone involved.”

Her tail swished behind her—a quick, surprised movement.

“I’ve never met a human who reacted like this,” she admitted.

“How many humans have you met?”

“None.” She paused. “You’re the first.”

Great. I was the first human to ever meet a succubus from another dimension, and I was handling it by making jokes about my landlord and trying not to stare at her cleavage.

The universe had a weird sense of humor.

I guided her to the couch and helped her sit. She sank into the cushions with a sound of relief, her tail curling up beside her. I grabbed a glass of water from the kitchen and brought it back, watching her examine it suspiciously before taking a cautious sip.

“The water is clean,” she said, sounding surprised.

“Why wouldn’t it be?”

“In the demon realm, you have to purify water before drinking it. There are things that live in the rivers that—” She shuddered. “Never mind.”

I settled into the armchair across from her, giving her space. She drank the entire glass of water in quick gulps, then held the empty glass like she didn’t know what to do with it.

“More?”

“Please.”

I refilled it twice before she finally slowed down. Color was returning to her cheeks—a soft pink blush that spread from her face down her neck. She looked less like she was about to collapse and more like a regular person. Well, a regular person with horns and a tail and clothes that wouldn’t look out of place at a fantasy convention.

“Okay,” I said, once she seemed stable. “Let’s figure this out. You said you were in some kind of court, and then you were here. No idea how or why?”

She shook her head. “One moment I was standing in the chamber, and the next—” She made a vague gesture. “Light. Pain. Falling. I felt like I was being… pulled. Like something was dragging me across a vast distance.”

“Pulled by what?”

“I don’t know.” Her blue eyes met mine, and I saw genuine confusion there. “I don’t know how I crossed realms. That kind of travel requires either immense power or specific rituals. I have neither.”

“So it wasn’t intentional.”

“Absolutely not. Unauthorized realm-crossing is one of the worst crimes in our world. If the Wardens find out—” She shuddered again, and this time it wasn’t from bad water.

“These Wardens,” I said. “Tell me about them.”

“Inter-Realm Wardens. They patrol the boundaries between dimensions. Punish those who cross without permission. They assume everyone who crosses did it willingly.” Her voice dropped. “They don’t care about explanations. They don’t care about accidents. If they find me…”

“They won’t find you.”

The words came out before I could think about them. Lyra’s head snapped up, her tail going rigid.

“You can’t promise that.”

“Maybe not,” I admitted. “But you said you don’t know how you got here. That means whatever happened, it wasn’t your fault. And I’m not about to let some interdimensional cops drag you off for something you didn’t do.”

She stared at me for a long moment.

“You’re very strange,” she finally said. “For a human.”

“So I’ve been told.”

Her lips twitched again. This time, it almost became a real smile.

The rest of the evening passed in a surreal blur. I made her a sandwich—she’d never seen bread before and was fascinated by the concept of “pre-sliced”—and answered approximately ten thousand questions about my apartment.

“This box,” she said, pointing at the refrigerator. “It makes things cold?”

“Yeah. Keeps food from spoiling.”

“Without ice magic?”

“Without any magic. It uses electricity.”

She frowned at the word like it was the most confusing thing she’d ever heard. Her tail swished thoughtfully.

“And this?” She pointed at the TV.

“Television. It shows pictures that move. For entertainment.”

“The window that shows lies?”

“I mean… sometimes, yeah. There’s a lot of garbage on TV.”

She poked at the remote control with one cautious finger.

“And this rectangle?”

“Remote. It controls the TV from a distance.”

“From a distance.” She picked it up, examined it, pushed a button. The TV blared to life—a rerun of some reality show I’d never seen—and she dropped the remote with a yelp.

“THERE ARE PEOPLE IN THE WINDOW!”

“They’re not—it’s not real, they’re just—” I scrambled for the remote and muted it. “Okay, deep breaths. Those aren’t real people. Well, they are real, but they’re somewhere else. The TV is just showing you what they did. Like a… a recording. A memory captured in technology.”

She looked at me, then at the TV, then back at me.

“Humans are insane,” she said flatly.

I couldn’t really argue with that.

By the time midnight rolled around, Lyra was fading fast. The water and food had helped, but she was still weak in a way that seemed deeper than normal exhaustion. She kept touching her horns and wincing, like they ached.

“You should sleep,” I said. “You can have my bed. I’ll take the couch.”

She blinked at me. “You would give up your sleeping place for me?”

“It’s not a big deal.”

“It is.” Her voice was soft, her tail curling around her own hand. “Where I come from, giving up your rest space for another is a sign of… of significant trust. Or deep affection.”

“Well, where I come from, it’s just being a decent host.” I shrugged, trying to play it off. “Besides, you look like you’re about to collapse again. Couch is fine for me. I’ve slept on worse.”

She stood up, swaying slightly, and I caught her arm again to steady her. Those blue eyes looked up at me, wide and wondering.

“Why?” she whispered. “Why are you doing all this? You don’t know me. You don’t owe me anything. I could be dangerous. I could hurt you.”

I looked at her—at the fear still lurking in her eyes, at the way her tail had curled protectively around her leg again, at the small, delicate horns that looked more like decoration than weaponry.

“Are you going to hurt me?”

“No. I would never—”

“Then there you go.” I smiled at her. “Look, I don’t know what’s happening. I don’t know how you got here or why. But you’re scared and alone in a world you don’t understand, and I’m not about to make that worse by being an asshole about it.”

Her eyes glistened. For a moment, I thought she might cry again.

Instead, she did something I didn’t expect. She leaned forward and pressed her forehead against my chest, her horns barely missing my chin. Her hands found my shirt and gripped the fabric.

“Thank you,” she breathed. “Thank you, Jake Morrison.”

I stood there, frozen, very aware of how warm she was. How small. How her hair smelled like honeysuckle and vanilla.

How her breasts were pressing against my stomach through that corset.

Okay, not the time. Definitely not the time.

“You’re welcome,” I said, my voice a little hoarse. “Come on. Let’s get you to bed.”

I led her to my bedroom, which thankfully wasn’t too much of a disaster. She looked at the bed like it was a foreign artifact, tested the mattress with one hand, and then climbed in with a sigh of contentment.

“This is… soft,” she murmured, already half-asleep. “Very soft.”

“That’s the point.”

Her tail found its way out from under the covers, the heart-shaped tip resting on the pillow beside her head. Her eyes were closing, her breathing evening out.

“Jake?” she said, voice barely audible.

“Yeah?”

“If this is a dream… please don’t let me wake up yet.”

Something twisted in my chest. Protectiveness, maybe. Or just basic human empathy for someone so clearly lost and afraid.

“It’s not a dream,” I told her. “Get some sleep. We’ll figure the rest out tomorrow.”

Her lips curved into a small smile. And then she was out, breathing deep and even, looking more peaceful than she had since I’d found her.

I stood in the doorway for a moment, watching her. The glow of my bedside lamp caught her horns, making them shimmer faintly. Her tail twitched in her sleep.

Then something flickered at the edge of my vision. A notification, like a text message, but not on my phone. It was just… there. In my awareness. In my brain.

[Exile detected. Monitoring initiated.]

[Bond Anchor: Jake Morrison]

I blinked. The words were gone.

What the hell was that?

I rubbed my eyes, convinced I was seeing things. Too much stress. Too much weirdness. My brain was probably just short-circuiting from the day’s events.

But some part of me knew that wasn’t true.

I closed the bedroom door softly and went to the couch. Sleep was a long time coming.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw glowing symbols. Patterns I couldn’t quite make out. And Lyra’s face, looking up at me with those bright blue eyes.

Exile detected. Monitoring initiated.

What did that even mean?

I turned over, punched my pillow, and tried to stop thinking.

It didn’t work.


Chapter 2: Feeding Time

I woke up to the sound of something crashing in the kitchen.

For a disoriented moment, I forgot about the previous night. Just another morning, just another day, just another—

Then memory hit me like a truck.

Horns. Tail. Succubus. Demon realm.

Lyra.

I threw off my blanket and rushed toward the kitchen, nearly tripping over the coffee table in my haste. The scene that greeted me was… unexpected.

Lyra was standing in front of the open refrigerator, staring at its contents like they’d personally insulted her ancestors. She was still wearing the outfit from last night—that shimmering corset that pushed up her breasts, that barely-there skirt that showed most of her thighs—and her tail was lashing behind her in what I was beginning to recognize as frustration.

A carton of milk lay on the floor, its contents slowly spreading across the tile in a white puddle.

“I didn’t mean to,” she said without looking at me. “The container was slippery.”

“It’s fine. Just milk.” I grabbed some paper towels and started cleaning up the mess, very aware of her standing there, very aware of the way her corset strained with each breath. “How long have you been awake?”

“A while.” She turned to face me, and I nearly dropped the paper towels.

She looked terrible.

Not physically terrible—she was still gorgeous, still had that ethereal beauty that seemed impossible for any human to match. Her golden blonde hair cascaded down her back in soft waves. Her porcelain skin practically glowed in the morning light. Her body was everything I’d noticed last night and more—those perky breasts pushed up by the corset, that slim waist, those curves that begged to be touched.

But there was something wrong. Her skin was paler than before, almost translucent. The brightness in her sky-blue eyes had dimmed. She was swaying slightly where she stood, one hand braced against the refrigerator door for support.

And she was looking at me with an intensity that made something primal wake up in the back of my brain. Her pupils were dilated. Her lips were parted. Her chest was heaving with rapid breaths that did very distracting things to her cleavage.

“Jake,” she said, her voice strained, almost desperate. “I need to tell you something.”

“Are you okay?” I abandoned the milk cleanup and stepped closer. “You look—”

“I’m not okay.” She clutched the refrigerator door like it was the only thing keeping her upright. Her tail had gone rigid behind her, the heart-shaped tip trembling. “I’m starving, Jake. I’m absolutely starving.”

“I can make breakfast. I’ve got eggs, I think, and maybe some—”

“Not that kind of starving.”

The words hung in the air between us, heavy with implication.

I thought about what I knew about succubi. What the old myths said. What she’d mentioned last night when she’d explained what she was.

Oh.

“You need…” I swallowed hard, suddenly very aware of how close we were standing. “You need energy. Sexual energy.”

She nodded miserably, unable to meet my eyes. A blush was spreading across her cheeks—that pretty pink that I’d noticed last night, now spreading down her neck, toward her chest. “I should have fed before I left for the Court. I was supposed to, but I was running late, and I thought I could manage, and then—” She made a frustrated sound, her tail lashing. “It doesn’t matter what I thought. I haven’t fed in days. And crossing realms drained what little reserves I had. Every moment since I woke up here, I’ve felt myself getting weaker.”

“So you’re what, running on empty?”

“More like running on fumes.” She finally met my eyes, and I saw desperation there. Real, genuine desperation that made my chest ache. “Jake, I wouldn’t ask if I had any other choice. I know this is strange to you. I know humans have different… customs… about these things. But if I don’t feed soon—”

“What happens if you don’t feed?”

She was quiet for a long moment. Her tail curled around her own leg, a gesture I was beginning to recognize as anxious.

“I’ll weaken further. My powers will fail completely—not that they’re working properly anyway, but what little I have will disappear.” Her voice dropped to a whisper, barely audible. “Eventually my body will start to shut down, trying to conserve what little energy is left. My muscles will stop responding. My thoughts will become foggy. And then…” She trailed off, unable to finish.

“And then?”

“I’ll die, Jake. Not quickly. But I’ll die.”

My heart did something complicated in my chest. This woman—this creature from another dimension—had fallen into my life less than twenty-four hours ago. I barely knew her. I had no obligation to her. Hell, I was still half-convinced this was all some elaborate dream or hallucination.

But the thought of her dying in my apartment because I wouldn’t help…

Because I was too embarrassed or too confused or too caught up in what was “normal”…

“Okay,” I said.

She blinked, her blue eyes widening. “Okay?”

“Tell me what you need.”

Her lips parted in surprise. Her tail uncurled from her leg, swishing slowly behind her in what looked like disbelief. “Just like that? You’re willing to… to be with me? Even knowing what I am? Even knowing what I need to do?”

“You’re not asking me to sell my soul or sacrifice a goat or anything terrible.” I ran a hand through my hair, aware that it was probably sticking up in twelve directions, aware that I was standing here in my sweatpants and nothing else having this conversation. “You’re asking for help staying alive. That’s not a difficult choice, Lyra.”

“But I’m a succubus. Don’t you know what that means? Don’t you know what the stories say about us?”

“I’ve heard the stories.” I stepped closer, close enough to smell honeysuckle and vanilla, close enough to see the way her pupils dilated even further at my proximity. “But you don’t look like you’re in any condition to be draining anyone’s anything right now. You look like you need water and maybe a hospital.”

“There isn’t a hospital for what I need.”

“Then there’s me.” I reached out, slowly, giving her time to pull away. She didn’t. My hand found her cheek, cupping it gently. Her skin was silk-soft under my fingers, warmer than human skin should be. She made a small sound, her eyes fluttering closed, her breath catching.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Consent is… it’s important. Among my kind as much as yours. More, maybe. I would never force anyone. I would rather die than—”

“Lyra.” I tilted her face up toward mine. “I want to help you. I’m consenting. Explicitly and enthusiastically. Whatever that means.”

The smile that spread across her face was like the sun coming out from behind clouds. It transformed her entire expression, made her seem less like a starving creature and more like a beautiful woman who had just been handed something precious.

“It means everything,” she breathed. “It means more than you know.”

She closed the distance between us before I could react.

Her lips were soft, and warm, and tasted faintly of something sweet. Not honeysuckle—something else entirely. Something that made my head spin and sent blood rushing straight to my cock. Her hands slid up my bare chest, nails scraping lightly over my skin, leaving trails of tingling sensation in their wake. Her body pressed against mine, soft and warm, her breasts flattening against my chest through the thin fabric of her corset.

My body responded before my brain caught up. I was kissing her back, one hand tangling in her golden hair, the other gripping the curve of her waist hard enough to feel her gasp against my mouth. She was smaller than me, more delicate—the top of her head barely reached my chin—but there was nothing delicate about the way she was kissing me. It was desperate and hungry and full of raw need.

Her tail tightened around my waist, pulling our hips together. My cock strained against my sweatpants, pressing into her stomach, and she moaned into my mouth at the contact. Could feel her breasts heaving against me through the corset. Could feel the supernatural heat of her body radiating through her clothes, warmer than any human should be. Could feel something else—a warmth that wasn’t just physical, spreading through me wherever we touched, making every nerve ending come alive.

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathing hard, my cock throbbing with every heartbeat.

“Bedroom,” she managed, her voice rough. “Please. I don’t want our first time to be against your cold food box.”

I laughed—a surprised, genuine laugh that seemed to delight her.

“Fair enough.”

I took her hand and led her back to my bedroom. The sheets were still rumpled from her sleep, and morning light filtered through the curtains, casting everything in gold. She looked around like she was seeing it for the first time, her tail swishing behind her, her wings—those small, vestigial things—twitching against her back.

“In my world,” she said quietly, “intimacy happens in designated chambers. Cold, formal places with nothing soft, nothing personal. It’s a transaction. An exchange. This feels…” She touched the rumpled sheets, ran her fingers over the pillows. “This feels different.”

“Different bad?”

“Different good.” She turned to face me, her tail swishing nervously. “Will you undress me? I want… I want you to see me. All of me. I want this to be real.”

My mouth went dry. “Yeah. Yeah, I can do that.”

I reached for the laces of her corset, my fingers fumbling slightly with the unfamiliar fastenings. The fabric was strange—too smooth, too shimmery, clearly not made from anything that existed on Earth. She stood perfectly still, watching my face with those bright blue eyes, her breath coming faster as I worked each lace free.

“I’ve never done this with a human before,” she admitted as I loosened the garment. “I don’t know what to expect.”

“Neither do I.” I worked the final lace free. “Maybe we figure it out together.”

The corset fell away, and I forgot how to breathe.

Her breasts were perfect. Not absurdly large, not artificially shaped—just perfect. Round, perky C-cups with soft pink nipples that were already hard, pebbled from the cool air or from arousal or both. Her skin was porcelain pale, flawless, practically glowing in the morning light. The blush that had started on her cheeks was spreading down her neck now, painting her chest a delicate pink.

“You can touch them,” she said, a hint of amusement in her voice, though I could hear the nervousness underneath. “I won’t break.”

My mouth went dry. I reached out and cupped one breast in my palm, feeling the weight of it, the impossible softness of her skin. That supernatural warmth radiated from her, and she fit my hand like she was made for it. She made a small sound of pleasure, her eyes fluttering closed, her head tipping back. My cock twitched at the sound.

“Your hands,” she breathed. “They’re so warm. So gentle.”

I brushed my thumb across her nipple, and she gasped—a sharp intake of breath that went straight to my groin. Her tail lashed behind her, the heart-shaped tip curling and uncurling in rapid succession. Her hands found my shoulders, gripping tight, nails digging in.

“More,” she whispered. “Please.”

I obliged, using both hands now, learning the shape of her, kneading her breasts and rolling her stiff nipples between my fingers. She was responsive—unbelievably responsive. Every touch drew a sound from her, a gasp or a moan or a soft whimper that made my cock ache. Her skin flushed pink wherever I touched, that pretty blush spreading from her cheeks down her neck to her chest, and I could smell her arousal now—honeysuckle and vanilla intensifying, mixing with something muskier.

When I bent down and took one nipple into my mouth, she cried out, her hands flying to my hair, pulling me tighter against her tit.

“Oh,” she said, her voice shaking. “Oh, that’s—that’s very—humans do this?”

I sucked gently, then harder when her grip on my hair tightened. She tasted sweet here too, like honey and something else I couldn’t name. I swirled my tongue around her nipple, flicked it, then sucked again. Her hips pressed forward against me, grinding against the bulge in my sweatpants, and I could feel the heat of her pussy even through her skirt, even through my sweatpants—wet heat that made me groan against her breast.

“Your mouth,” she panted. “Is this normal? Using mouths like this?”

I released her nipple with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting us before breaking. Her nipple glistened, hard and swollen. “Very normal.”

“Oh.” Her eyes were hazy with arousal, her pupils so dilated that only a thin ring of blue remained. Her chest heaved with each ragged breath. “I like human customs.”

I couldn’t help but smile. I kissed my way down her stomach, feeling the muscles flutter under my lips, feeling her breath catch with each kiss. My hands found the waistband of her skirt, that strange fabric that seemed to hold itself together through magic rather than stitching.

“Show me how to take this off.”

She guided my hands to a hidden seam, showed me how to unwrap the fabric like a gift. It fell to the floor, joining the corset, and I sank to my knees before her.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

I was eye level with her pussy now—completely bare, smooth skin without a hint of hair, glistening with wetness that caught the morning light. Her pink folds were swollen and parted, slick with arousal. Her scent was stronger here, that sweet something mixing with the unmistakable musk of female arousal, and my cock throbbed painfully at the sight, at the smell, at the realization that this impossibly beautiful creature was dripping wet for me.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, and meant it with every fiber of my being.

Her tail curled around my shoulder, the heart-shaped tip resting against my cheek like a caress. “Jake…”

I leaned forward and ran my tongue along her slit, from bottom to top, parting her folds, tasting her fully for the first time.

The sound she made was inhuman. Literally inhuman—a melodic keen that seemed to resonate in my chest, that vibrated through the air and raised goosebumps on my skin. Her knees buckled, and I caught her hips, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass as I steadied her and continued to explore.

She tasted sweet. Sweeter than any woman I’d been with before. Like honey and flowers and something else, something that made my head swim and my blood heat. It should have been strange, should have reminded me that she wasn’t human, but instead it just made me want more. Made me want to devour her.

I pushed my tongue inside her, fucking her with it, drinking her wetness. She cried out above me, her hips jerking against my face. I found her clit and circled it with my tongue, learning what made her gasp, what made her moan, what made her grip my hair so hard it almost hurt. I flicked it, sucked it into my mouth, then plunged my tongue back into her dripping slit. She was so wet I could feel it running down my chin, dripping onto my chest, could hear the obscene wet sounds of my tongue working against her flesh.

“Jake—Jake, I’m—” Her words dissolved into that keening sound again. Her thighs clamped around my head, smothering me with soft, trembling flesh. Her whole body went rigid.

And then she came.

I felt it. Not just the way her pussy pulsed against my mouth, not just the way her thighs shook, not just the sounds she made—but actually felt it. A wave of pleasure that wasn’t mine crashing through my consciousness. The thread she’d mentioned, the bond between us, transmitted her orgasm directly into my brain.

It was overwhelming. Intense. Unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I felt what she felt—the release, the relief, the pure animal satisfaction of climax. For a moment, I wasn’t sure where I ended and she began.

When she finally stopped shaking, she looked down at me with wonder in her eyes.

“You felt that,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yeah.” My voice was hoarse, rough. “I felt it.”

“The bond is stronger than I thought.” Her tail unwound from my shoulder, swishing behind her in what looked like amazement. “That’s never… I’ve never felt someone feel me back before. It’s always one-directional. Always.”

I stood up, wiping her juices from my chin with the back of my hand, and she immediately reached for my chest.

“Off,” she demanded, tugging at my sweatpants. “I want to see you too. I want to feel you.”

I pushed my sweatpants down, kicking them aside, and my cock sprang free—hard, throbbing, already slick at the tip with pre-cum. I was painfully hard—had been since she’d kissed me. The relief of being freed from the fabric made me groan.

Lyra stared at me. At it. Her lips parted. Her tail went rigid.

“Is that…” She swallowed visibly. “Is that normal? For human males?”

“About average, I think.”

“Average.” She reached out, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. Her touch was electric—that supernatural warmth concentrating in her palm, making every nerve ending light up, making my cock jump in her grip. “In the demon realm, incubi are much smaller. This is… substantial. Impressive.”

I laughed despite myself. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

She stroked me experimentally, her grip light, her movements uncertain. Watching my face for reactions. When I groaned, when my hips bucked involuntarily into her fist, her eyes lit up with delighted discovery.

“You like this.”

“Very much.”

“Show me how to please you.” It wasn’t a demand—it was a request. Almost vulnerable. “I want to learn what you enjoy.”

I guided her hand, showed her the rhythm I preferred, the pressure that worked best. She was a fast learner—within moments she was stroking me with confidence, her thumb swiping over the slick head on each upstroke, spreading my pre-cum down my shaft, her supernatural warmth making every sensation ten times more intense.

“Good.” She sank to her knees, mirroring my earlier position, looking up at me with those bright blue eyes. Her breath ghosted across the head of my cock, and I shuddered. “I want to taste you. Is that allowed?”

“Very allowed.”

She took me into her mouth, and I nearly lost my mind.

Her mouth was hot. Hotter than should have been possible, that supernatural warmth concentrating on the most sensitive part of my body. And wet. And so fucking tight around my shaft, her lips stretched wide. Her tongue did things that human tongues couldn’t do—wrapping around my cock, swirling, teasing the sensitive underside, finding every nerve ending I had.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my hands finding her hair, tangling in those golden waves and gripping tight. “That’s—holy shit—”

She hummed around me, and I felt the vibration all the way to my balls. Her tail wrapped around my thigh, squeezing, holding me in place while she worked. She bobbed her head, taking more of me each time, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, her small fangs grazing lightly against my skin in a way that should have been frightening but was somehow thrilling. Saliva dripped from her lips, running down my shaft, dripping onto the floor.

I watched her—this impossible creature from another world, on her knees with my cock stuffed in her mouth, her small horns catching the light, her blue eyes looking up at me with hungry intensity. It was surreal. It was impossible. It was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced.

She took me deeper, relaxing her throat, and I felt the head of my cock push past the tight ring. She held me there for a moment, throat working around me, before pulling back with a gasp—a thick string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock.

“Lyra, I’m going to—if you keep doing that—”

She took me deep one more time, sucking hard, then pulled off with a wet pop, her lips swollen and shiny with spit.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice rough, wrecked. “I want you inside me. I need to feel you inside me. I need you to fill me up. That’s where the real feeding happens.”

She stood and pushed me toward the bed. I went willingly, sitting on the edge, then scooting back when she climbed up to straddle me. Her knees bracketed my hips. Her tail curved around behind her, the heart-shaped tip twitching with anticipation.

“Is this okay?” she asked, positioning herself over me. I could feel the slick heat of her pussy pressing against the head of my cock. “Do you want this?”

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything.”

She smiled—a real smile, full of joy and relief and desperate want—and then she sank down onto me.

We both groaned at the sensation. She was tight—so impossibly tight that I felt every inch of my cock being squeezed—but slick enough that I slid in easily, her body welcoming me, stretching around me, adjusting to my size. That supernatural warmth wrapped around my cock, enveloping me in scorching heat and pressure and mind-melting pleasure.

And through the bond, I felt what she felt. The fullness. The stretch. The delicious ache of being spread open. The relief of finally being connected after starving for so long. The feedback loop was dizzying—I felt my pleasure and hers, tangled together, amplifying each other until I couldn’t tell what was mine and what was hers.

“Oh,” she breathed, her eyes wide, her hands braced on my chest. “Oh, this is—you’re so deep—”

She began to move, rolling her hips in slow circles that drove me crazy. Her hands were on my chest for balance, her perky tits bouncing with each movement, her tail lashing behind her. Every time she moved, I felt it twice—once physically, once through the bond.

I gripped her hips hard, fingers digging into her flesh, guiding her rhythm. She was so wet I could hear it—obscene, slick sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy filling the quiet bedroom. Every time she dropped down, I went balls-deep, and she made that keening sound again, that inhuman noise of pure pleasure.

“More,” she panted. “Jake, please, I need more. Harder.”

I flipped us without warning, putting her on her back, never pulling out. She yelped in surprise, then moaned as the new angle let me go even deeper, the head of my cock hitting spots she hadn’t even known existed.

I started to thrust properly now—hard, deep strokes that made the bed creak and slam against the wall beneath us. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me into her with her heels, wanting me deeper still. Her tail found my thigh, squeezing tight enough to bruise.

“Yes,” she gasped, her nails raking down my back hard enough to draw blood. “Yes, just like that, don’t stop, please don’t stop—”

I pounded into her, the wet slap of flesh against flesh filling the room. My balls tightened with each thrust, slapping against her ass. I could feel her building toward another climax. Feel it in the bond, feel it in the way her pussy clenched and fluttered around my cock, feel it in the way her breathing grew ragged and desperate.

“Come for me,” I growled, grabbing her hip with one hand and her hair with the other, pulling her head back. “Come on my cock. I want to feel you.”

She shattered.

Her back arched off the bed. Her wings—small, vestigial things I’d almost forgotten about—spread wide, casting shadows across the sheets. Her pussy clamped down on me so hard I saw stars, rhythmic contractions milking my cock, squeezing, pulling at me.

And through the bond, I felt everything. Every wave of pleasure, every spark of bliss, an ocean of sensation that crashed into me and pulled me under.

I came too, unable to hold back. I buried myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my cock pulsing as I pumped her full of my cum, rope after rope, groaning her name like a prayer. The pleasure was doubled—mine and hers, tangled together until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

I stayed inside her as the aftershocks rolled through us both, my cock still twitching, still emptying the last drops of my seed deep in her pussy. Her walls fluttered around me, milking me dry.

I don’t know how long we lay there, tangled together, breathing hard. The world outside the bedroom seemed distant, irrelevant. All that existed was her warmth, her scent, the feeling of still being inside her—still connected, still full of my cum.

When I finally came back to myself, Lyra was looking at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. Wonder, maybe. Gratitude. Something deeper that made my heart do strange things.

“What?” I asked, still slightly dazed.

“I feel…” She pressed a hand to her chest, right over her heart. “I feel full. Not just physically. But energetically. You gave me so much. More than anyone ever has.”

She did look better. The color had returned to her cheeks, her eyes were bright again, and she was practically glowing—not figuratively, but almost literally, a subtle luminescence that clung to her skin.

“Is that good?”

“It’s wonderful.” She snuggled against my chest, her tail curling around my leg possessively. “I’ve fed before. Many times, with many different partners. But never like this. Never so… complete. Never so connected.”

A notification flickered in my mind. Clear this time, not just a glimpse—actual text floating in my vision.

[System — Bond Status Update] Lyra: Bond +150 (150/1000) Adaptation: +5% (5% total) Power Unlock: Emotion Sense (detect nearby emotions)

I blinked. “Did you see that?”

“The System panel?” Lyra lifted her head, looking curious. “Yes. Though it’s strange that you can see it too. The System doesn’t usually communicate with humans. At all.”

“It called me a bond anchor. Does that mean anything to you?”

She shook her head slowly, her brow furrowing. “I’ve never heard of such a thing. The System monitors succubi and incubi, tracks our bonds and powers and adaptation to different realms. But it’s not supposed to interact with other species. Especially not humans.”

“Great. Another mystery.”

“We seem to be collecting those.” She traced patterns on my chest with one finger, her touch light and affectionate. “But then, I’m not particularly high-ranking. There’s much about the greater mysteries that common succubi don’t know.”

“Greater mysteries?”

“The nature of the realms. The origins of our kind. Why some have more power than others.” Her voice dropped, becoming almost hesitant. “Why some succubi have seals hidden on their bodies.”

I felt myself tense. “Seals?”

She went still, clearly regretting the words. “I… I shouldn’t have said that.”

“Lyra.”

She sighed, her tail tightening around my leg. “There are rumors. Stories passed down through generations. That some succubi carry marks—seals—that only become visible under certain circumstances. Nobody knows what they mean or where they come from. It’s considered… inauspicious. Those who have them tend to disappear.”

A chill ran down my spine despite the warmth of her body. “Disappear how?”

“I don’t know. That’s what makes it so frightening. They’re just… gone. One day they’re there, and the next, no one remembers their names.” She pressed her face against my chest again, seeking comfort. “I don’t want to think about it right now. I just want to enjoy feeling full and warm and safe. With you.”

I couldn’t argue with that. I pulled her closer, and she made a contented sound, her tail tightening around my leg, her wings folding against her back.

We lay there in comfortable silence for a while, her body warm against mine, the morning light shifting to gold as the sun climbed higher.

“Jake?” she said eventually, her voice soft and sleepy.

“Yeah?”

“The cold box. The one in your kitchen.”

“The refrigerator?”

“Yes, that.” She lifted her head to look at me, genuine curiosity in her eyes. “How does it work? If not with ice magic?”

I laughed—a real laugh, the sound rumbling through my chest and into her body. “I’ll explain it after we shower. And then I’ll make you breakfast—the food kind.”

“There’s more than one kind?”

“For succubi, apparently.”

She smiled, and it was like watching the sun rise—slow and warm and absolutely beautiful.

“I like you, Jake Morrison,” she said. “I’m very glad I fell into your apartment.”

“I’m starting to think I’m glad too.”

Her tail swished happily behind her, and she snuggled closer against my chest.

We didn’t get out of bed for another hour.

And when we finally did, she followed me to the kitchen and watched me explain how refrigerators worked with the intensity of someone learning the secrets of the universe.

It was, I reflected, probably the strangest morning of my life.

It wouldn’t be the last.


Chapter 3: Modern Life 101

The next few days were an education.

Not for me—I already knew how the modern world worked. But watching Lyra try to navigate it was like watching a alien anthropologist encounter human civilization for the first time.

Which, I suppose, wasn’t far from the truth.

“This button,” she said, pointing at the TV remote, “makes the window people louder?”

“Volume up, yeah.”

“And this one makes them quieter?”

“Volume down.”

“And this one?” She pressed it before I could warn her. The channel changed to a nature documentary, and a lion began tearing into a zebra with graphic enthusiasm.

Lyra screamed.

“It’s not real!” I grabbed the remote and switched it to a cooking show. “I mean, it’s real, but it happened somewhere else, a long time ago. They recorded it and—”

“Why would anyone want to watch that?” She was pressed against the back of the couch, her tail wrapped around her own waist protectively. “That was horrific.”

“Some people like nature documentaries.”

“Your species has very concerning entertainment preferences.”

I couldn’t really argue with that.

The cooking show proved less traumatic, though Lyra had questions about everything. Why was the chef wearing a hat? Why did he have to announce what he was doing if everyone could see it? Why was there an audience watching someone cook?

“Is food preparation a spectator sport in your realm?” I asked.

“Eating is private.” She said it like I’d suggested something scandalous. “You don’t watch others consume. It’s intimate.”

“Huh.” I filed that away. “What about feeding? The succubus kind?”

Her cheeks flushed pink. “That’s even more private. You don’t… you don’t ask someone about their feeding habits. It’s rude.”

“Sorry.”

“No, it’s—” She twisted her hands in her lap, her tail uncurling from her waist to swish behind her. “It’s different here. I know it’s different here. I just have to adjust my expectations.”

Her stomach growled. The sound was surprisingly normal—mundane, even.

“Speaking of food,” I said, standing up. “The regular kind. Are you hungry?”

“I don’t know.” She tilted her head, considering. “My body feels strange. Empty but not… not the way emptiness feels when I need to feed.”

“That’s probably regular hunger. Your body needs fuel even when you’re not starving for energy.” I headed toward the kitchen. “I’m going to make some eggs. Want to watch?”

She followed me like a curious cat, perching on one of my kitchen stools while I pulled ingredients from the refrigerator. Every item I removed sparked questions.

“Eggs,” she said, holding the carton like it was a religious artifact. “These come from birds?”

“Chickens, specifically.”

“And you eat the unborn offspring of birds?”

“When you put it that way, it sounds disturbing.”

“How else would you put it?”

“We just… eat eggs. Most people don’t think about where they come from.”

She considered this, her tail swishing thoughtfully. “In the demon realm, we don’t consume physical food the way you do. Energy sustains us. But when we do eat for pleasure, it’s usually raw meat or certain fruits that grow in the darker gardens.”

“Raw meat?”

“Is that strange?”

“Humans usually cook their meat.”

“Why?”

“Kills bacteria. Makes it safer to eat.”

“Your food is alive with tiny enemies?”

I cracked an egg into the pan. “Let’s not get into food science right now. Just try the eggs once they’re done.”

She watched me cook with fascination, her blue eyes tracking every movement. When I added butter, she wanted to know what butter was. When I used a spatula, she needed an explanation of why I couldn’t just use my hands. When the eggs started to solidify, she made a small sound of wonder.

“The heat transforms them,” she breathed. “The clear part becomes white.”

“That’s protein denaturing.”

“Protein denaturing,” she repeated carefully, like she was memorizing the phrase for later.

I plated the eggs and set them in front of her with a fork. She picked up the utensil, examined it, and then tried to use it upside down.

“Other way,” I said, demonstrating.

She flipped the fork, stabbed at the eggs with more force than necessary, and managed to get a small piece to her mouth. Her expression as she chewed was priceless—confusion, consideration, and then dawning appreciation.

“This is good,” she said, sounding surprised.

“Just basic scrambled eggs.”

“Basic scrambled eggs,” she repeated, and took another bite. And another. Within minutes, the plate was clean.

“More?”

“Please.”

I made her three more servings before she was satisfied. For someone who claimed not to eat physical food often, she had a healthy appetite.

“We should go to the grocery store,” I said, washing the dishes. “I’m running low on supplies, and if you’re going to be eating human food, we need options.”

Her tail went rigid. “Go? Outside?”

“You can’t stay in the apartment forever.”

“But what if someone sees me?” She touched her horns self-consciously. “What if they notice I’m not human?”

That was a fair concern. In the light of day, her supernatural features were harder to miss. The horns were small enough to maybe pass as a costume accessory, but her tail was a dead giveaway.

“Can you hide them?” I asked. “You mentioned glamour—is that something you can do?”

She concentrated, her brow furrowing. After a moment, her horns seemed to shimmer and fade, becoming almost invisible. Her tail did the same, though I could still see a faint outline if I knew where to look.

“It won’t hold for long,” she said, sounding strained. “My powers are still mostly sealed. An hour at most.”

“Then we’ll be quick.”

Getting Lyra dressed was another adventure. Her original clothes were too obviously otherworldly, so I raided my closet for alternatives. She ended up in one of my old t-shirts—oversized on her smaller frame—and a pair of sweatpants that I had to roll up at the ankles.

She looked adorable. Like a college girlfriend borrowing her boyfriend’s clothes after staying over.

Not that she was my girlfriend. Not that I was thinking about that.

“This fabric is very soft,” she said, running her hands over the t-shirt. “What is it?”

“Cotton.”

“Cotton.” She tested the word. “I like cotton.”

“Good to know.”

The walk to the grocery store was three blocks. Three blocks of Lyra stopping every thirty seconds to examine something new.

“Why is that box making noise?” (A car with its alarm going off.)

“What are those lights for?” (Traffic signals.)

“Why is everyone looking at their glass rectangles?” (Smartphones.)

“Why does that man have a small creature on a string?” (A guy walking his dog.)

The dog—a friendly golden retriever—immediately made a beeline for Lyra. Its owner tried to pull it back, but the dog was having none of it, straining at the leash and wagging its entire body.

“He likes you,” the owner said apologetically. “Sorry, he’s not usually this friendly with strangers.”

Lyra crouched down, and the dog practically climbed into her lap, licking her face with wild enthusiasm. She laughed—a bright, genuine sound—and her glamoured tail flickered briefly before she caught herself.

“He’s wonderful,” she told the owner. “What is he called?”

“Max.”

“Hello, Max.” She scratched behind his ears, and Max looked like he’d died and gone to heaven. “You’re a good boy, aren’t you?”

The owner gave me a knowing look—the kind that said “your girlfriend is adorable”—and I didn’t bother correcting him.

We eventually made it to the grocery store, and that’s when things really got interesting.

Lyra stopped dead in the entrance, her eyes going wide.

“Jake,” she whispered. “There’s so much food.”

“It’s a grocery store. That’s kind of the point.”

“But there’s so much.” She drifted toward the produce section like she was hypnotized. “Look at all these fruits. And vegetables. And…” She trailed off, staring at a display of bananas. “What are these yellow things?”

“Bananas.”

She picked one up, sniffed it, and then tried to bite into it through the peel.

“You have to take the skin off first.”

“The skin?” She examined the banana with new suspicion. “The fruit has armor?”

“More like packaging.”

I showed her how to peel it, and she took a cautious bite. Her face lit up.

“This is wonderful! Jake, you have to try this.”

“I’ve had bananas before.”

“But have you had them knowing how wonderful they are?”

I couldn’t argue with her logic.

We moved through the store at a glacial pace, Lyra marveling at everything. The bread aisle nearly broke her.

“There are forty types,” she said, her voice hushed. “Forty types of bread. Jake, I can see forty types of bread.”

“Probably more than that, actually.”

“But why? Who needs this many options?”

“People have different preferences.”

“How do they choose?” She picked up a loaf, examined it, put it back, picked up another. “How does anyone choose anything when there are so many possibilities?”

“Usually you just go with what you know you like.”

“But what if there’s something better? What if one of these breads is the perfect bread and you never try it because you always get the same one?”

She had a point. An unsettling, philosophical point about the tyranny of choice, but a point.

We spent twenty minutes in the bread aisle.

The checkout process was where things got complicated.

The cashier—a bored teenager with a name tag that said MARCUS—scanned our items with practiced efficiency. When he announced the total, I reached for my wallet.

Lyra beat me to it.

“I will pay,” she said firmly, and produced a small pouch from somewhere in my borrowed sweatpants. She opened it and poured the contents onto the counter.

Marcus stared.

I stared.

The contents were rocks. Small, pretty rocks with a faint iridescence, but rocks nonetheless.

“What is this?” Marcus asked.

“Payment,” Lyra said, like it was obvious. “These are daemon pearls. Each one is worth approximately fifty standard units of trade value.”

“Ma’am, this is a Walmart.”

“I don’t know what that means.”

I stepped in before things could get more awkward. “Sorry, she’s visiting from overseas. Different currency system. I’ve got it.” I pulled out my debit card and tapped it on the reader.

Lyra watched the transaction with intense concentration.

“The little rectangle contained your payment?”

“Sort of. It tells the bank to move money from my account to theirs.”

“Money.” She said it like it was a foreign concept. Which, apparently, it was. “The paper things with faces on them?”

“That’s cash. This is electronic money. It’s… complicated.”

“Everything in your world is complicated.”

Marcus handed me the receipt. “Have a nice day,” he said, in the tone of someone who had given up trying to understand what was happening.

“We will,” Lyra assured him brightly. “Thank you for the exchange of goods, Marcus.”

Marcus just blinked at her.

We made it home without further incident, though Lyra continued asking questions the entire way. Why did people put bags over their dogs’ waste? Why were there wires strung between poles? Why did that building have a giant golden M on it?

“McDonald’s,” I said. “It’s a restaurant.”

“The golden letter is a restaurant?”

“The building is the restaurant. The letter is just the logo.”

“Logo?”

“A symbol that represents the business.”

“Why doesn’t it just say ‘restaurant’?”

“Because then it wouldn’t be distinctive.”

“Human commerce is needlessly confusing.”

By the time we got back to the apartment, I was exhausted and we hadn’t even done anything strenuous.

Lyra, on the other hand, was energized. She unpacked the groceries with enthusiasm, asking about each item as she put it away. What was yogurt? Why did milk need to be cold? What was the difference between regular cheese and fancy cheese?

“I want to cook,” she announced, once everything was stored. “You showed me how to make eggs. I want to try.”

“Lyra, cooking is more complicated than—”

“I watched the man in the window box do it. How hard can it be?”

Those words, I would come to learn, were famous last words.

I left her alone in the kitchen for ten minutes. Just ten minutes. I had to use the bathroom and respond to a work email that had come in while we were out.

When I came back, the kitchen was smoking.

“I followed the instructions,” Lyra said, gesturing at the disaster on the stove. “The window man said to heat the oil until it shimmers.”

“The oil is on fire.”

“Is that not what shimmering looks like?”

I grabbed the pan—using oven mitts this time, which I should have taught her about—and dumped it in the sink, running water over the flames. Smoke billowed. The fire alarm went off.

Lyra’s glamour flickered, and for a moment her horns and tail were fully visible.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her voice small. “I was trying to help.”

“It’s fine.” I turned off the alarm and opened windows to let the smoke out. “No harm done. This is a learning experience.”

“I nearly set your living space on fire.”

“The first time I tried to cook, I somehow managed to make rice explode. In the microwave.”

“How does rice explode?”

“I still don’t know. The point is, everyone makes mistakes when they’re learning.”

She looked at me with those bright blue eyes, her tail curling around her own leg uncertainly. “You’re not angry?”

“Why would I be angry? You were trying to do something nice.”

“In the demon realm, failure is punished. Harshly.”

“This isn’t the demon realm.” I crossed the room and pulled her into a hug. She stiffened in surprise, then melted against me, her arms wrapping around my waist. “You’re safe here. You can make mistakes. That’s how you learn.”

She made a sound that might have been a sniffle. “You’re very strange, Jake Morrison.”

“So I’ve been told.”

Her stomach growled again.

“Right,” I said, releasing her. “Food. We still need actual food.”

“I’ve poisoned your cooking surface.”

“I know a solution.” I pulled out my phone. “Have you ever heard of pizza?”

She had not, in fact, heard of pizza. The concept required extensive explanation—flatbread with tomato sauce and cheese and various toppings, cooked in a very hot oven and delivered to your door by a person on a motorized two-wheeled vehicle.

“Someone will bring food to us?” She seemed suspicious. “What’s the catch?”

“You pay them money.”

“The paper with faces?”

“Or electronic money. Yeah.”

“And they just… give you food?”

“That’s how delivery works.”

She shook her head slowly. “Your world is magical.”

The pizza arrived thirty minutes later. Lyra watched me pay the delivery guy with the intensity of someone observing a sacred ritual, then followed me to the couch where I opened the box.

The smell hit her first.

Her eyes went wide. Her tail swished. Her nose twitched.

“This smells incredible,” she breathed. “What is this magical food?”

“Pepperoni pizza. Here.” I handed her a slice.

She examined it from all angles, then took a bite.

Her expression was transcendent.

“Jake,” she said, her voice hushed. “Jake, this is the most wonderful thing I have ever consumed.”

“It’s pretty good.”

“Pretty good? This is—this is—” She took another bite, and another, barely chewing before swallowing. “I have wasted my entire existence eating demon realm food when this existed. This pizza.”

“You’ve been alive for how long?”

“One hundred and twelve years.”

I choked on my own slice. “One hundred and twelve?”

“Is that a lot for humans?”

“Humans live to be like eighty if they’re lucky.”

“Oh.” She considered this. “I’m sorry. That must be very distressing.”

“We try not to think about it.”

She finished her slice and reached for another. And another. By the time the pizza was gone, she’d eaten six of the eight slices, and didn’t look remotely sorry about it.

“I love pizza,” she announced, licking sauce off her fingers. “I love it more than anything.”

“More than sex?”

She paused, considering seriously. “It’s close.”

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Status Update] Lyra: Adaptation +3% (8% total)

“The System again,” I murmured.

“It acknowledges that I’m adapting to your world.” Lyra curled against my side, her head on my shoulder. “Learning about pizza is apparently considered progress.”

“The System has good taste.”

Her tail wrapped around my thigh, a casual gesture of affection. “Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you. For today. For being patient with me. For the eggs and the grocery store and the pizza.” She pressed her face against my neck. “I know I’m a burden. I know my presence complicates your life. But I’m grateful. More grateful than I can express.”

“You’re not a burden.”

“You’ve spent your entire day teaching me basic functions of your society.”

“And I’ve enjoyed every minute of it.” I kissed the top of her head, between her small horns. “Get some rest. Tomorrow we can tackle the laundry machine.”

“The water torture device for clothing?”

“The—” I laughed. “Why do you call it that?”

“It spins the clothing violently in water until they submit. That sounds like torture to me.”

“I mean, when you put it that way…”

She was asleep within minutes, warm against my side, her tail still wrapped around my leg.

I stayed awake longer, staring at the ceiling, thinking about everything that had happened.

Three days ago, my biggest concern was making rent. Now I had a succubus living in my apartment, eating my pizza, asking questions about bananas.

And somehow, I didn’t want it to change.

I fell asleep eventually, my head full of warmth and honeysuckle and the sound of Lyra’s soft breathing.

The dream came later.

I was standing in darkness—not the absence of light, but a tangible darkness, thick and almost liquid. Before me, symbols floated in the air. Glowing patterns I didn’t recognize, arranged in circles and spirals and configurations that made my brain itch.

They were beautiful. Terrifying. Familiar in a way I couldn’t explain.

I reached out to touch one, and the moment my fingers made contact, pain lanced through my skull.

You see them, a voice whispered. Why do you see them?

I woke up gasping, covered in sweat, my heart pounding.

Lyra stirred beside me. “Jake? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.” I forced my breathing to slow. “Just a dream. Go back to sleep.”

She studied my face in the darkness, her blue eyes catching the faint light from the window.

“You were afraid,” she said quietly. “I could feel it through the bond. Your fear woke me.”

Her tail tightened around my leg, a gesture of comfort.

“Bad dream,” I said, not elaborating. “It’s fading already.”

She didn’t push. Instead, she snuggled closer, her warmth a comfort against the lingering chill of the nightmare.

“Do you want to talk about it?”

“Not tonight. Maybe tomorrow.”

“Okay.” She pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “I’m here if you need me.”

She snuggled closer, and eventually her breathing evened out again.

I didn’t sleep for the rest of the night.


Chapter 4: The Seal Revealed

We didn’t talk about the dream the next day.

Or the day after that.

It wasn’t that we were avoiding it, exactly. More like there was so much else happening that the conversation kept getting pushed back. Lyra was still learning the basics of human life, still asking questions about everything from light switches to garbage disposals. My work demanded attention—I’d been neglecting my remote IT job, and my inbox was overflowing with tickets. The mundane details of existence kept piling up.

But at night, when the apartment was quiet and Lyra was curled against my side, I found myself thinking about those glowing symbols.

I’d dreamed of them again. Twice. Each time the same—darkness, patterns, that whispered voice asking why I could see them. Each time I woke up sweating, heart racing, unable to shake the feeling that something fundamental had shifted in my understanding of reality.

It was the fourth night after Lyra’s arrival when everything changed.

She’d been unusually quiet all day, her tail swishing in that slow, contemplative pattern I was learning to recognize as her “thinking hard” mode. When I asked if she was okay, she just smiled and said she was processing.

“Processing what?”

“Everything.” Her blue eyes met mine. “My old life. My new life. You.”

“Me?”

“You’re not what I expected from a human, Jake Morrison.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that, so I just nodded and went back to fixing someone’s VPN configuration remotely.

That night, after dinner—pasta this time, which she’d found acceptable but inferior to pizza—she approached me with a determination in her expression that made my mouth go dry.

“Jake,” she said, her voice lower than usual. “I need to feed again.”

I looked up from my laptop. “Already? I thought the first time was enough for a while.”

“It should have been.” Her brow furrowed. “I don’t understand it. Normally one thorough feeding sustains me for weeks. But I’ve felt the hunger building again. Faster than it should.”

“Is that bad?”

“I don’t know.” She bit her lower lip, those small fangs visible. “Maybe it’s because I’m in a different realm. Maybe my body needs more energy to adapt. Or maybe…” She trailed off.

“Maybe what?”

“Maybe it’s the bond.” She took a step closer, close enough that I could smell honeysuckle and vanilla. “The System called you my anchor. Whatever that means, it might be affecting how my feeding works.”

“So I’m like… a battery?”

She tilted her head. “What’s a battery?”

“Never mind. The point is, you need energy.”

“Yes.” Her eyes darkened with something that looked a lot like hunger. “And I was hoping… I was hoping you’d provide it.”

I closed my laptop and set it aside. “You don’t have to ask permission every time, Lyra.”

“Yes, I do.” She said it with quiet intensity. “Consent isn’t something you give once. It’s something you give every time. That’s important.”

Something warm bloomed in my chest. She was scared, hungry, desperate—and still making sure I wanted this.

“I consent,” I said. “Enthusiastically.”

Her smile was like sunrise.

She closed the distance between us and kissed me, her hands finding my chest, her body pressing against mine. I pulled her into my lap, her knees bracketing my hips, her tail immediately curling around my thigh.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she admitted against my lips. “Thinking about the way you feel inside me. The way you taste.”

“Yeah?” I slid my hands under her borrowed t-shirt, finding the warm skin of her back. “What else have you been thinking about?”

“About trying things differently this time.” Her cheeks flushed pink. “The first time was beautiful, but it was also… careful. Gentle. I was wondering if you ever feel the urge to be less gentle.”

My cock twitched against her through my sweatpants. “What exactly are you asking for?”

“I don’t know exactly.” She pulled back to look at me, her eyes bright with curiosity. “In my world, succubi are always in control. We seduce. We take. We direct the encounter. But with you…” She swallowed. “With you, I want to know what it feels like to let go. To let you take control.”

The primal part of my brain—the part that had been very insistent about her beauty since the moment I found her on my floor—perked up considerably.

“You want me to be in charge?”

“I want to try it.” Her tail tightened around my thigh. “I trust you.”

Those three words hit harder than they should have. She barely knew me. We’d spent less than a week together. But she trusted me.

I wasn’t going to let her down.

I stood up, lifting her with me. She gasped, wrapping her legs around my waist, her arms around my neck. I carried her to the bedroom, kicking the door closed behind us.

“First rule,” I said, setting her down on the edge of the bed. “If you want me to stop, say ‘stop.’ I’ll stop immediately. Understand?”

She nodded, her eyes wide and dark.

“Second rule: don’t hide your reactions. If something feels good, let me hear it. If something doesn’t, tell me.”

“Okay.”

“Good girl.”

Her breath caught. Her tail went rigid.

I filed that reaction away for future reference.

I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it aside. Her eyes tracked every movement, roaming over my chest, my abs, the V-lines that disappeared into my sweatpants.

“Like what you see?”

“You know I do.” Her voice was slightly hoarse. “You’re… substantial. For a human.”

“You keep saying that.” I stepped closer, standing between her parted knees. “Almost like you’re comparing me to someone.”

“Everyone. Every incubus I’ve ever been with.” She reached out to touch my stomach, her fingers trailing over my abs. “They all seem inadequate now.”

I caught her hand and brought it to my lips, pressing a kiss to her palm. “Lie back.”

She obeyed instantly, lying back on the bed with her legs hanging off the edge. Her blonde hair fanned out around her head. Her chest rose and fell with rapid breaths.

I leaned down and kissed her, slow and deep. She melted into it, her hands finding my shoulders, her hips lifting slightly toward me. I pulled back before she could deepen it further.

“Patience.”

“But—”

“I’m in charge, remember?”

She made a frustrated sound, but her eyes were bright with excitement.

I kissed my way down her neck, pausing to suck at her pulse point. She moaned, her tail lashing against the mattress. I found the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it up, exposing her stomach, her ribs, her breasts.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

I cupped one breast in my hand, feeling its weight, the warmth of her skin. Her nipple was already hard against my palm. I brushed my thumb across it, and she gasped.

“Sensitive?”

“Very.” Her voice was strained. “More sensitive than normal. I don’t know why.”

“Maybe it’s the bond.” I lowered my head and took her nipple into my mouth.

The sound she made was beautiful. That otherworldly keen, mixed with something more human—a moan of pure pleasure. Her back arched off the bed, pressing more of her breast into my mouth.

I sucked harder, using my teeth lightly, finding the rhythm that made her writhe. My other hand found her other breast, pinching and rolling the nipple between my fingers.

“Jake—” Her hands were in my hair, gripping tight. “Jake, please—”

I released her nipple and looked up at her. “Please what?”

“I need more. I need you.”

“Not yet.” I kissed my way down her stomach, pausing to swirl my tongue around her navel. Her hips bucked. “I want to taste you first.”

I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her borrowed sweatpants and pulled them down, revealing her bare pussy—smooth and pink and already glistening with wetness.

“You’re already soaking.” I ran one finger through her folds, gathering her arousal. “Just from this?”

“I’ve been wet all day.” Her confession came out in a rush. “Thinking about you. Thinking about what we did. I couldn’t stop.”

“That’s incredibly hot.” I brought my finger to my mouth and tasted her. Sweet, like before. Addictive. “You taste like heaven.”

“Don’t tease me.” She was panting now, her chest heaving. “Please, Jake, I need—”

I buried my face between her legs.

Her scream of pleasure echoed off the walls. Her thighs clamped around my head. Her hands flew to my hair, pulling hard.

I devoured her. There was no other word for it. I licked and sucked and explored every fold, every sensitive spot, learning what made her gasp, what made her moan, what made her hips lift off the bed. I focused on her clit, circling it with my tongue, then flicking it directly, then sucking the swollen nub into my mouth. She was dripping, her juices running down to soak the sheets beneath her, and I drank every drop, burying my face in her pussy like I was starving.

She came hard and fast, her body going rigid, her thighs clamping around my head, that keen building to a crescendo. I felt it through the bond—waves of pleasure crashing into my consciousness, almost overwhelming. Her pussy pulsed against my tongue, hot and slick.

I didn’t stop.

“Jake—Jake, too much, I can’t—”

“You can.” I pushed two fingers inside her, curling them up to find that rough patch of tissue, that spot I knew existed. My mouth stayed on her clit, sucking, licking. “Come again.”

She did. This time it was longer, deeper, her whole body convulsing. I felt her walls clench around my fingers, squeezing rhythmically, felt the gush of wetness against my palm—so much wetness it ran down my wrist, pooled beneath her on the sheets.

When she finally stopped shaking, she was limp and gasping, looking at me with dazed eyes. Her chest heaved. Her inner thighs glistened with her arousal.

“That was…” She swallowed. “I’ve never…”

“We’re not done.” I stood up and pushed my sweatpants down, freeing my cock. It was rock hard, aching, a bead of pre-cum already leaking from the tip. Desperate for her. “Turn over.”

Her eyes widened, but she obeyed, rolling onto her stomach. Her small wings—vestigial, barely functional—spread slightly across her back. Her tail swished uncertainly.

“Up on your knees.” I guided her hips upward until she was on all fours, her ass raised toward me. From this angle, I could see everything—her pussy, swollen and glistening with wetness, her pink folds parted and ready; her perfect round ass; the curve of her spine leading up to those small wings.

She was trembling. Anticipation or nervousness, I couldn’t tell. My cock throbbed at the sight.

“Color?” I asked.

“Color?”

“Are you okay? Do you want to continue?”

“Yes.” No hesitation. “Yes, please, I want you inside me.”

I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. She was so wet I could feel her slick heat radiating against me, could see her arousal dripping down her inner thighs.

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.” Her voice was raw, desperate. “Please, Jake. I need to feel you stretching me. Filling me.”

I pushed inside her.

The sensation was incredible. She was tight—so fucking tight—her walls gripping me like a velvet fist, but slick enough that I slid in easily, spreading her open around my cock. Her heat wrapped around me, scorching, supernatural. Through the bond, I felt her fullness, her pleasure, the delicious ache of being stretched, her desperate need for more.

“God,” I groaned. “You’re so fucking tight.”

“Move,” she gasped. “Please, move.”

I started slow, long strokes that pulled almost all the way out before pushing back in. She moaned with each thrust, her hands fisting in the sheets, her tail wrapping around my thigh to pull me deeper. I watched my cock sliding in and out of her, glistening with her juices.

“Harder,” she begged. “I can take it. Please, Jake, give me more.”

I gave her what she asked for. Gripped her hips hard enough to leave bruises and drove into her with force, the wet slap of flesh against flesh filling the room. She keened with every thrust, her moans rising in pitch as I fucked her deeper and faster, my balls slapping against her with each stroke.

“That’s it,” I growled. “Take it. Take all of me.”

“Yes—yes, I’m yours, I’m—”

I reached forward and grabbed a fistful of her golden hair, pulling her head back. She gasped, her back arching beautifully, her wings fluttering.

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours.” Her voice was wrecked. “I belong to you, Jake. Only you. My pussy belongs to you.”

Something primal surged through me at those words. I pounded into her harder, faster, feeling her tighten around me, feeling her approach the edge again, her walls starting to flutter and clench.

“Come for me,” I commanded. “Come on my cock like a good girl.”

She shattered.

Her entire body convulsed. Her pussy clamped down on me so hard I almost came too. Her wings spread wide, casting shadows across the sheets. Her tail thrashed wildly.

And then—

Light.

A glow, golden and bright, erupted from her lower back. Symbols I recognized—the same patterns from my dreams—blazed against her skin, intricate and beautiful and terrifying.

I froze, still buried inside her, staring at the marks that shouldn’t exist.

The seal.

The patterns pulsed with her heartbeat, visible for three seconds, five, ten—and then began to fade, sinking back into her skin until nothing was visible but smooth, unmarked flesh.

Lyra collapsed forward onto the bed, her whole body shaking. Whether from the orgasm or from what had just happened, I couldn’t tell.

“Jake?” Her voice was small. “Jake, what—what happened? I felt something—”

“You have a seal.” The words came out numb. “On your lower back. It glowed during your—during your orgasm.”

She twisted around, trying to see, but the angle was impossible. Her face was pale with fear.

“What did it look like?”

I pulled out of her, my erection flagging in the wake of what I’d witnessed. My hands were trembling.

I sat down heavily on the bed, my mind racing. Those patterns—I’d seen them before. In my dreams. The same swirling symbols, the same intricate design. Since before I’d ever met Lyra.

I opened my mouth to tell her, then stopped. How could I explain something I didn’t understand myself? That I’d been dreaming of demon seals before I knew demons existed? It sounded insane. And she was already terrified.

“Jake?” Her voice was small. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“I’m just… processing.” It wasn’t exactly a lie. “This is a lot to take in.”

She scrambled off the bed, rushing to the bathroom. I heard her twisting, trying to see her own back in the mirror.

“There’s nothing there,” she called out, voice shaking. “I can’t see anything.”

I followed her, standing in the doorway. “It faded after a few seconds. But it was there, Lyra. Clear as day.”

She met my eyes in the mirror. For the first time since I’d found her, she looked truly terrified.

“The seals,” she whispered. “The stories I mentioned. About succubi who carry marks that only appear under certain circumstances. They all disappear, Jake. Every single one of them.”

“Disappear how?”

“I don’t know. That’s what makes it so frightening. Nobody knows what happens to them. They’re just… gone. One day they’re there, and the next…” She wrapped her arms around herself, her tail curling protectively around her leg. “I thought they were just stories. Cautionary tales to frighten young succubi into behaving.”

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Seal Status Update] Lyra: Seal REVEALED (Location: Lower back) Pattern: Matches anchor dream resonance Origin: UNKNOWN Anchor resonance: DETECTED [Foreshadow flagged] [Additional data unavailable — anomaly detected]

“The System sees it,” I said. “It confirmed the seal exists. But it can’t explain where it comes from.”

“Nothing can.” Lyra’s voice was hollow. “The seals are one of the oldest mysteries in the demon realm. Nobody knows what they are or why some succubi have them.” She looked at me with wet eyes. “The System called you an anchor. Said you’re an anomaly. What does that mean?”

“I don’t know.”

She stepped closer, her hands finding my chest. “Jake, what are you?”

“I’m just a guy.” But even as I said it, I knew it wasn’t true. Normal guys didn’t have succubi fall into their apartments. Normal guys didn’t see demon seals in their dreams. Normal guys didn’t get labeled as “anomalies” by interdimensional monitoring systems.

“You’re not just anything.” Her voice was fierce. “You’re the first human to see a seal manifest. The first to see my seal glow and live to tell about it. You’re connected to this somehow, Jake. Connected to me.”

She was right. I could feel it—that thread between us that she’d mentioned, stronger now than before. Pulsing with shared emotion, shared sensation, shared fear.

“We need to figure this out,” I said.

“How? I don’t know anyone who has answers. I was just a minor succubus in the Crimson Court. I didn’t have access to the ancient libraries or the Council’s knowledge.”

“Then we’ll find answers ourselves. Research. Investigation.” I cupped her face in my hands, tilting it up to meet my eyes. “I’m not going to let anything happen to you, Lyra. I don’t care what the stories say about succubi with seals. You’re not going to disappear.”

A tear slipped down her cheek. “You can’t promise that.”

“Watch me.”

She made a sound that was half-laugh, half-sob, and threw her arms around me. I held her tight, her naked body warm against mine, her tail wrapping around my leg in that possessive way I was learning to love.

We stood there for a long time, two people caught up in something neither of us understood.

Finally, she pulled back and wiped her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I ruined the mood.”

“You didn’t ruin anything.” I kissed her forehead. “This was important. We needed to know.”

“But you didn’t…” She glanced down meaningfully. “You didn’t finish.”

“Lyra, you just found out you might be marked for some kind of supernatural disappearing act. I think my orgasm can wait.”

“I want to feel you.” Her voice was small but determined. “I want to feel connected. Now more than ever.”

I looked at her—at the fear still lurking in her eyes, at the vulnerability in her expression, at the way her tail was clinging to me like I might vanish if she let go.

“Okay,” I said softly. “Okay.”

I led her back to the bedroom and laid her down gently, climbing over her. She reached up to touch my face, her fingers tracing my jaw.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For staying. For not being afraid of me.”

“I’m not afraid of you.” I kissed her, slow and tender. “I’m afraid for you. There’s a difference.”

“That might be the sweetest thing anyone’s ever said to me.”

I entered her slowly this time, inch by inch, savoring the sensation of her warmth enveloping me, her tight walls parting around my cock. She sighed, her legs wrapping around my waist, her arms around my neck, pulling me deeper.

“I can feel your heartbeat,” she said. “Through the bond. It’s… beautiful.”

“I can feel yours too.”

We moved together, unhurried, the earlier urgency replaced by something deeper. Her eyes never left mine, those bright blue depths reflecting the dim light. Every slow thrust was a conversation. Every soft moan was an answer. I could feel myself sliding in and out of her slick heat, could feel her walls rippling around me with each gentle stroke.

“Jake,” she breathed against my lips. “I’m close again.”

“Come with me.”

When I finally came, burying myself deep and spilling inside her with a groan, she came too—not the explosive orgasm from before, but a gentle wave that washed through both of us simultaneously. I felt my cock pulsing inside her, felt her walls fluttering around me, milking every drop. We stayed locked together as the pleasure crested and slowly ebbed, my seed filling her completely.

Through the bond, I felt her satisfaction. Her peace. Her gratitude.

And underneath it all, buried but not hidden, her fear.

We lay tangled together afterward, her head on my chest, my hand stroking her hair.

“Jake?” she said quietly.

“Yeah?”

“Whatever happens… I’m glad it’s you. I’m glad you’re my anchor.”

I pulled her closer, and her tail tightened around my leg.

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Bond Status Update] Lyra: Bond +150 (300/1000 — Intimate threshold reached) Seal Status: Active (monitoring) Note: Anchor resonance confirmed

Intimate. We’d reached the intimate threshold.

In a world where everything else was uncertain, that felt like something to hold onto.

“We’ll figure this out,” I said again. “Together.”

Her fingers curled against my chest.

“Together,” she agreed.

Outside, the city hummed with life. Inside, we held each other and tried not to think about glowing seals and ancient mysteries and the very real possibility that something was coming for us.

It didn’t work.

But at least we weren’t alone.


Chapter 5: Settling In

Reality has a way of asserting itself, even when your life has been invaded by the supernatural.

For me, reality came in the form of an email from my supervisor that simply said: “We need to talk about your productivity numbers.”

I stared at my laptop screen, very aware of Lyra watching me from the couch with those curious blue eyes. She’d borrowed another one of my t-shirts—this one with a faded gaming logo—and her tail was draped over the armrest like a sleepy cat.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“Work stuff.” I ran a hand through my hair. “I’ve been… distracted the past few days.”

“Because of me.”

“Because of everything. The seal, the dreams, the—” I gestured vaguely. “All of it.”

“What happens if your work is dissatisfied with you?”

“They could fire me. Which means no money. Which means no apartment, no food, no—” I stopped, realizing I was listing things she didn’t fully understand yet.

“The paper with faces,” she said, nodding sagely. “It’s important.”

“Very important.”

She uncurled from the couch, her tail swishing behind her. “Then you should attend to your work. I can entertain myself.”

“Are you sure? I’ve got a video call in ten minutes, and then I need to actually get some tickets resolved.”

“Jake.” She put her hands on her hips, looking remarkably like a disappointed teacher. “I survived one hundred and twelve years in the demon realm. I can survive a few hours in your apartment.”

I wasn’t entirely convinced, but she had a point. I couldn’t neglect my job forever, and she was an adult—technically much more of an adult than me—capable of managing herself.

“Okay,” I said. “But some ground rules. Don’t answer the door for anyone. Don’t go outside. And please, for the love of god, don’t try to cook anything that involves the stove.”

“What if I get hungry?”

“There’s leftover pizza in the fridge. Use the microwave to heat it—the box with the buttons on the front. Just press the numbers and start. Simple.”

“Simple,” she repeated, though her tail twitched uncertainly.

“Just… don’t burn the apartment down.”

She gave me a look that clearly said she found my concerns insulting but would tolerate them for the sake of peace.

“I will be fine, Jake Morrison. Go do your human work ritual.”

I set up in my home office—really just a corner of the bedroom with a desk and some equipment—and tried to focus. The video call with my supervisor was awkward but manageable. I blamed my productivity dip on “personal issues” that I was “actively resolving,” and she seemed satisfied enough to give me another chance.

For the next several hours, I buried myself in tickets. Password resets. VPN configurations. That one user who insisted their computer was broken when they’d actually just unplugged their monitor. The mundane problems of mundane people in a mundane world.

It was almost comforting, in a way. A reminder that not everything had changed. That somewhere out there, people were still forgetting their passwords and accidentally installing malware from suspicious email attachments.

Around mid-morning, I smelled something burning.

Not the distinctive char of overcooked food—something sharper. Electrical.

I yanked off my headset and bolted into the kitchen.

Lyra was standing in front of the microwave, watching the interior with fascination as blue sparks arced from a fork she’d placed inside alongside a slice of pizza. The machine was making sounds that no microwave should make—crackling, popping, a high-pitched whine.

“It’s making lightning!” she said, delighted.

I lunged past her and slammed the stop button. The sparks died. The microwave let out one final death rattle and went silent.

“Lyra—” I took a breath. “What did you put in there?”

“The pizza, like you said. And the eating utensil, so I could remove it when it was hot.”

“The fork.”

“Is that not correct?”

I opened the microwave door. The fork was blackened in places, and there were scorch marks on the interior walls. The pizza looked like it had been through a lightning storm.

“Metal,” I said slowly, “and microwaves don’t mix. The waves bounce off metal and create sparks. Fire. Explosions, potentially.”

Her eyes went wide, tail stiffening with alarm. “Everything in your world catches fire.”

“Pretty much.”

“But how was I supposed to know? It’s just a fork!”

“I should have been more specific.” I rubbed my face. “New rule: nothing metal goes in the microwave. No forks, no spoons, no aluminum foil, no—nothing shiny and hard. Glass and ceramic only.”

“Your rules have rules,” she muttered, but she was eyeing the damaged microwave with newfound wariness. “I’m sorry, Jake. I didn’t mean to break your fire box.”

“It’s not—” I checked the microwave, pressed a few buttons. Miraculously, it hummed to life. “Actually, it’s fine. These things are tougher than they look.”

“Should I… not try to eat until you’re done working?”

“No, you should eat. Just—” I grabbed a plate from the cabinet and put a fresh slice of pizza on it. “See? No metal. Put this in, press three-zero, press start.”

She watched me demonstrate, her brow furrowed in concentration, committing the procedure to memory like it was an arcane ritual.

“Thirty means thirty seconds,” I explained.

“Why not just say thirty seconds?”

“Because the machine uses numbers.”

“Human technology is needlessly complicated.”

“You’re not wrong.”

I returned to my office with the lingering smell of ozone in the air, making a mental note to buy a new microwave if this one started acting up.

Around lunchtime, I heard a crash from the other room.

“I’m fine!” Lyra called before I could ask. “The water torture device is louder than expected!”

I got up and opened the bedroom door. The scene that greeted me was… chaotic.

Lyra was standing in front of my washing machine, which was shaking violently and making sounds that washing machines should not make. Suds were leaking from the door. A trail of water led from the machine to the kitchen, where several of my pots and pans were arranged in a pattern that I suspected was meant to be helpful.

“What happened?”

“I was attempting to clean your clothing.” She gestured at the washing machine like it had personally betrayed her. “The instructions said to add soap. I added soap.”

“How much soap?”

“The entire bottle seemed appropriate.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “The entire—Lyra, you’re supposed to use like a quarter cup.”

“A quarter cup? That can’t possibly be enough to clean anything.”

I stopped the washing machine and spent the next twenty minutes mopping up suds while explaining the concept of concentrated detergent. Lyra watched with a mixture of guilt and fascination.

“Your world is very precise,” she observed. “Exact measurements for everything.”

“It’s how we avoid chaos.”

“In the demon realm, we simply enchant items clean. No measurements required.”

“Must be nice.”

She helped me finish cleaning, her tail swishing nervously the entire time. When we were done, the kitchen was wetter than before but no longer actively flooding.

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “I was trying to be useful.”

“I know.” I pulled her into a hug, ignoring the way my socks squelched against the damp floor. “The thought counts. Really.”

“You’re not angry?”

“How can I be angry at you for trying to help?” I kissed the top of her head, between her horns. “Next time, just ask me first.”

Her tail wrapped around my leg, a gesture I was learning meant comfort and security. “I will.”

I went back to work, and for the next few hours, things were quiet. Too quiet, maybe. I kept waiting for another crash, another disaster, another demonstration of demonic ignorance of human technology.

But nothing came.

When I finally emerged from my office around six o’clock, mentally exhausted from troubleshooting and diplomacy, I found Lyra in the kitchen.

She had cooked something.

The something in question was… unclear. It might have been pasta. It might have been soup. It might have been an eldritch entity summoned from the depths of the refrigerator. The pot on the stove bubbled ominously.

“I made dinner,” she announced, beaming at me.

“I can see that.”

“It’s called…” She consulted a cookbook I didn’t know I owned. “Spaghetti. Except I couldn’t find spaghetti, so I used the other long thin things.”

“Ramen noodles?”

“Possibly. And I added the red sauce from the jar, and some of the cheese dust from the green container—”

“Parmesan?”

“—and some other things that seemed appropriate.”

I approached the pot cautiously. The concoction inside was a color that didn’t exist in nature, and it smelled like… honestly, it didn’t smell like anything identifiable.

“Did you… did you add peanut butter?”

“It was brown and creamy. I assumed it was a sauce component.”

“And what’s that?” I pointed at something floating on top.

“The orange vegetables. They were in the cold box.”

“Those are carrots.”

“Is that wrong?”

I looked at her—at the hope in her eyes, at the nervous swish of her tail, at the way she was holding the cookbook like a shield.

“It looks great,” I said, and reached for a bowl.

The taste was… indescribable. Not terrible, exactly. Just wrong in ways my brain couldn’t quite process. Like someone had tried to reconstruct the concept of pasta using only a vague description and a collection of random ingredients.

I ate the entire bowl.

Lyra watched me with increasing delight, her tail swishing faster with each bite I took.

“Is it good?”

“It’s unique,” I said diplomatically. “You have a very… creative approach to cooking.”

“I followed the instructions.”

“I’m sure you did.”

She served herself a bowl and took a bite. Her expression went through several stages—confusion, consideration, and finally acceptance.

“This is not like the pizza,” she observed.

“Not quite.”

“Perhaps I should practice more.”

“Perhaps. Or we could cook together next time. I can show you some basics.”

Her eyes lit up. “Really? You would teach me?”

“I mean, I’m not a great cook either, but I can make things that are recognizably food.”

“That seems like a reasonable goal.”

We finished our questionable dinner together, and by the end I was almost used to the taste. Almost.

Afterward, I felt grimy. The day had been long, stressful, and involved more floor-mopping than I’d anticipated. A shower sounded like heaven.

“Jake?” Lyra’s voice was hesitant. “Could I… could I join you? In the water box?”

“The shower?”

“Yes. I haven’t properly cleaned since I arrived, and I’m not sure how the water box works, and…” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing pink. “I promise I’m not asking for feeding. I just want to feel clean.”

“You don’t have to explain.” I extended my hand. “Come on.”

The bathroom was small, but the shower was decent—one of the few luxuries in my modest apartment. I turned on the water and adjusted the temperature while Lyra watched with fascination.

“Hot water,” she breathed. “On command. Without fire or magic.”

“Plumbing is basically magic if you think about it.”

“I don’t understand how it works.”

“Neither do most humans, honestly.”

I stripped off my clothes, very aware of her eyes on me. We’d been intimate multiple times now, but there was still something charged about undressing in front of her, something that made my pulse quicken.

She pulled off her borrowed t-shirt—my t-shirt—revealing her bare body underneath. Her breasts, her slim waist, the curve of her hips. Her small wings lay flat against her back, and her tail swished behind her with anticipation.

“You’re staring,” she said, a hint of a smile on her lips.

“Can you blame me?”

“I suppose not.” She stepped closer, her hand finding my chest. “You stare at me like I’m something precious. No one has ever looked at me that way before.”

“Then everyone you’ve met before was an idiot.”

Her smile widened.

We stepped into the shower together, the hot water cascading over us. Lyra gasped at the sensation, tilting her head back to let the water soak her hair.

“This is wonderful,” she sighed. “In the demon realm, water is always cold unless you enchant it specifically.”

“One of the perks of human technology.”

I reached for the shampoo and squeezed some into my palm. “May I?”

She nodded, and I worked the shampoo into her hair, massaging her scalp with my fingers. She made a sound that was almost a purr, her eyes fluttering closed.

“That feels incredible.”

“Hair washing is underrated.”

I took my time, working through her golden waves, careful around her horns. She leaned into my touch, her body relaxing muscle by muscle.

When her hair was clean, I rinsed it and moved on to her body. I soaped up my hands and ran them over her shoulders, her arms, her back.

And then I found her wings.

They were small—vestigial, she’d called them—but they were definitely there. Thin membranes stretched between delicate bones, folded against her back like a collapsed umbrella.

“Is it okay if I wash these?”

She went very still. “You want to wash my wings?”

“Is that weird?”

“Wing-touching is…” She swallowed. “Intimate. In my world. The wings are sensitive, and allowing someone to touch them is a sign of deep trust.”

“I can skip them if you prefer.”

“No.” Her voice was soft. “I want you to. I trust you, Jake.”

I spread soap across my palms and carefully, gently, touched her wings.

She gasped, her whole body shuddering.

“Too much?”

“No. Don’t stop. Please.”

I washed her wings with reverent attention, learning their shape, their texture, the way the delicate membrane felt between my fingers. She trembled under my touch, small sounds escaping her lips with each stroke—soft whimpers that went straight to my cock.

“This is…” She was panting now, her hands braced against the shower wall. “I didn’t know it could feel like this.”

“Good?”

“Beyond good. It’s like—” She broke off with a moan as I ran my fingers along the sensitive edge of her wing. “It’s like you’re touching something deeper than skin. Deeper than flesh.”

Her tail wrapped around my thigh, squeezing, pulling me closer. I could feel her heat even through the shower water, could see the flush spreading across her pale skin, could smell her arousal mingling with the steam.

“Jake…” Her voice was wrecked. “I need—I need something—”

I turned her around and captured her mouth in a kiss. She responded desperately, her arms around my neck, her wet body pressing against mine. My cock was rock hard against her stomach, throbbing with need, but I wasn’t seeking anything for myself. This was about her.

I slid one hand between her legs and found her pussy already slick—slicker than the water could account for. Her arousal coated my fingers, hot and silky.

“You’re soaking,” I murmured against her lips. “Your pussy is dripping.”

“The wings,” she gasped, her hips bucking against my hand. “Touching them—it’s like—”

I pushed two fingers inside her, and she cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders hard enough to draw blood. She was so wet, so tight, her walls gripping my fingers like a fist. I worked her with my hand, curling my fingers to find that spot inside her, while my other arm held her up against the shower wall. My mouth swallowed her moans.

She came quickly, her walls clenching rhythmically around my fingers, her whole body spasming. Her wings flared behind her, pressing against the shower walls. Her tail lashed wildly, slapping against the wet tile. I felt the gush of wetness around my fingers—more than the shower water, hotter, slicker—as her orgasm pulsed through her.

I held her through it, feeling her pleasure echo through the bond, a ghost of sensation in my own body, making my cock throb painfully.

When she finally came down, she sagged against me, boneless and breathing hard. Her juices dripped down my wrist, washed away by the shower spray.

“That was…” She shook her head. “I’ve never had an orgasm from wing-touching before. I didn’t know that was possible.”

“Maybe it’s the bond.”

“Maybe.” She looked up at me with dazed eyes. “Or maybe it’s just you.”

My cock twitched against her, and she glanced down with a knowing smile.

“You didn’t finish.”

“This wasn’t about me.”

“But you’re…” She reached down and wrapped her fingers around my shaft, stroking slowly. “You’re so hard. So thick. I can feel you throbbing in my hand.”

“Lyra, you don’t have to—”

She sank to her knees in front of me, the water streaming down her back, her blue eyes looking up at me through wet lashes.

“I want to,” she said simply, and took me into her mouth.

The heat of her mouth was even more intense than before, contrasted with the cooler water flowing over us. Her tongue swirled around the head of my cock, dipped into the slit, then traced down the underside as she took me deeper. She worked me with her tongue, with her lips, with small sounds of pleasure that vibrated through my entire shaft and into my balls.

I gripped her wet hair, not forcing but guiding, watching my cock disappear between those perfect swollen lips. Her horns glinted in the bathroom light. Her tail was coiled behind her, twitching with each bob of her head. She took me deeper with each stroke, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, saliva mixing with the shower water and running down my shaft.

“God, Lyra,” I groaned. “Just like that. Your mouth feels so fucking good.”

She hummed around me, and I felt my orgasm building, that tightening sensation at the base of my spine. My balls drew up, heavy and tight.

“I’m going to—if you keep—”

She didn’t slow down. If anything, she worked harder, taking me deeper until I felt the back of her throat, her hands gripping my thighs, her supernatural warmth concentrating on my cock.

I came with a groan, my cock pulsing as I spilled into her mouth, rope after rope of hot cum flooding across her tongue. She swallowed everything, her throat working, her eyes never leaving mine. I watched her throat bob as she drank me down, felt her tongue lapping at the head to catch every last drop.

When she finally released me, she licked her lips with a satisfied smile, a drop of my cum escaping from the corner of her mouth before she caught it with her tongue.

“You taste good,” she said, her voice hoarse. “Better than anyone I’ve fed from before.”

“Is that the feeding, or…?”

“Both.” She stood, water streaming off her body. “Intimacy sustains me, but your essence specifically… it’s different. Richer. Like the difference between wine and water.”

I pulled her close, both of us standing under the shower spray, warm and wet and thoroughly satisfied.

“We should probably actually finish washing,” I said eventually.

“Probably.” But she didn’t move, just stayed pressed against my chest, her tail wrapped around my leg.

We did eventually finish our shower—actually cleaning this time rather than getting distracted. I wrapped her in a towel afterward, taking care of her horns and wings, and she watched me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

“What?”

“You treat me like I matter,” she said quietly. “Like I’m not just a succubus to be used or feared. Like I’m… a person.”

“You are a person.”

“In the demon realm, succubi are tools. Useful for feeding and pleasure, but not valued beyond that. Even among ourselves, connections are temporary. Transactional.” She touched my face with her fingertips. “This is different. You’re different.”

“I’m just me.”

“I know.” She smiled, and it reached her eyes. “That’s what makes it special.”

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Status Update] Lyra: Bond +50 (350/1000) Adaptation: +5% (13% total) Note: Intimate trust gesture registered (wing-touching bonus)

Trust. We’d moved beyond feeding and into trust.

That felt more significant than any System notification could convey.

Later that night, after we’d eaten more questionable pasta and watched Lyra’s first episode of a sitcom—she was thoroughly confused by the concept of laugh tracks—we curled up in bed together.

Her head was on my chest, her tail wrapped around my thigh, her small wings tucked against her back.

“Jake?”

“Yeah?”

“Tomorrow, can we have pizza again?”

I laughed, the sound rumbling through both our bodies. “Yeah. Yeah, we can have pizza.”

She snuggled closer, and within minutes, her breathing evened out.

I stared at the ceiling for a while, thinking about seals and dreams and a succubus who was learning to love human food.

The dreams would come again tonight. I knew they would.

But for now, this was enough.


Chapter 6: Pink Arrival

Two weeks.

That’s how long Lyra had been living in my apartment. Two weeks of teaching her about human technology, human food, human customs. Two weeks of increasingly domestic routine. Two weeks of mind-blowing sex that somehow managed to be both life-sustaining for her and life-changing for me.

It was almost starting to feel normal.

I should have known better.

It was a Thursday evening—I remember because I’d just finished a brutal work day and was looking forward to nothing more complicated than takeout and terrible TV. Lyra had mastered the remote control earlier that week, and she’d discovered a fondness for cooking competition shows. Something about the drama of timed challenges appealed to her.

“The man with the beard is going to lose,” she announced from her spot on the couch. “His soufflé is collapsing.”

“You can’t tell that from looking at it.”

“I can tell from his face. He knows.” Her tail swished with satisfaction. “Human cooking is a brutal sport.”

I was in the kitchen, digging through the fridge for something edible, when I heard it.

A thump.

From the balcony.

Lyra heard it too. Her tail went rigid, her wings flattening against her back. She looked at me with wide eyes.

“Stay here,” I said, grabbing the closest thing to a weapon I could find—a cast iron pan from the stove. Not exactly heroic, but it was heavy enough to hurt.

I approached the balcony door slowly, pan raised, heart hammering. Through the glass, I could see a figure. Female, definitely. Wearing almost nothing. And glowing faintly pink.

She had horns.

And a tail.

And the biggest breasts I had ever seen in my life.

The figure turned toward the door, and I got my first good look at her face. Heart-shaped pupils—literally heart-shaped, like something out of an anime—stared at me through the glass. Her hair was bubblegum pink, bouncing in waves around her shoulders despite the fact that she wasn’t moving. Her skin seemed to shimmer in the dim light, like she’d bathed in body glitter.

She waved at me.

Then she tried to walk through the glass door.

“Ow!”

The sound was muffled but definitely audible. She rubbed her nose, looking at the door with genuine confusion.

“It’s… there’s an invisible wall?”

I stared at her. She stared back. Her tail—pink-tinted, swishing constantly like an excited puppy—wagged behind her.

“Jake?” Lyra’s voice came from behind me. “Who is that?”

I felt her move closer, and when I glanced back, I saw her tail had gone rigid, her posture stiff. She stepped up beside me, close enough that our shoulders touched, and I caught the protective edge in her expression.

I slid open the balcony door, keeping the pan raised just in case. The pink succubus—because that’s clearly what she was—immediately bounced inside, and I mean bounced in every sense of the word. Her massive tits strained against what could only generously be called clothing—a strip of fabric that covered approximately nothing—and they moved with every step, threatening to spill free at any moment.

“Oh, thank goodness!” She threw her arms around me before I could react, pressing those impossible breasts against my chest. “A person! I was so confused! I fell through a hole and then I was on this hard ground with all these tall buildings and I didn’t know where I was and then I felt something warm and followed it and now I’m here and you’re here and—” She pulled back just enough to look at my face. “You’re cute!”

“I… thank you?”

“You’re welcome!” She beamed at me, her heart-shaped pupils literally sparkling. “I’m Cherry! What’s your name?”

“Jake.” My brain was struggling to process several things at once: the second succubus in my apartment, the supernatural warmth emanating from her body, and the fact that I could see her nipples through the thin fabric of her top. They were pink. Of course they were pink.

“Jake!” She said my name like it was the most delightful word she’d ever heard. “That’s a good name. Strong. I like it.” She finally noticed Lyra standing behind me. “Oh! Another one! Hello!”

She released me and bounced—again, literally bounced—over to Lyra, sweeping her into an enthusiastic hug.

“I’m Cherry! You’re a succubus too! I can tell because of the horns and the tail and the whole general vibe. How long have you been here? Do you know where ‘here’ is? Why is everything so bright and noisy? Is that man your mate?” She gestured at me without pausing for breath. “He smells nice. Like energy. Lots of energy.”

Lyra extracted herself from Cherry’s grip with more force than necessary, stepping back to position herself between me and the newcomer. Her tail wrapped around my wrist—possessive, claiming.

“Jake is my bond anchor,” she said, and there was an edge to her voice I hadn’t heard before. A warning. “He’s already bonded. To me.”

Cherry blinked those heart-shaped pupils, seemingly oblivious to the territorial display. “Oh, that’s wonderful! Anchors are so rare!”

Lyra’s posture relaxed slightly, but her tail didn’t release my wrist. She looked at me over her shoulder with an expression that clearly said: What is happening?

I had no answer.

“I’m Lyra,” she added, her tone softening slightly. “And yes, Jake is my… my…”

“Bond anchor,” I supplied.

Cherry’s eyes went wide. “You have a bond anchor? That’s rare! That’s really rare! Most of us just feed on whoever’s available but you have a specific anchor and—” She gasped, pressing her hands to her cheeks. “Is that why I could feel you? Through the… the whatever it was I fell through? Were you pulling me here?”

“We don’t know,” Lyra said carefully. “Jake seems to be some kind of beacon. I was pulled here too. We don’t understand why.”

“Ooh, a mystery!” Cherry clapped her hands together, and her breasts bounced with the motion. Her entire body seemed incapable of stillness. “I love mysteries! Well, I’ve never actually encountered one before, but I’m sure I’d love them!”

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Second Exile Detected] Subject: Cherry (Glamour Class) Status: Disoriented, adaptation required Bond Anchor: Jake Morrison (confirmed) WARNING: Corruption Aura — Passive/Active WARNING: Unstable glamour field

“Cherry,” I said slowly, “what’s a corruption aura?”

She blinked those heart-shaped pupils at me. “Oh, it’s just my natural thing! All Glamour Class succubi have it. It makes people nearby more… honest. More open. More willing to do what they really want instead of what they think they should want.”

Lyra made a strangled sound. “You have an active corruption aura? Here? Around humans?”

“Is that bad?”

Before anyone could answer, there was a knock at the door.

As I moved toward it, I noticed something through the peephole that made me pause. In the hallway, two of my neighbors—people I’d exchanged maybe three words with in the past year—were waving at my window with enormous smiles on their faces. Not waving at me. Waving at Cherry, who had wandered into view.

“Hello, friend!” one of them called out, a man I’d only ever seen scowling at his mail. “Welcome to the building!”

The other neighbor, a woman who’d complained about my TV volume once, was actually blowing kisses.

Cherry waved back enthusiastically. “They seem nice!”

“They’ve never acknowledged my existence before,” I muttered.

The knock came again. I opened it to find my neighbor from down the hall—Mrs. Peterson, a seventy-year-old retired teacher who usually gave me disapproving looks when I took out the trash.

She was smiling.

“Hello, dear,” she said, in a voice that was way too warm. “I just wanted to tell you that I’ve always thought you were very handsome. And I heard voices, and I was wondering if you had company, and if you needed anything, anything at all, I would be more than happy to—”

“Nope!” I closed the door in her face. “That’s the corruption aura, isn’t it?”

Cherry nodded happily. “She must have been thinking those things already. I just helped her say them out loud.”

“That’s horrifying.”

“Is it?” She seemed genuinely confused. “I thought it was nice. She has good taste.”

Lyra grabbed my arm, pulling me toward the kitchen. “Jake, we need to talk.”

“Obviously.”

We left Cherry in the living room, where she immediately became fascinated by the TV. (“There are tiny people in the box! Why are they so angry about cake?”)

“This is bad,” Lyra whispered once we were out of earshot. “Cherry’s a Glamour Class succubus. Her aura affects everyone around her. If she stays here—”

“What choice do we have? We can’t send her back.”

“No, but…” Lyra bit her lip, her tail wrapping around her own leg anxiously. “Her aura will affect you too. It will affect me. It affects everyone. And if we can’t control it—”

A crash from the living room interrupted her.

We rushed back to find Cherry attempting to remove her top.

“It’s so restrictive!” she complained, tugging at the fabric. “Why do humans cover themselves? It’s not cold in here. There’s no reason for—”

“Stop!” I lunged forward and grabbed her hands before she could finish. “You can’t just undress in front of the window!”

She looked at the window, then back at me. “Why not?”

“Because people will see you!”

“So?”

“So—” I struggled to articulate the problem. “Humans have rules about nudity. You can’t just be naked in public.”

“But this isn’t public. This is your dwelling.”

“The window is public. People can see through windows.”

Cherry considered this, her tail swishing thoughtfully. “That seems like a design flaw.”

“It’s not a—” I took a deep breath. “Okay. New rule. No removing clothing where anyone outside can see. Got it?”

“But what if I’m hot?”

“Then we’ll turn on the air conditioning.”

“The what?”

I was going to need a bigger apartment. And possibly a bigger sanity budget.

The next hour was chaos.

Cherry wanted to explore everything. She poked at the microwave, tried to have a conversation with the refrigerator, and spent ten minutes fascinated by the bathroom faucet (“The water just appears! Where does it come from? Is it magic?”).

Her corruption aura affected everything.

When the delivery guy arrived with the food I’d frantically ordered—I needed something to occupy everyone’s mouths besides questions—he spent five minutes telling me about his dreams of becoming a professional dancer. On his way out, he asked if he could hug me.

“No,” I said, closing the door.

“He seemed nice,” Cherry observed.

“He’s never spoken to me before.”

“Maybe he was shy.”

“He wasn’t shy. He was affected by your—” I gave up. “Never mind.”

Lyra, to her credit, was trying to be helpful. She explained human customs to Cherry in terms she might understand, drew parallels to demon realm equivalents, and gently redirected her when she tried to do something catastrophically inappropriate.

But even Lyra was affected.

“Jake,” she said, in a voice that was slightly too breathy, “have I mentioned how much I appreciate your forearms? They’re very well-defined.”

“Your aura is influencing her,” I told Cherry.

Cherry looked at Lyra with interest. “Is it? I didn’t notice.”

“I did.” Lyra shook her head like she was clearing cobwebs. “It’s… distracting. Like there’s honey in my thoughts.”

“Sorry!” Cherry didn’t look sorry. She looked like she genuinely didn’t understand the problem. “I can’t turn it off. I’ve tried. It’s just always there.”

“We’ll figure something out,” I said, because what else could I say?

Dinner was an adventure.

Cherry had never had Chinese food before. She’d never had any Earth food before, technically. She approached each container with wonder, sampling everything, making sounds of delight that bordered on obscene.

“This is amazing!” She held up a piece of orange chicken. “What is it?”

“Chicken.”

“What’s a chicken?”

“A bird. We eat them.”

“You eat birds?” Her eyes went wide, but not with horror—with fascination. “Humans are so interesting!”

She continued eating with enthusiasm, somehow managing to get sweet and sour sauce on her nose, her cheek, and the top of one breast. She didn’t seem to notice. Or care.

I noticed.

I noticed a lot of things about Cherry.

Her proportions were genuinely absurd. Anime-level absurd. Her waist was tiny—my hands could probably span it—but her hips flared wide, and her breasts were massive, E-cups at least, straining against that inadequate top with every breath. Her pink hair bounced around her shoulders, perfectly styled despite the fact that she’d apparently just fallen through an interdimensional portal. Her skin shimmered with that natural glitter effect, catching the light every time she moved.

And she moved constantly. She couldn’t sit still. She bounced, she swayed, she gesticulated wildly when she talked. Every motion made her body jiggle in ways that were hypnotic.

I was acutely aware that I was staring. I was also acutely aware that her corruption aura was probably responsible for at least some of my fixation.

But not all of it.

“Jake?” Lyra’s voice cut through my thoughts. “You’re drooling.”

“I am not.”

“You’re staring at her chest.”

“I’m staring at the sauce on her chest. It’s a cleanliness concern.”

Lyra raised an eyebrow. Her tail swished with what might have been jealousy or might have been amusement. It was hard to tell.

“It’s fine,” she said, her voice careful. “I know succubi are… visually striking. And Cherry is particularly—”

“Boobalicious?” Cherry supplied helpfully. “That’s a word I learned from the tiny cake people. They used it about one of the contestants. I think it means ‘has nice breasts.’”

I choked on my lo mein.

After dinner, the sleeping arrangements became a problem.

“I’ll take the couch,” I said. “Lyra, you can have the bed. Cherry, there’s a sleeping bag somewhere in the closet—”

“Why can’t we all share?” Cherry asked. “The bed looks big enough.”

“Because—” I didn’t actually have a good answer for that. In the demon realm, apparently, sharing sleeping space was normal. Boundaries were different. Privacy meant something else entirely.

“She has a point,” Lyra said slowly. “In our culture, sharing warmth is… communal. And with the seal mystery, and the fact that we both seem to be connected to you…” She trailed off, her cheeks pinking. “It might help. With the bond.”

I looked at Lyra. Then at Cherry. Then at my modest queen-sized bed.

“Fine,” I said, because I was apparently incapable of saying no to women with horns. “But everyone keeps their clothes on.”

“Why?” Cherry asked.

“Because I said so.”

“But—”

“Clothes. On.”

She pouted, which somehow made her look even more attractive. Her lower lip protruded. Her heart-shaped pupils actually seemed to droop.

Lyra patted her shoulder sympathetically. “You’ll get used to human customs. Jake’s been teaching me. Clothing is very important to them.”

“It seems impractical.”

“Most human things are.”

Getting ready for bed was its own adventure. Cherry didn’t understand toothbrushes (“You put the bristle stick IN your mouth?”), was fascinated by pajamas (“Why do you have special clothes just for sleeping?”), and nearly flooded the bathroom trying to figure out the shower.

By the time we all climbed into bed, I was exhausted.

Lyra took her usual spot on my left, her head on my shoulder, her tail wrapping around my thigh possessively. Cherry took the right side, immediately snuggling up against me, her massive breasts pressing into my arm, her tail finding my other thigh.

“This is nice,” Cherry said happily. “Warm. Safe.”

“It’s definitely something,” I muttered.

“Jake?” Lyra’s voice was soft. “Are you okay with this? With her being here?”

I thought about it. Really thought about it.

Two succubi in my apartment. One who’d been here for two weeks, learning my world, becoming someone I genuinely cared about. One who’d literally just fallen out of the sky, whose presence was already affecting everyone around her, who didn’t understand basic human concepts like “wearing clothes in public.”

My life had been normal two weeks ago. Boring, even. Now I was apparently some kind of interdimensional beacon for supernatural women who needed my energy to survive.

“Yeah,” I said finally. “I’m okay with it.”

And strangely, I was.

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Status Update] Cherry: Exile Status — Active Adaptation Level: 0% Powers Sealed: 98% Bond Anchor: Jake Morrison Bond Strength: 0/1000 (Stranger) Corruption Aura: ACTIVE (uncontrolled) Note: Second anchor bond confirmed. Energy requirement increased.

Energy requirement increased.

That sounded important.

But it was late, and I was tired, and I had two warm bodies pressed against me—one honeysuckle and vanilla, one cotton candy and strawberries—and thinking could wait until morning.

“Goodnight, Lyra.”

“Goodnight, Jake.”

“Goodnight, Cherry.”

“Goodnight, Jake! Goodnight, Lyra! Goodnight, tiny cake people in the box! Goodnight, cold food box! Goodnight—”

“Cherry.”

“Yes?”

“Sleep now.”

“Okay!”

She was unconscious within seconds, her breathing evening out, her tail still wrapped around my thigh.

I stared at the ceiling for a long time.

Two succubi. Both pulled to Earth through me. Both with seals I’d seen in my dreams.

My lease definitely didn’t cover this.

Sleep came eventually, and with it, the dreams.

Glowing symbols. Connected patterns. Two designs that were different but somehow related, like pieces of a puzzle that hadn’t been assembled yet.

And somewhere in the darkness, a voice that whispered: More are coming.

I woke up gasping, but by morning, I’d almost convinced myself it was just a dream.

Almost.


Chapter 7: Chaos Management

Living with one succubus had been an adjustment.

Living with two was a full-contact sport.

Cherry had been in the apartment for three days, and in that time, she had:

	Convinced the mailman to confess his undying love for Mrs. Peterson (who was flattered but confused)
	Accidentally adopted a golden retriever who refused to leave our building
	Nearly started a riot at the coffee shop by asking, loudly, why humans didn’t just mate with whoever they found attractive
	Set fire to nothing, which was honestly an achievement


The dog was currently sleeping on my couch. Cherry had named him Kevin.

“He followed me home,” she explained, scratching behind Kevin’s ears. “We’re friends now.”

“You can’t just take someone’s dog.”

“I didn’t take him. He chose to come with me.” She looked at me with those heart-shaped pupils, genuinely confused. “Is that not how pet acquisition works?”

“No. There’s usually… paperwork. And consent from the original owner.”

“Kevin consented.” She gestured at the dog, who was currently drooling on my throw pillow. “Look how happy he is.”

I looked at Kevin. Kevin did, indeed, look deliriously happy. His tail wagged constantly whenever Cherry was nearby.

“I’ll put up ‘found dog’ flyers,” I said, accepting defeat.

“But what if his original humans were mean to him?”

“Then we’ll… deal with that if it comes up.”

Cherry beamed at me. Her whole face lit up when she smiled, her eyes literally sparkling, her cheeks flushing that pretty pink that matched her hair.

“You’re very kind, Jake.” She bounced over to me—every step making her massive tits jiggle beneath the crop top I’d managed to force her into—and planted a kiss on my cheek. “I like you.”

“Thanks.” My voice came out slightly strangled. Her corruption aura was constant, a warm haze that made everything feel slightly more intense. I was getting better at ignoring it, but moments like this made that difficult.

“Where’s Lyra?” I asked, mostly to change the subject.

“In the bedroom. She said she needed ‘quiet time.’” Cherry’s tail swished. “I think I was being too loud.”

That was entirely possible. Cherry’s default volume was “enthusiastic,” and it only went up from there.

I found Lyra sitting cross-legged on the bed, her eyes closed, her small wings folded tight against her back. She looked stressed.

“Hey.” I sat down beside her. “You okay?”

“Define okay.” She opened one eye to look at me. “I have a headache. Cherry’s aura is… a lot.”

“I noticed.”

“And she talks constantly. And she doesn’t understand personal space. And she tried to walk outside naked this morning because she ‘forgot’ that clothing is required.”

“But?”

Lyra sighed, opening both eyes. “But it’s nice. Having another succubus here.” She looked almost embarrassed to admit it. “We spoke in our native tongue this morning. It’s been so long since I’ve used it with anyone. It felt… like home.”

My chest did something complicated at that. Lyra had been alone since she arrived—alone in a world she didn’t understand, surrounded by creatures whose customs made no sense to her. Cherry was chaotic, but she was also company.

“I’m glad,” I said. “Even if she’s a handful.”

“Three handfuls.” Lyra’s lips quirked. “Have you seen her chest?”

I coughed. “I’ve… noticed.”

“Succubi come in many body types. Cherry is a Glamour Class—her physical form is designed to attract maximum attention. It’s part of her power set.” Lyra’s tail curled around my wrist. “Does it bother you? That there’s another woman here?”

“It’s an adjustment.” I chose my words carefully. “But not a bad one.”

“She likes you. I can feel it through her emotions.” Lyra’s empath abilities were growing stronger as her adaptation increased. “She’s very genuine. What you see is what you get.”

“Is that common? For succubi?”

“No. Most of us learn to hide our true feelings early. We’re taught to be strategic, to use seduction as a tool. Cherry is…” She searched for the word. “Innocent, almost. Despite what she is.”

As if summoned by her name, Cherry appeared in the doorway.

“Are you talking about me?” She didn’t look offended—just curious.

“Yes,” Lyra admitted.

“Good things?”

“Mostly.”

Cherry bounded onto the bed, making the mattress bounce. She curled up beside Lyra, her tail intertwining with the other succubus’s in a gesture that seemed automatic.

“I like it here,” she announced. “It’s strange and confusing and the rules don’t make sense, but Jake is nice and you’re nice and Kevin is nice and—” She gasped. “Oh! Jake! I wanted to ask you something!”

“What?”

“Can we go outside again? I want to explore more!”

I thought about the mailman incident. The coffee shop incident. The fact that Cherry’s aura affected everyone within a certain radius.

“Maybe later,” I hedged.

“But you said that yesterday!”

“And I’m saying it again today.”

She pouted. It was devastatingly effective. Her lower lip stuck out, her eyes went wide and pleading, her massive breasts somehow seemed to press forward as she leaned toward me.

“Please? I’ll be good. I’ll keep my clothes on and everything!”

“That shouldn’t be a negotiating point.”

“I’ll wear extra clothes!”

“Also not how this works.”

Lyra laughed—an actual laugh, warm and genuine. It was the first time I’d heard her laugh since Cherry arrived.

“She’s persistent,” Lyra observed. “I’ll give her that.”

“Persistence is a virtue!” Cherry declared. “Or possibly a sin. I always get those confused.”

I rubbed my temples. “Fine. We can go for a walk. A short walk. Around the block. No talking to strangers, no removing clothing, no—”

Cherry threw her arms around me, pressing her entire body against mine. Her breasts squashed against my chest, soft and warm and impossible to ignore.

“Thank you thank you thank you! You’re the best bond anchor ever!”

“I’m the only bond anchor you have.”

“That doesn’t make it less true!”

Getting Cherry dressed for public was a production.

The crop top I’d found her—one of my old t-shirts that I’d cut shorter to accommodate her proportions—barely contained her chest. Every breath made it strain. Every movement threatened to expose something.

“This is uncomfortable,” she complained, tugging at the hem.

“Would you rather be arrested for public indecency?”

“What’s indecency?”

“When you show body parts that humans consider private.”

She looked down at herself. “Everything on me is considered private to humans. You’re very strange about bodies.”

She wasn’t wrong.

Sweatpants were easier—she didn’t seem to have the same objection to covering her legs. The shoes were a battle, but she eventually accepted flip-flops as a compromise.

“I feel like a prisoner,” she announced.

“You look like a college student.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s inconspicuous. Which is what we want.”

The walk started well enough.

Cherry was fascinated by everything—the cars driving past, the birds in the trees, the way streetlights worked. She asked approximately one hundred questions in the first five minutes.

“Why do humans put their waste in bags?”

“Because it’s sanitary.”

“Why is there a metal pole with a light on top?”

“Street lamp. For visibility at night.”

“Why is that person talking to their hand?”

“That’s a phone call. The phone is in their hand.”

“Why—”

“Cherry. Fewer questions, more walking.”

She fell quiet for approximately thirty seconds.

“But why are there lines painted on the ground?”

I gave up and just started answering. It was easier than trying to stop her.

The trouble started when we passed the dog park.

Cherry spotted the dogs first. Her whole face lit up like Christmas morning.

“PUPPIES!”

Before I could stop her, she’d vaulted the fence and was surrounded by approximately twelve dogs, all of whom seemed to think she was the greatest thing since bacon treats.

“Cherry—”

“They love me!” She was on her knees, being licked from all directions, her tail wagging as enthusiastically as any of theirs. “Jake, look! They love me!”

The dog owners were looking at her with expressions that ranged from confused to concerned.

And then her aura hit them.

“Wow,” said a man in his forties, staring at Cherry with undisguised interest. “You’re really pretty. Like, really really pretty.”

“Thank you!” Cherry beamed at him. “Your dog is very soft!”

“He is soft,” the man agreed, his voice dreamy. “I should tell him more often.”

A woman nearby started crying. “I don’t tell my husband enough that I love him. I just… I take him for granted. Why do I do that?”

Her husband, standing next to her, looked alarmed. “Honey? What’s happening?”

“I just love you so much!”

She threw her arms around him, sobbing. He patted her back, bewildered.

Meanwhile, a teenager had started explaining to no one in particular that he’d never actually liked football, he just did it because his dad wanted him to, and actually his real passion was interpretive dance.

“Cherry,” I hissed, climbing over the fence. “We need to go. Now.”

“But the puppies—”

“Now.”

I grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the exit. The dogs followed, whining. The humans watched us go with glazed expressions.

“That was fun,” Cherry said once we were safely down the street.

“That was a disaster.”

“The man said I was pretty!”

“The man said that because your aura lowered his inhibitions.”

“So? He was still thinking it.”

I didn’t have a good counter for that.

We made it home without further incident, though I did have to stop Cherry from hugging three separate strangers who “looked like they needed it.”

Back in the apartment, I collapsed on the couch. Lyra looked up from the book she was reading—she’d discovered fantasy novels and was working through my collection.

“How was it?”

“Eventful.”

“Cherry made friends?”

“Cherry made the entire dog park have emotional breakdowns.”

Cherry bounced over to scratch Kevin behind the ears. Kevin’s tail went crazy.

“Jake,” she said, without looking up. “I know I’m… difficult. I know my aura causes problems. But I want you to know that I’m grateful. For taking me in. For being patient with me.” She finally looked at me, those heart-shaped pupils soft and sincere. “No one has ever been patient with me before.”

Something twisted in my chest.

“You’re not difficult,” I said. “You’re just… new to this. We all are.”

“But you don’t have to help me. You could have sent me away.”

“Where would you go?”

“I don’t know.” Her voice was small. “Nowhere good.”

I stood up and walked over to her, putting a hand on her shoulder. She looked up at me with an expression that was painfully vulnerable.

“You’re staying,” I said firmly. “Both of you. Whatever this bond anchor thing means, whatever the seals are about—we’re in this together. Okay?”

Cherry’s eyes filled with tears. Actual tears, tracking down her shimmering cheeks.

“That’s the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me.”

And then she kissed me.

Not on the cheek this time. On the mouth. Her lips were soft and tasted like strawberries. Her body pressed against mine, those massive breasts flattening against my chest. Her tail wrapped around my leg.

When she pulled back, her eyes were bright with something I recognized.

Hunger.

“Cherry—”

“I want to thank you,” she whispered. “Properly. The way succubi thank those who are kind to them.”

I glanced at Lyra. She was watching us with an expression I couldn’t quite read—not angry, not upset, but… complicated.

“Lyra?” I asked.

She took a deep breath. “In our culture, gratitude is expressed physically. It’s not a challenge to existing bonds—it’s a separate thing entirely.” Her tail curled around her own leg. “If you want to… I understand.”

“But do you want me to?”

She was quiet for a long moment.

“I want you to be happy,” she finally said. “And I want Cherry to feel welcome. If this is how she expresses that…” She swallowed. “Yes. I want you to.”

Cherry made a sound of delight and grabbed my hand, pulling me toward the bedroom.

“Come on! I want to show you something!”

The “something” turned out to be her breasts.

She stripped off the crop top the moment the bedroom door closed, revealing those massive, perfect tits in all their glory. They were even bigger than I’d imagined—heavy and round, with pink nipples that matched her hair, already hard and begging to be touched. They seemed to defy gravity, standing firm despite their impossible size, jiggling with every tiny movement she made.

“You’ve been staring at these since I arrived,” she said, cupping them in her hands, lifting them, letting them drop and bounce. “I could feel your eyes. You wanted to touch them.”

My mouth went dry. My cock strained against my sweatpants. “I—”

“It’s okay.” She bounced on her heels, making those massive tits jiggle and sway hypnotically. “Everyone wants to touch them. That’s what they’re for.”

She pulled me toward the bed, pushing me down so I was sitting on the edge. Then she knelt between my legs, those impossible tits right at eye level, close enough to touch, close enough that I could see the pink flush spreading across her skin.

“I want to make you feel good,” she said, her voice dropping to something huskier, her heart-shaped pupils dilating. “The way you made me feel good by accepting me. Can I do that?”

“Yes.” The word came out rough, my voice already strained. “Yes, you can.”

Her smile was radiant.

She reached for my sweatpants, pulling them down to free my cock. I was already hard—had been since she kissed me—and it sprang up to meet her, thick and throbbing, the tip already slick with pre-cum. Her eyes went wide.

“Oh!” She sounded genuinely surprised, licking her lips. “Lyra said you were impressive, but I didn’t realize…” She wrapped her fingers around my shaft, stroking experimentally. “It’s so thick. So warm. And there’s already stuff coming out of the tip.”

“That’s pre-cum. That’s how turned on you make me.”

She giggled, clearly delighted. “I like it.”

Then she leaned forward and wrapped her massive breasts around my cock.

The sensation was indescribable. Soft, warm pressure from all sides, impossibly silky skin enveloping my shaft. Her tits were so big they completely swallowed me, my cock disappearing into that endless cleavage. She pressed them together with her hands, creating a tight channel of plush flesh that gripped me perfectly.

“Like this?” she asked, looking up at me through her lashes, those heart pupils glowing.

“Yes.” My voice cracked. “Just like that.”

She started to move, sliding her breasts up and down my shaft. The friction was incredible—smooth skin gliding over sensitive flesh, her hard nipples occasionally brushing against my stomach. I could feel the wet heat of my pre-cum slicking the passage, making her tits slide even smoother.

“You feel good,” she said, her voice breathy. “I can taste your energy through my skin. It’s… sweet. Sweeter than anyone I’ve ever fed from.”

I groaned, my hands finding her hair, tangling in those pink waves. My hips started moving on their own, thrusting up into that soft prison of flesh.

“Harder,” I managed. “Press them together harder.”

She obeyed eagerly, squeezing her massive tits around my cock with enthusiastic pressure, really gripping me now. I could see the head appearing at the top of her cleavage with each upward stroke, glistening with pre-cum, the slit weeping. She leaned down and licked it each time it emerged, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before it disappeared back into her cleavage.

“Jake?” A voice from the doorway.

Lyra.

I looked up, half-expecting jealousy, anger, something negative. Her expression was complicated—heated, yes, her cheeks flushed and her breathing uneven, but there was something else underneath. A tightness around her eyes. Her tail was swishing rapidly behind her, but also curling around her own leg in that anxious gesture I’d come to recognize.

Through our bond, I felt it clearly: arousal and jealousy, tangled together. She wanted to look away but couldn’t. She wanted to be the only one touching me, but something about watching was affecting her in ways she hadn’t expected.

“Is it okay if I watch?” she asked, her voice thick. The question came out almost reluctant, like she was admitting something she wasn’t sure she wanted to admit.

“Yes,” Cherry answered before I could. “It’s better if you watch. More intimate.”

Lyra moved to the bed, sitting beside me. Her eyes were fixed on where Cherry’s breasts were wrapped around my cock.

“That’s…” She swallowed. “That’s very…”

“Hot?” Cherry supplied. “I know.” She increased her pace, her breathing becoming heavier. “In the demon realm, this is how we show gratitude. We give pleasure without expecting anything in return. It’s a gift.”

“A very good gift,” I managed.

Cherry beamed at me, never breaking rhythm. Her massive tits slid up and down, squeezing, massaging, working my cock with expert precision.

Lyra’s hand found my arm, gripping tight. Through our bond, I could feel her conflicted emotions—jealousy that another woman was touching me, possessiveness that surprised her, but also undeniable arousal. Cherry’s corruption aura was definitely affecting her, lowering her inhibitions, but the visual was doing something to her all on its own. Watching another woman pleasure me was awakening feelings she hadn’t known she had, and she wasn’t entirely comfortable with how much she liked it.

“I’m close,” I warned, my balls tightening, that familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

“Good.” Cherry leaned forward and licked the tip of my cock as it emerged from her cleavage, her tongue swirling around the head. “I want to feel you come. I want to taste you. Cover my tits with your cum.”

That was all it took.

I came with a groan, my cock pulsing as I spurted between her breasts, rope after rope of thick cum painting her skin. She kept moving, sliding her massive tits up and down, milking every drop, her tongue darting out to catch what shot up to her lips. I watched my cum splash across her chest, pooling in her deep cleavage, dripping down the soft slopes of those incredible tits.

When I was finally spent, she released me and looked down at herself with satisfaction, her breasts glazed white with my seed.

“That was wonderful,” she said, scooping some of my cum onto her finger and licking it clean with obvious delight. She gathered more from her cleavage, savoring the taste. “You taste even better than you smell. So thick and creamy.”

I couldn’t form words. My brain had temporarily left the building.

Lyra made a small sound beside me. When I looked at her, her face was flushed, her breathing ragged, her tail wrapped around my leg possessively.

“That was…” She swallowed hard. “That was intense to watch.”

“Did you like it?” Cherry asked, genuinely curious.

“I…” Lyra seemed to be having a minor crisis. “I didn’t expect to. But yes. I liked it.”

Cherry beamed and bounced over to hug her, seeming completely unbothered by the fact that she still had my cum on her chest.

“I’m so glad! I was worried you’d be upset. But now we can share! Sharing is nice!”

Lyra looked at me over Cherry’s shoulder, her expression somewhere between overwhelmed and amused.

I just shrugged.

This was my life now.

Later, after Cherry had showered and everyone had calmed down, I found myself on the couch with both succubi curled against me. Lyra on my left, Cherry on my right, Kevin at our feet.

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Status Update] Cherry: Bond +100 (100/1000 — Familiar) Adaptation: +2% (2% total) Note: Gratitude bond established. Corruption aura proximity logged.

Familiar. Cherry had reached the Familiar threshold.

“Jake?” Cherry’s voice was sleepy.

“Yeah?”

“Thank you. For today. For everything.”

“You’re welcome.”

Her tail tightened around my thigh. Lyra’s did the same on the other side.

I stared at the ceiling and wondered, not for the first time, what I’d gotten myself into.

But for once, I wasn’t anxious about it.

Weird as it was, this felt right.

Kevin barked in his sleep, and Cherry made a happy humming sound.

Yeah.

This was definitely my life now.


Chapter 8: Cherry’s Debut

Cherry had been building up to something.

I could tell by the way she looked at me—those heart-shaped pupils tracking my movements, her tail swishing with barely contained energy, her whole body practically vibrating with anticipation. The gratitude session from a few days ago had only whetted her appetite.

“I want more,” she announced one evening, with all the subtlety of a freight train.

Lyra looked up from her cooking show. I looked up from my laptop. Kevin looked up from his nap.

“More what?” I asked, though I had a pretty good idea.

“More you.” She bounced over to the couch, somehow managing to make the simple act of walking look like a seduction. Her massive tits jiggled with every step, barely contained by yet another borrowed top. “The thing with my breasts was nice, but it wasn’t complete. I need a real feeding. A proper one.”

“Cherry—”

“And I want to do it outside.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Outside.” She said it like it was the most reasonable request in the world. “Where people can see.”

“No.”

“But Jake—”

“Absolutely not. We’ve been over this. Public nudity is illegal. Public sex is more illegal. You cannot just—”

“Why not?” Her lower lip trembled. Those heart-shaped pupils actually seemed to wilt. “In the demon realm, exhibitions are considered the highest form of intimacy. Sharing pleasure with the world is beautiful. Sacred, even.”

“We’re not in the demon realm.”

“I know.” Her voice went small. “But I want… I want to feel like myself. Just this once. It’s been so long since I’ve been able to express my nature. Every day I’m suppressing, hiding, pretending to be something I’m not.”

I looked at her—really looked at her. Beyond the impossible proportions and the pink everything and the chaos she caused wherever she went. She was homesick. She missed being able to exist as herself.

“There might be a compromise,” Lyra said quietly.

We both turned to look at her.

“The roof.” She gestured upward. “Jake mentioned the building has roof access. It’s private—no one goes up there at night. But it’s outside. Under the stars. It might satisfy Cherry’s need for openness without the risk of actual public exposure.”

Cherry’s face lit up. “Really? We could do that?”

I thought about it. The roof was technically private property. I had a key from when I’d helped the super fix the AC units last summer. Late at night, no one would be up there.

It wasn’t public. Not really.

But it wasn’t indoors either.

“We’d have to be quiet,” I said slowly.

Cherry’s face fell. “I’m not very good at quiet.”

“I know. That’s why I’m saying it.”

“I can try.” She looked at me with desperate hope. “I’ll try so hard, Jake. Please?”

I was going to say yes. We all knew I was going to say yes. But I made her wait a few more seconds just to pretend I had any willpower left when it came to supernatural women.

“Fine. Tonight. After midnight.”

Cherry squealed and threw herself at me, nearly knocking me off the couch. Her breasts pressed against my chest, her tail wrapped around my leg, her lips found my cheek, my jaw, the corner of my mouth.

“Thank you thank you thank you! You’re amazing! The best! I’m going to make you feel so good!”

“Quietly,” I reminded her.

“Quietly!” she agreed, at approximately four times normal conversation volume.

This was going to be a disaster.

Midnight arrived with excruciating slowness.

Cherry had spent the entire evening practically bouncing off the walls with anticipation. She’d changed outfits three times—not that any of them could properly contain her proportions—and had asked approximately fifty questions about what the roof was like.

“Is it flat?”

“Yes.”

“Are there stars?”

“It’s a city, so not many. But some.”

“Will it be cold?”

“Probably. It’s nighttime.”

“Will you keep me warm?”

“That’s… yes. Yes, I will.”

Lyra watched our exchange with something like amusement. She’d declined to join us—“This is between you and Cherry. I’ll be here when you get back”—but I could feel her emotions through our bond. Curiosity. A hint of arousal. Not jealousy, exactly, but something adjacent to it.

“You okay with this?” I asked her privately.

“I want you to be happy,” she said simply. “And Cherry needs this. I can feel how much she needs it.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

She was quiet for a moment. “I’m working through it. Ask me again later.”

At 12:15, I led Cherry up the service stairwell to the roof. She clutched my hand the entire way, her tail swishing with nervous excitement.

“What if someone sees us?”

“I thought you wanted people to see.”

“I do! But also what if they’re upset?”

“Then we’ll deal with it. But no one comes up here. It’ll be fine.”

I pushed open the roof access door, and the night air hit us. Cool but not cold. The city stretched out below, lights glittering like earthbound stars. The actual sky above was hazy with light pollution, but a few stubborn stars had managed to break through.

Cherry gasped.

“It’s beautiful,” she whispered. “Jake, it’s beautiful.”

“Not bad for a rooftop.”

She pulled me toward the center of the roof, away from the door, where we’d be hidden from any windows by the raised edges. It wasn’t perfect privacy, but it was close.

“Here,” she said, turning to face me. “Right here. Under the sky.”

The city hummed beneath us. Traffic, distant music, the endless pulse of urban life. Up here, we were above it all. Together.

“Cherry—”

She kissed me before I could finish.

This wasn’t like the gratitude kiss from before. This was hungry. Desperate. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, claiming me, her hands fisting in my shirt. Her massive breasts crushed against my chest.

I kissed her back, my hands finding her waist—that impossibly tiny waist—then sliding up to cup her tits through the thin fabric of her top. She moaned into my mouth, a sound that echoed across the rooftop.

“Quiet,” I reminded her.

“I’m trying.” She wasn’t trying very hard. “Touch me more.”

I pulled her top up and over her head, freeing those incredible breasts to the night air. They bounced as they were released, settling heavy and round, nipples already hard from the cool breeze.

“God.” I cupped them in my hands, feeling their weight, their warmth. “You’re unreal.”

“I’m very real.” She arched into my touch, pushing her tits more firmly into my palms. “I’m the most real thing you’ve ever touched.”

I bent down and took one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard. She cried out—not quietly at all—her hands flying to my hair.

“Yes! That! More of that!”

I switched to the other breast, giving it the same attention. She writhed against me, her hips grinding forward, her tail wrapping around my thigh and squeezing.

“Jake.” Her voice was wrecked already, and we’d barely started. “Jake, I need you. I need you inside me. Please.”

“Patience.”

“I don’t have patience! Patience is stupid!”

I laughed against her breast, and she made an indignant sound that dissolved into a moan when I bit down lightly on her nipple.

“Fine,” she gasped. “Fine, torture me with your mouth. See if I care.”

I tortured her for several more minutes, moving between her breasts, kissing down her stomach, working her into a frenzy. By the time I pulled down her shorts—she’d gone without underwear, because of course she had—she was trembling.

“Please,” she whimpered. “Please please please—”

I dropped to my knees and buried my face between her legs.

Her scream probably woke the neighbors.

She was dripping wet, her pussy sweet and slick and swollen under my tongue. I licked her from bottom to top, parting her pink folds, circling her clit, then pushing my tongue inside her tight little hole. She tasted like cotton candy, like strawberries, like something otherworldly and addictive. I couldn’t get enough.

Her hands gripped my hair, pulling me closer, practically smothering me with her pussy. Her tail lashed behind her, unable to stay still. Her hips rolled against my face, riding my mouth shamelessly.

“Yes yes yes yes—”

She came fast, her whole body shaking, her walls clenching around my tongue, her juices gushing against my face. I drank it down, lapping at her, feeling the echo of her pleasure through whatever bond was forming between us—not as strong as Lyra’s, but definitely there.

“More,” she gasped before she’d even stopped trembling. “I need more. I need you inside me.”

I stood, wiping her slick from my chin with the back of my hand. She immediately reached for my pants, yanking them down with more enthusiasm than finesse.

My cock sprang free, hard and aching, pre-cum already leaking from the tip. Her eyes went wide—those heart-shaped pupils dilating even further.

“I want that inside me,” she said, with the same tone someone might use to declare they wanted dessert. “Right now. In my pussy.”

“How do you want it?”

“Every way.” She was bouncing on her heels, her massive tits jiggling wildly, her tail swishing. “But first—can you take me from behind? I want to look at the city while you’re inside me.”

I spun her around, and she braced her hands on the raised edge of the roof. The city spread out before her, millions of lights, millions of people, none of whom knew what was happening up here.

I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging against her dripping entrance. Her ass was round and perfect, pushed out toward me invitingly. Her pink tail swished to the side, clearing the way.

“Ready?” I asked.

“I’ve been ready for days. Please, Jake, just—”

I pushed inside her.

She wasn’t quiet.

“OH GOD!”

Her voice echoed across the rooftops, probably audible for blocks. I didn’t care. I was too busy trying to process how good she felt—tight, wet, impossibly warm, her pussy gripping my cock like a velvet fist. She was so slick I slid in to the hilt in one smooth stroke, my balls pressing against her.

“More,” she demanded. “Harder. I want to feel you in my soul.”

I grabbed her hips—my hands nearly spanning that impossibly tiny waist—and started to thrust. Hard. Deep. The way she was asking for.

She screamed with every stroke.

“YES! THERE! DON’T STOP!”

So much for quiet.

I pounded into her, watching her massive tits swing with every thrust, bouncing wildly beneath her. She’d grabbed the edge of the roof for leverage, pushing back to meet me, her tail wrapping around my thigh and pulling me deeper with each stroke. The wet slap of flesh against flesh filled the night air.

“You feel amazing,” I growled. “So fucking tight around my cock.”

“I’m tight because you’re so big.” She looked over her shoulder at me, those heart pupils blazing. “I’ve never had anyone this big. You’re stretching me open. Filling me completely. I can feel you everywhere.”

Her words shot straight to my cock, making me throb inside her. I thrust harder, faster, chasing her sounds, her reactions, the way her pussy clenched around me.

“Jake—Jake, I’m going to—”

“Come for me.” I reached around and found her swollen clit, rubbing it in tight circles while I fucked her. “Come on my cock.”

She did.

Her orgasm was like a thunderclap. Her whole body seized, her pussy clamping down so hard I saw stars, milking me, squeezing. She threw her head back and screamed—a primal, animalistic sound that had nothing human in it.

And as she came, something glowed.

I saw it clearly in the darkness. A pattern of light, blazing across her chest, just above her breasts. Different from Lyra’s but similar in style—intricate, beautiful, terrifying.

I’d seen this pattern before.

In my dreams.

The glow lasted maybe ten seconds, pulsing with her heartbeat, then faded away like it had never been there.

Cherry collapsed forward, gasping, her forehead resting on the roof edge.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Cherry.” My voice came out rough. “You have a seal too.”

“A what?”

“A seal. Like Lyra’s. It just glowed. On your chest.”

She straightened and looked down at herself. “Really? It was pretty, wasn’t it? I felt something warm.”

“You’re not concerned about this?”

“Should I be?” She turned to face me, genuinely puzzled. “Lots of succubi have seals. They’re just… marks. Nobody knows what they mean.”

“I’ve dreamed of that pattern.” The words came out before I could stop them. “Both patterns. Lyra’s and yours. Before I ever met either of you.”

Her heart-shaped pupils widened. “That’s… that’s unusual.”

“That’s terrifying.”

“Maybe.” She stepped closer, pressing her naked body against mine. “But maybe it means we’re connected. Meant to be together. Isn’t that romantic?”

“It’s concerning.”

“Can’t it be both?”

I didn’t have an answer for that.

“Jake.” She cupped my face in her hands, those pink eyes soft and sincere. “Whatever the seals mean, whatever the dreams mean—I’m glad I found you. I’m glad whatever force pulled me here brought me to you specifically. You’re kind and patient and you make me feel safe.”

“I’m also inside you right now.”

She giggled. “I noticed. You’re still hard.”

I was. Despite the seal revelation, despite the cosmic implications, my cock hadn’t gotten the memo that we were supposed to be having an existential crisis.

“I didn’t finish,” I admitted.

“Then let’s fix that.” She kissed me, slow and sweet, then pulled back with a wicked smile. “I want to ride you. I want to look at your face while I come again.”

We ended up on the rooftop, me on my back on a thankfully clean section, Cherry straddling my hips. The city glittered around us. The stars wheeled overhead. And this impossible pink-haired succubus lowered herself onto my cock with a sigh of pure contentment, sinking down inch by inch until I was balls-deep inside her again.

“Perfect,” she breathed, her eyes fluttering. “You feel perfect inside me. So deep.”

She started to move, rolling her hips in slow circles that made my eyes roll back, grinding down on my cock. Her massive tits swayed with every motion, hypnotic, demanding attention.

“Touch them,” she commanded. “I love when you touch them.”

I reached up and filled my hands with her breasts, kneading the heavy, soft flesh, pinching her hard nipples and tugging. She moaned, throwing her head back, her pink hair cascading down her back.

“That’s it. That’s so good. Play with my tits while I ride your cock.”

She increased her pace, bouncing now, her massive tits bouncing with her in wild circles. The wet sounds of our joining filled the night air—the slick squelch of my cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy, the slap of her ass against my thighs. Obscene and beautiful.

“I’m getting close again,” she panted, her pussy starting to flutter around me. “You do that to me. No one else ever—not this fast—”

“Then come.” I grabbed her wide hips hard and thrust up into her, meeting her rhythm, pounding up into her tight heat. “Come as many times as you want. Come on my cock.”

She came twice more before I finally lost control, her pussy milking me each time, drenching my shaft with her juices. The third time, I came with her—buried balls-deep inside her, my cock pulsing as I flooded her with my cum, rope after rope filling her up as I groaned her name into the night sky.

As we both peaked, her seal blazed to life again. Golden light, intricate patterns, pulsing in perfect rhythm with her heartbeat. I stared at it, burning the image into my memory, even as my cock kept pumping her full.

I knew this pattern.

I’d dreamed of it dozens of times.

What the hell was happening to me?

When her seal faded, Cherry collapsed on top of me, her massive breasts squishing against my chest, soft and warm. Her tail lazily wrapped around my leg. I could feel my cum starting to leak out of her, dripping onto my thighs.

“That was amazing,” she murmured against my neck. “The best I’ve ever had. Human or otherwise.”

“I’m glad.” My voice was distant. I was still staring at where her seal had been.

“You’re worried about the seal thing.”

“I’m worried about a lot of things.”

She propped herself up on her elbows, looking down at me. Her expression was more serious than I’d ever seen it.

“Jake. Whatever this is—whatever we are—I don’t think it’s bad. I think it’s… important. Special.” She kissed my chin. “Maybe we were always supposed to find you.”

“That’s a comforting thought.”

“Isn’t it?” She smiled, all sunshine again. “Now. We should probably go back inside before Lyra worries. And before someone notices the noises I was making.”

“You were supposed to be quiet.”

“I know.” She didn’t look even slightly sorry. “I tried. Quiet is hard when you’re having the best orgasms of your life.”

I couldn’t really argue with that.

We gathered our clothes and made our way back down to the apartment. Lyra was waiting on the couch, her tail swishing with barely contained curiosity.

“How was it?”

“Cherry has a seal too,” I said.

Lyra’s expression shifted immediately from curious to concerned. “Show me.”

“I can’t. It only appears when she—” I gestured vaguely. “You know.”

“During climax. Like mine.” Lyra’s tail went rigid. “Jake. What does this mean?”

“I don’t know. But I’ve dreamed of her pattern too. Both patterns. Before I met either of you.”

The three of us sat in silence for a long moment.

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Status Update] Cherry: Bond +150 (250/1000 — Familiar) Seal Detected: Pattern matches anchor dream resonance Jake Exposure: Elevated (monitor) NOTE: Second seal confirmed. Pattern analysis… inconclusive. Origin: UNKNOWN

Two succubi. Two seals. Two patterns I’d dreamed before ever meeting them.

“We need to figure this out,” Lyra said finally.

“I know.”

“Whatever’s happening, it’s bigger than just helping us survive.”

“I know that too.”

Cherry snuggled against my side, her tail finding my thigh. “Whatever it is, we’ll figure it out together. That’s what bonds are for.”

She made it sound so simple.

I wished I believed it could be that easy.

But as I sat there with two supernatural women pressed against me, both marked with seals I’d somehow predicted, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were only seeing the beginning of something much larger.

Much stranger.

And much more dangerous.

The dreams were waiting when I finally fell asleep.

They always were.


Chapter 9: Two’s Company

Taking two succubi to the grocery store was exactly as chaotic as it sounds.

I’d thought about leaving one of them at home, but Lyra had pointed out that Cherry needed more Earth world exposure to adapt, and Cherry had pointed out that she would “literally die of boredom” if left alone again. Kevin wasn’t much help either—he’d just wagged his tail and followed Cherry wherever she went.

So here we were. Jake Morrison, his two supernatural girlfriends, and approximately fifteen minutes until disaster.

“Stay close,” I said as we entered the store. “Don’t talk to strangers. Don’t remove any clothing. Don’t—”

“Why do they put water in bottles?” Cherry asked, pointing at a display. “The water comes from the wall. I’ve seen it.”

“Some people prefer bottled water.”

“But why would they pay for something they can get from the wall?”

“Because it’s… convenient?”

“The wall water is also convenient. More convenient. You don’t have to carry it.”

I didn’t have a good answer for that. Neither did capitalism, really.

Lyra was already examining the produce section with the intensity of someone studying ancient texts. She picked up an avocado and turned it over in her hands.

“This one is soft,” she announced.

“That means it’s ripe.”

“And this one is hard. Does that mean it’s unripe?”

“Yes.”

“So you have to predict when you’ll want to eat it and buy accordingly?”

“Pretty much.”

She frowned. “Human food is very complicated.”

“You have no idea.”

Cherry had wandered toward the bakery section, her tail swishing with excitement. I caught up to her just as she was reaching for a cake.

“Can we get this?”

“We don’t need a whole cake.”

“But it’s so pretty! Look at the flowers!” She gestured at the frosting roses decorating the top. “I’ve never seen edible flowers before.”

“They’re not real flowers. They’re made of sugar.”

“You can make flowers out of sugar?” Her eyes went wide. “Humans are incredible.”

I was about to respond when I noticed the bakery employee staring at Cherry with a glazed expression. Her corruption aura was already at work.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” the employee said dreamily. “I should tell you that. I’ve never told anyone they’re beautiful before because I’m shy, but you’re just so—”

“Thank you!” Cherry beamed. “I like your hat.”

The employee—a middle-aged man with a hairnet—touched his headwear self-consciously. “Nobody’s ever complimented my hat before.”

“It’s very practical. Keeps the hair out of the food.”

“It does. It really does.” He looked like he might cry.

I grabbed Cherry’s arm and pulled her away. “We should keep moving.”

“But he was nice!”

“He was affected by your aura.”

“So? Nice is still nice.”

The next fifteen minutes were a gauntlet of awkward encounters. Cherry’s aura made an elderly woman confess that she secretly watched reality TV every night and her husband didn’t know. It made a teenager admit that he’d never actually read the books for his English class and relied entirely on SparkNotes. It made a stock boy ask me if I wanted to be his friend because he was “feeling really lonely lately.”

And then it happened.

We turned the corner into the cereal aisle, and Cherry’s aura seemed to pulse. I don’t know if she did something different or if there was just a critical mass of affected people nearby, but suddenly everyone in the store started gravitating toward us.

Not walking. Gravitating. Like magnets drawn to a single point.

“Oh, there she is!” someone called out.

“I need to tell her something important!”

“She looks like she needs a hug!”

Within thirty seconds, we were surrounded by at least fifteen people, all pressing closer, all trying to get Cherry’s attention. A man in a business suit was explaining his childhood fear of butterflies. A woman with a shopping cart full of cat food was crying about her ex-husband. Two teenagers were arguing about which one of them loved Cherry more, despite having met her approximately four seconds ago.

“This is wonderful!” Cherry beamed, trying to hug everyone at once. “Everyone is so friendly!”

“This is a nightmare,” I corrected, grabbing her arm.

More people were coming. I could see them abandoning their shopping throughout the store, all drifting in our direction with glazed expressions and an urgent need to share their innermost thoughts.

“We need to go. Now.”

Lyra was already clearing a path, using her small frame to wedge through the crowd. “Excuse us! Coming through! She has a medical condition!”

“What condition?” someone asked.

“Too much friendliness! It’s contagious! Back away!”

That actually made several people pause, which gave us just enough room to slip through. I half-dragged Cherry toward the checkout, her tail hidden but definitely swishing with excitement under her skirt.

“That was amazing!” she said. “Everyone wanted to talk to me!”

“Everyone wanted to trauma-dump on you. There’s a difference.”

“Is there?”

By the time we reached the checkout line, I was exhausted.

“How do humans do this every day?” Lyra asked, looking similarly drained.

“Most humans don’t have a chaos succubus lowering everyone’s inhibitions.”

“I’m not chaos,” Cherry protested. “I’m enthusiastic.”

“Those are not mutually exclusive.”

The checkout process went smoothly until Cherry tried to help bag the groceries and accidentally crushed a carton of eggs.

“They’re so fragile!” She looked at the broken shells in dismay. “Why would you put food in something so breakable?”

“That’s just how eggs come.”

“In the demon realm, eggs have shells made of calcified magic. You could throw them at walls and they wouldn’t break.”

“We don’t have calcified magic here.”

“Clearly.” She carefully set down the bread she’d been holding. “Maybe I shouldn’t touch anything else.”

The walk home was almost peaceful. Almost.

“Why do humans put their waste in bags?” Cherry asked, watching someone clean up after their dog.

“Because leaving it on the ground is gross.”

“But it’s organic. It returns to the earth naturally.”

“Not in a city. Here, it just sits on the sidewalk and smells bad.”

“Cities are strange.”

“They really are,” Lyra agreed.

They fell into step beside each other, their tails occasionally brushing—a gesture I was learning was a sign of comfort among succubi. Despite their different personalities, they’d developed an easy rapport over the past few days. Sisters in exile, bound by shared confusion about this strange new world.

“Have you tried the pizza yet?” Lyra asked Cherry.

“Not yet. Jake keeps saying he’ll order some.”

“You have to try it. It’s—” Lyra searched for the right word. “—transcendent.”

“Better than the cake thing?”

“Much better.”

Cherry turned to me with pleading eyes. “Jake. Pizza. Tonight?”

“Fine. Pizza tonight.”

Both succubi made identical sounds of satisfaction. Their tails swished in sync.

I was so distracted by their cuteness that I almost missed my phone buzzing in my pocket.

It was a call. From my sister.

My blood went cold.

“One second.” I handed the grocery bags to Lyra and stepped away to answer. “Hey, Mia.”

“Jake!” My sister’s voice was cheerful and oblivious to the panic attack I was currently having. “How’s my favorite brother?”

“I’m your only brother.”

“Still my favorite. Listen, I was thinking—I haven’t seen you in forever. How about I come visit next weekend?”

Next weekend. That was seven days away. Seven days to figure out how to explain two demonic women living in my apartment.

“Next weekend?”

“Yeah! I have a break between finals and I thought it would be fun. We could hang out, watch movies, you could make me that pasta thing you do—”

“Mia, this isn’t really a great time—”

“Oh, come on. You always say that.” Her voice went wheedling. “Please? I miss you. And I want to see the new apartment. Is it nice? Do you have a girlfriend yet?”

I looked at Lyra and Cherry, who were examining a fire hydrant with great interest. Girlfriend didn’t really cover it.

“I have… roommates,” I said carefully.

“Roommates? Since when do you have roommates?”

“Since recently. It’s a… temporary arrangement.”

“Even better! I can meet them. It’ll be fun.”

“Mia—”

“I’m already looking at bus tickets. See you Saturday!”

She hung up before I could protest further.

I stared at my phone with the expression of a man watching a train approach while tied to the tracks.

“Jake?” Lyra had noticed my distress. “What’s wrong?”

“My sister is coming to visit. This Saturday.”

Both succubi tilted their heads in identical confusion.

“Sister?” Cherry asked. “Is that like a nest-mate?”

“Sort of. She’s my younger sibling. We grew up together.”

“And this is bad because…?”

“Because I have to explain you two.” I ran a hand through my hair. “You don’t exactly fit into normal human categories.”

“Why not?” Cherry seemed genuinely puzzled. “We’re just succubi. Everyone knows about succubi.”

“Humans don’t know about succubi. Or demons. Or any of this. It’s all supposed to be mythology.”

“Oh.” Cherry’s tail drooped. “That does make it complicated.”

Lyra was frowning, her expression thoughtful. “Could we hide while she’s here?”

“For an entire weekend? In a two-bedroom apartment?”

“We could be very quiet.”

“Cherry can’t be quiet for five minutes.”

“I can try!”

“You tried on the rooftop and probably woke up half the city.”

She didn’t have a counter for that.

We made it home without further incident, but my mind was racing the entire way. How was I supposed to explain Lyra and Cherry to Mia? “These are my foreign exchange student roommates” seemed flimsy at best. “These are my two girlfriends, both of whom have horns and tails” was probably not going to fly.

“We’ll figure something out,” Lyra said, sensing my anxiety through our bond. “We have a week.”

“A week isn’t much.”

“It’s more than we’ve had for most problems so far.”

She had a point. Everything since Lyra’s arrival had been one crisis after another, and we’d managed. Somehow.

That night, after pizza (Cherry’s reaction was everything Lyra had promised—she literally wept with joy), the three of us sat on the couch and brainstormed.

“Option one,” I said. “You both stay hidden the entire time Mia’s here.”

“That seems uncomfortable,” Cherry said. “Where would we hide?”

“The bedroom, mostly. I could say it’s off-limits because of… mold. Or construction.”

“Would your sister believe that?”

“Probably not. She’s pretty nosy.”

“Option two,” Lyra suggested. “We meet her, but hide our supernatural features.”

“Can you do that? Both of you?”

“I can maintain a glamour for several hours,” Lyra said. “Longer now that my adaptation has improved. Cherry’s glamour is weaker, but she might manage with focus.”

“I can try!” Cherry said. “I’ll focus really hard on looking normal.”

“What about the horns and tails?”

“Horns can be concealed with illusion. Tails are trickier—they move on their own.” Lyra’s tail swished as if to demonstrate. “We’d have to keep them hidden under clothing.”

“And the eyes?”

They both looked at me blankly.

“Your eyes,” I clarified. “Lyra’s are bright blue in a way that’s almost supernatural. Cherry’s have heart-shaped pupils. They’re not normal.”

“Colored contacts?” Lyra suggested. “I’ve seen humans wear them on the TV shows.”

“Where would we get contacts in a week?”

“The internet sells everything. I’ve been researching.”

That was actually a good point. I made a mental note to order some.

“Option three,” I said. “I tell Mia the truth.”

Both succubi went silent.

“Is that wise?” Lyra asked carefully. “Revealing our existence to another human?”

“I don’t know. But Mia is my sister. If anyone can handle the truth, it’s her.”

“Or she might panic and tell others. Then you’d have authorities involved. Questions asked.”

“The Wardens might notice too,” Cherry added. “More attention is bad.”

I sighed. “You’re right. Truth is off the table for now.”

“So we’re going with option two?” Lyra asked. “Meeting her while disguised?”

“Unless someone has a better idea.”

No one did.

We spent the rest of the evening planning, working out the details of our cover story (foreign exchange students from a small European country nobody had heard of), discussing what topics to avoid (anything supernatural, anything about their pasts, anything about our sleeping arrangements), and practicing Cherry’s poker face.

Cherry was terrible at poker face.

“Stop smiling,” I said. “You smile too much.”

“But I’m happy!”

“You have to look neutral. Normal human neutral.”

She tried. The result was a grimace that made her look constipated.

“Maybe just don’t interact with Mia directly,” Lyra suggested.

“But I want to meet her! She’s Jake’s nest-mate! She must be wonderful!”

“She is wonderful. That’s the problem. She’s going to ask questions.”

Cherry’s tail drooped. “I’ll practice more.”

By midnight, we had a plan that was roughly sixty percent likely to succeed. Those weren’t great odds, but they were the best we had.

“We should sleep,” Lyra said, yawning. “Tomorrow we can work on the details.”

The three of us went to bed together—it had become routine now, the tangle of limbs and tails, the warmth of supernatural bodies pressed against mine. Cherry fell asleep immediately, her soft snores filling the room. Lyra took longer, her tail wrapped around my thigh, her breath warm against my chest.

“Jake?” she whispered.

“Yeah?”

“Are you worried?”

“About Mia?”

“About everything. The seals. The dreams. The fact that we don’t know why we’re here or what it means.”

I thought about it. The honest answer was yes—I was worried constantly, a low-grade anxiety that hummed beneath everything else. But I was also… happy? In a strange, complicated way. My life had been turned upside down, but I wasn’t alone anymore.

“A little,” I admitted. “But we’re managing. We’ll keep managing.”

“You’re very optimistic.”

“I’m very tired. Same thing.”

She laughed quietly, and the sound warmed something in my chest.

“Goodnight, Jake.”

“Goodnight, Lyra.”

Sleep came easier than I expected.

The dreams came harder.

I was in darkness again. The floating symbols surrounded me—Lyra’s pattern, Cherry’s pattern, and others I didn’t recognize. They spun in slow orbits, connected by lines of light that pulsed with energy.

More are coming.

The voice was clearer this time. Feminine, ancient, neither hostile nor friendly.

You draw them. You don’t know why. You can’t stop it.

“Who are you?” I asked the darkness.

I am what was sealed. I am what waits.

The symbols blazed brighter. The connections between them strengthened.

They will hunt you. They will fear you. They will try to understand what you are.

“What am I?”

Something that shouldn’t exist. Something that does anyway.

A new sensation—eyes. Thousands of them, watching from the darkness. Not the symbols. Something else.

Something that had noticed me.

They’re looking now. They’ve seen the seals activate. They’re curious.

“Who’s they?”

The ones who watch the boundaries. The ones who punish transgressors.

Wardens.

Run if you can. Hide if you’re able. But know this—they will find you eventually. And when they do…

The voice trailed off. The symbols flickered.

When they do, the truth will be undeniable.

I woke up screaming.

Both succubi were on me instantly—Lyra pressing close, her hand on my chest; Cherry wrapping around me from behind, her tail tight around my waist.

“Jake! Jake, it’s okay, we’re here—”

“The dreams,” I gasped. “They’re getting worse. Something was watching. Something—”

A notification flickered in my vision, different from the usual ones.

[System — Anchor Status: UNSTABLE] Dream Resonance: ACTIVE External Detection: POSSIBLE Recommendation: Maintain low profile

“Something noticed me,” I whispered. “In the dream. Something was watching.”

Lyra’s face was pale in the darkness. “The Wardens. They must have detected the seals activating.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means we need to be careful. More careful than we have been.”

Cherry’s arms tightened around me. “We won’t let anything happen to you, Jake. You’re our anchor. Our bond.”

“And you’re mine,” Lyra added. “Whatever comes, we face it together.”

I lay there in the darkness, two supernatural women clinging to me, my heart racing from dreams that felt increasingly like warnings.

Something was coming.

Something that knew about the seals, about me, about whatever impossible connection existed between us.

And I had absolutely no idea how to prepare for it.

But I had a week to figure it out.

A week, a sister visit, and apparently a cosmic mystery.

Business as usual, really.


Chapter 10: Energy Economics

I woke up exhausted.

Not the normal kind of exhausted—not the “stayed up too late watching TV” exhausted or the “worked out too hard” exhausted. This was bone-deep fatigue, the kind that made my limbs feel like they were filled with sand.

I tried to get up and promptly fell back into bed.

“Jake?” Lyra was instantly alert, her tail swishing with concern. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Just tired.”

“You’ve been tired for three days.”

She wasn’t wrong. Ever since the rooftop night with Cherry, I’d felt… drained. Not terrible, just slightly less than normal. Like someone had turned down my power level by ten percent.

“I’m fine,” I insisted, making another attempt to rise. This time I managed it, though the room swam slightly.

Lyra’s blue eyes narrowed. Through our bond, I felt her concern spike into something sharper—worry, mixed with guilt.

“Jake.” Her voice was careful. “When was the last time you fed both of us?”

“Two days ago?”

“And before that?”

“Three days?”

“And before that?”

I thought about it. The timeline was fuzzy, but there had been a lot of intimacy in the past week. Between Lyra’s needs and Cherry’s enthusiasm, between emotional support feeding and proper meals and the rooftop night…

“A lot,” I admitted. “It’s been a lot.”

“Too much.” Lyra sat up, her tail curling around her own leg—her anxious gesture. “Jake, we’re draining you. Both of us. I should have noticed sooner.”

“Draining me?”

“Sexual energy isn’t infinite. Even for someone who generates it well, there are limits.” She wouldn’t meet my eyes. “Normally a succubus feeds from multiple sources. Spreads the demand. But we’ve both been feeding exclusively from you.”

Cherry stirred beside us, blinking awake with a yawn that somehow managed to be both cute and distracting. Her massive tits shifted as she stretched.

“What are we talking about?” she asked sleepily.

“Jake is tired because we’ve been feeding too much.”

Cherry’s expression shifted from drowsy to concerned. “Oh no. Is he okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said again, though even I could hear the lie in my voice.

“You’re not fine.” Lyra finally looked at me, and there were tears in her eyes. “I should have been more careful. I know how feeding works. I just… you always seemed so willing, and I didn’t want to—”

“Hey.” I reached out and cupped her face. “This isn’t your fault. You needed to eat. That’s not a crime.”

“But—”

“No buts. We just need to adjust. Figure out a system.”

Cherry had crawled over to join us, her tail wrapping around my leg. “I don’t understand. In the demon realm, I fed from hundreds of different beings. Why can’t we do that here?”

Lyra and I exchanged a look.

“That’s… actually a good question,” I said slowly. “Why can’t you feed from other humans?”

“I don’t want to.” Cherry’s nose wrinkled. “Other humans smell wrong. Taste wrong. They don’t… pull me the way you do.”

“Same,” Lyra admitted. “I’ve tried looking at other men. Just to test. But there’s nothing. No attraction, no hunger. Only you trigger my feeding instinct.”

“That doesn’t make sense. You’re succubi. You should be able to feed from anyone.”

“I know.” Lyra’s tail tightened around herself. “But it’s been that way since I arrived. The moment I stabilized here, you were the only one who registered as… viable.”

“The bond anchor thing.”

“Maybe. The System calls you that, but it doesn’t explain what it means. Just that we’re connected to you specifically.”

I sat back against the headboard, processing. So not only was I apparently drawing succubi to Earth through some unknown mechanism, I was also the only person they could feed from? That seemed like a design flaw in whatever cosmic system was responsible for this.

“What happens if I can’t sustain you both?”

The silence that followed was uncomfortable.

“We’d weaken,” Lyra finally said. “Our powers would seal further. Our bodies would start to struggle.”

“And if it goes on too long?”

“We’d die. Eventually.”

The word hung in the air, heavy and impossible.

“That’s not happening,” I said firmly. “We’re going to figure this out.”

“How?” Cherry’s voice was small. “If we can’t feed from others and we’re draining you too much…”

“We ration. We take turns. We figure out the minimum you each need and we stick to that until I recover.”

Lyra nodded slowly. “That could work. Succubi can survive on less than optimal feeding. It’s not comfortable, but it’s possible.”

“How much less?”

“Normally I’d feed every three to four days. During the initial adaptation period, I needed more—that’s why I was feeding daily. But now that I’m stabilizing, once a week might be enough.”

“Same for me,” Cherry added. “Maybe less. Glamour Class succubi are more efficient than most.”

“So if we alternate—one of you feeds every three or four days—that cuts my output in half.”

“Roughly.” Lyra didn’t look thrilled. “It’s not ideal. We’ll both be running on low reserves. But if it keeps you from exhausting yourself…”

“Then that’s what we do.”

Cherry’s lower lip trembled. “But I liked feeding together. It was nice.”

“We can still be together. Just… not every time.” I reached out and took her hand. “This is about sustainability, not rejection.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She sniffled, then nodded, her tail perking up slightly.

“There’s something else we should discuss,” Lyra said carefully. “The feeding itself doesn’t have to be elaborate. What we’ve been doing—the extended sessions, the multiple rounds—that’s indulgent. Pleasurable, but not necessary for survival.”

“What’s the alternative?”

“Maintenance feeding.” She blushed slightly. “Quick energy transfer. Enough to sustain without draining you significantly.”

“Is that possible?”

“It’s how most succubi feed from non-partners. Efficient, not intimate. We’ve been treating every session like a romantic encounter because…” She trailed off, her blush deepening.

“Because it felt right,” I finished.

“Yes.”

“So what does maintenance feeding look like?”

The demonstration happened later that morning.

Lyra went first, explaining the mechanics as she prepared. “The most efficient method is direct skin contact combined with focused energy transfer. You’ll feel a warmth, a pull, but it shouldn’t be overwhelming.”

“And you?”

“I’ll feel satisfaction. Not pleasure exactly—not like the full sessions. But enough.”

She positioned herself in front of me, fully clothed. Her hands found my face, cupping my cheeks. Her blue eyes met mine.

“Ready?”

“Ready.”

She kissed me.

It wasn’t a passionate kiss—not like our usual encounters. It was gentle, focused, almost clinical. But I felt something shift immediately. A warmth flowing from me into her, like water through a pipe. Not unpleasant, but definitely noticeable.

The transfer lasted maybe thirty seconds. When she pulled back, her eyes were slightly brighter, her skin slightly more luminous.

“That’s it?”

“That’s maintenance.” She looked satisfied, if not satiated. “Enough to keep my reserves stable for two or three days.”

“I barely feel anything.”

“That’s the point. Efficient.”

Cherry bounced forward eagerly. “My turn!”

Her approach was less clinical. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me with enthusiasm, and I felt the familiar pull of her feeding instinct. But instead of letting it escalate, she seemed to consciously limit it—drawing just enough energy before pulling back.

“See?” She beamed at me. “I can be efficient too!”

“How do you feel?”

“Hungry still. But not desperate.” Her tail swished. “It’s like… snacking instead of having a full meal.”

“Can you survive on snacks?”

“For now.” Her expression turned thoughtful. “Long-term, we’ll need to figure out something better. But this buys us time.”

We spent the rest of the morning establishing a schedule. Lyra would feed on Monday and Thursday. Cherry on Tuesday and Friday. Weekends would be flexible based on how I felt. No more marathon sessions until I recovered my baseline.

“This feels very administrative,” Cherry observed, looking at the calendar we’d drawn up.

“Survival often does.”

“In the demon realm, feeding was never this complicated.”

“In the demon realm, you had options. Here, you have me.”

She didn’t argue, just curled up against my side with her tail around my leg. Her usual enthusiasm was muted, and I felt a pang of guilt. She’d come to Earth involuntarily, been forced to adapt to a world she didn’t understand, and now she was being rationed like a resource.

“Hey.” I put my arm around her. “This isn’t forever. We’ll figure out the long-term solution.”

“What if there isn’t one?”

“There’s always a solution. We just haven’t found it yet.”

“You’re very optimistic.”

“I’m very stubborn. Different thing.”

She laughed, and some of the tension left her body.

Lyra joined us on the couch, Kevin claiming his usual spot on the floor at our feet. For a moment, we were just three beings sharing space, comfort, warmth.

“Jake,” Lyra said quietly. “There’s something else I’ve been thinking about.”

“What?”

“The bond anchor designation. The fact that we can only feed from you. The seals, the dreams, all of it.” She bit her lip. “What if it’s connected? What if the reason we’re drawn to you specifically has something to do with whatever those seals are?”

“You think the seals make me… compatible?”

“Maybe. Or maybe you were always compatible, and the seals are responding to that.” Her tail curled thoughtfully. “Either way, we’re not going to find answers by hiding in this apartment. We need information.”

“Where would we even look?”

“I don’t know. Demon realm libraries would have records, but we can’t access those from here. Human mythology might have hints, but most of it is inaccurate.” She frowned. “There might be other exiles. Other supernatural beings on Earth who know things.”

“You want to go looking for other demons?”

“I want to find someone who can explain what’s happening to us.”

Cherry perked up. “There are other demons on Earth?”

“Possibly. Over the millennia, there have been occasional crossings. Some beings chose to stay. They’d be hidden, disguised, but they might exist.”

“How would we find them?”

“Cherry’s corruption aura.” Lyra turned to the pink succubus. “It affects humans by lowering inhibitions. But it might have different effects on supernatural beings. It might draw them out.”

Cherry’s eyes went wide. “You want to use me as demon bait?”

“Not bait. A beacon. If there are others in the city who might recognize what we are, they might come to investigate.”

“That sounds dangerous.”

“Everything is dangerous right now. At least this way, we’re being proactive.”

I listened to them plan, turning the idea over in my head. It wasn’t bad logic—if there were other supernatural beings on Earth, they might have answers we needed. But the risks were real. Drawing attention could bring the wrong kind of notice.

On the other hand, sitting around waiting for the Wardens to find us wasn’t much better.

“We’ll table this for now,” I said finally. “Get through Mia’s visit first. Then we can discuss active measures.”

Both succubi nodded.

“Speaking of Mia,” Cherry said, “I’ve been practicing my normal face.”

“Show me.”

She scrunched up her features into an expression that was marginally better than her previous attempts. Still not convincingly human, but closer.

“Keep working on it.”

“I will!”

The day passed in a blur of planning and preparation. Lyra ordered colored contacts online for both succubi. Cherry practiced controlling her aura (with mixed results). I tried to catch up on the work I’d been neglecting, though my concentration was shot.

By evening, the exhaustion had lifted slightly. The minimal feedings seemed to be working—I didn’t feel drained, just normal-tired rather than supernatural-tired.

“Progress,” Lyra observed.

“Small steps.”

“Small steps are still steps.”

We ordered Chinese food for dinner—Cherry had developed a fondness for lo mein—and watched TV together. The cooking competition was reaching its finale, and both succubi were invested in the outcome.

“The bearded man is going to win,” Cherry predicted.

“No way. His soufflé collapsed three episodes ago. The woman with the tattoos has been consistent.”

“Consistency is boring. The bearded man has passion.”

“Passion doesn’t make food taste better.”

“It absolutely does.”

I sat between them, listening to them argue about reality TV contestants, feeling something warm settle in my chest. This was strange. Impossible. Potentially dangerous.

But it was also good.

The notification that flickered in my vision confirmed it.

[System — Status Update] Cherry: Bond +50 → 300 (Intimate) Adaptation: +2% both succubi

[System — Panel Update] Lyra — Bond: 350 (Intimate) • Adaptation: 15% • Powers Sealed: 85% Cherry — Bond: 300 (Intimate) • Adaptation: 8% • Powers Sealed: 90% Jake — Exposure: Elevated [No immediate concern] Note: Energy management protocols implemented. Stability improving.

Both succubi had reached the Intimate threshold. Both were adapting, slowly but surely. And my exposure, while elevated, wasn’t critical.

We were figuring it out.

One day at a time.

The bearded man won the cooking competition. Cherry cheered. Lyra grumbled. Kevin barked in solidarity with someone, though it wasn’t clear who.

I laughed, and for a moment, everything felt almost normal.

Almost.

Later that night, as we prepared for bed, Lyra pulled me aside.

“Jake.”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you. For being so… understanding. About the feeding situation.”

“You don’t have to thank me for basic decency.”

“Yes, I do. Because basic decency isn’t basic in my world.” Her blue eyes were soft, her tail curling around my wrist. “Succubi are taught to take what we need without concern for the source. You’ve been nothing but giving since I arrived, and now you’re making sacrifices so we can survive. That’s not normal. That’s special.”

“It’s just what you do for people you care about.”

“You care about us?”

“Obviously.”

She smiled—a real smile, warm and open. Then she kissed me, slow and sweet, without any energy transfer.

“I’m glad I fell into your apartment, Jake Morrison.”

“Me too.”

Cherry appeared in the doorway, pouting. “Are you having a moment without me?”

“Get over here.”

She bounced into my arms, and somehow all three of us ended up in a group hug, tails wrapping around legs, warmth spreading through the tangle of bodies.

My life had been simple three weeks ago.

Now it was complicated, confusing, and occasionally terrifying.

But I wouldn’t trade it for anything.


Chapter 11: Warden Warning

The first time Lyra sensed something wrong, I thought she was overreacting.

“There’s something out there,” she said, her tail rigid, her eyes shimmering with that faint glow that meant her empath abilities were active. “Something watching.”

We were walking back from the corner store—a simple errand, milk and bread and the specific brand of chips Cherry had become obsessed with. The sun was setting, painting the street in shades of orange and gold.

“Watching?” I looked around. The street was quiet. A few pedestrians, a couple of cars. Nothing unusual.

“I can feel it. Hostile intent. Cold.” Her hand found mine, squeezing tight. “Jake, I don’t like this.”

“Let’s get home.”

We walked faster, but the feeling didn’t fade. Lyra kept glancing over her shoulder, her small wings pressed flat against her back, her tail wrapped protectively around her own leg.

Cherry was waiting when we got back, bouncing with excitement until she saw our faces.

“What’s wrong?” Her usual cheer dimmed. “You both look worried.”

“Lyra sensed something.” I locked the door behind us—something I rarely bothered with. “Something watching us.”

“Watching?” Cherry’s tail went still. “What kind of watching?”

“Hostile.” Lyra moved to the window, peering out through the curtains. “There. Across the street. Do you see it?”

I looked where she was pointing. At first, I saw nothing unusual—just the apartment building across from ours, its windows dark, its fire escape casting shadows in the fading light.

Then I saw it.

A figure. Standing in the shadows between two dumpsters, perfectly still. At first glance, it might have been a homeless person or someone waiting for a ride. But the proportions were wrong. The limbs were too long. The head was too large. It seemed to absorb the light around it rather than reflecting it.

And it was looking directly at our window.

“What the hell is that?”

“Warden scout.” Lyra’s voice was barely a whisper. “I was afraid this might happen.”

“Warden?” I turned to face her. “You mentioned Wardens before. The inter-dimensional police or whatever.”

“They patrol the boundaries between realms. Punish those who cross without authorization.” Her tail curled around my wrist, trembling. “We didn’t cross willingly, but they won’t care. To them, we’re criminals. Escapees.”

Cherry made a small sound of distress. When I looked at her, her usual brightness had faded entirely. She was pale, her eyes wide, her massive breasts heaving with panicked breaths.

“I don’t want to go back,” she whispered. “Jake, I don’t want to go back. The Inter-Realm Prison is—they say no one comes out the same. They say—”

“Hey.” I crossed to her, taking her hands in mine. “No one is going back anywhere. Okay? We’re going to figure this out.”

“But the Warden—”

“It’s just watching right now. It hasn’t made a move.”

“Yet.” Lyra hadn’t moved from the window. “It’s confirming our location. Assessing the situation. They’re methodical. They’ll watch for days before acting.”

“Days?” That was both reassuring and terrifying. “So we have time.”

“Some. But Jake—” She turned to face me, and there were tears in her blue eyes. “When they come, they won’t negotiate. They’ll see you as a human who harbored criminals. At best, they’ll wipe your memory and leave. At worst…”

“At worst?”

“They might decide you’re a complication that needs eliminating.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and cold.

I looked at the figure across the street. It hadn’t moved. Just stood there, watching, waiting. A monster in the shadows, biding its time.

“Okay,” I said, forcing my voice to stay calm. “Tell me everything you know about these Wardens.”

We gathered in the living room, the curtains firmly closed. Kevin, sensing the tension, had retreated to his bed in the corner, whining softly. Both succubi sat close to me, their tails finding my legs, seeking comfort.

“Wardens are servants of the Inter-Realm Authority,” Lyra began. “They enforce the laws that govern travel between dimensions. Unauthorized crossing is one of the worst crimes—punishable by imprisonment, exile, or worse.”

“But we didn’t choose to cross,” Cherry said, her voice small. “We were pulled.”

“They don’t care about circumstances. Only facts. We’re here. We didn’t have permission. That’s enough.”

“What about me?” I asked. “If I’m the one pulling you here—”

“That’s… complicated.” Lyra’s brow furrowed. “There are no laws about humans who function as anchors. It’s not supposed to be possible. They might consider you a phenomenon to be studied. Or a threat to be neutralized.”

“Great. Options.”

“Jake.” Cherry’s hand found mine. “I’m sorry. We brought this danger to you. You didn’t ask for any of this.”

“Neither did you.” I squeezed her hand. “We’re in this together. All of us.”

“The scout is probably reporting back,” Lyra continued. “Wardens work in hierarchies. A scout confirms the presence, then higher-level Wardens are dispatched for the actual capture. We have time—maybe a week, maybe more—before they move.”

“What can we do in that time?”

“Hide. Run. Try to find somewhere they can’t track us.”

“Can they track us?”

“They tracked us here.” Lyra’s tail tightened around my leg. “The seals might be helping them. They glow during… during intimacy. If the Wardens have equipment to detect seal activity…”

“Then every time we’ve been together, we’ve been broadcasting our location.”

“Possibly.”

I leaned back on the couch, staring at the ceiling. This kept getting worse.

“What about fighting back? If it’s just a scout—”

“We’re barely functional.” Lyra shook her head. “Our powers are mostly sealed. Even combined, Cherry and I couldn’t defeat a Warden scout. They’re designed for combat. We’re designed for…”

“Seduction,” Cherry finished quietly. “Our powers aren’t made for fighting. We can confuse, distract, lower inhibitions. But we can’t hurt anyone.”

“So we’re defenseless.”

“Essentially.”

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Threat Assessment] Detected: Warden-class entity (scout designation) Threat Level: Moderate Recommendation: Evade contact Note: Entity is currently in observation mode Warning: Engagement not advised

“The System confirms it,” I said. “Warden scout. Recommends we avoid contact.”

“Good advice,” Lyra muttered.

“Is there anything in the System that could help us? Powers we could unlock faster? Abilities that might be useful?”

“Not at our current adaptation levels.” She pulled up her own status, and I felt the information through our bond. “I’ve unlocked Emotion Sense and a weak Calm Aura. Cherry has her passive corruption field and minor glamour. Nothing that would stop a Warden.”

“What about combining them? If Cherry confuses it and you sense its emotions to predict its movements—”

“It might buy us seconds. Maybe a minute.” Lyra didn’t sound hopeful. “Wardens are trained to resist supernatural influence. They have to be, given how many different species they encounter.”

Cherry had been uncharacteristically quiet. When I looked at her, she was staring at her hands, her tail wrapped tightly around her own leg.

“Cherry?”

“In the demon realm,” she said softly, “there were stories about Wardens. What they do to succubi they capture. They say—they say we’re considered the worst kind of criminals. That we corrupt the realms we visit. That we spread chaos and sin wherever we go.” She looked up, and there were tears on her cheeks. “They’re not wrong, are they? Look at what my aura does. Everyone I’m near—they change. They become different. I can’t help it. I can’t stop it.”

“Cherry—”

“Maybe I deserve to be captured.” Her voice broke. “Maybe I’m exactly the kind of monster they think I am.”

I moved to kneel in front of her, taking her face in my hands.

“You’re not a monster,” I said firmly. “You’re kind and caring and you make everyone around you happier just by being you. Your aura makes people honest, that’s all. There’s nothing evil about honesty.”

“But I can’t control it—”

“So what? I can’t control a lot of things either. That doesn’t make me a bad person.” I wiped her tears with my thumbs. “You’re staying here, Cherry. With me. With Lyra. And no interdimensional police force is going to change that.”

She made a sound that was half-sob, half-laugh. “You’re very stubborn, Jake Morrison.”

“So I’ve been told.”

Lyra joined us, wrapping her arms around both of us. For a moment, we just held each other—three beings from different worlds, bound by circumstances none of them had chosen.

“We’ll figure this out,” I said. “We always do.”

“You’ve only known us for a few weeks,” Lyra pointed out.

“And in those few weeks, we’ve survived first contact, second contact, seal revelations, energy management crises, and apparently me becoming some kind of supernatural beacon. A Warden scout is just another item on the list.”

Neither of them laughed, but they both relaxed slightly.

“What do we do now?” Cherry asked.

“First, we stay inside. No more unnecessary trips outside. Second, we be careful about… feeding. If the seals are what’s letting them track us, we need to minimize their activation.”

“That will make us weaker,” Lyra said.

“Weak and free is better than strong and captured.”

“That’s… depressingly logical.”

“Third, we prepare. I don’t know how, but we find ways to protect ourselves. Even if it’s just having an escape route planned.”

I stood and moved to the window, peeking through a gap in the curtains. The figure was still there, motionless, watching.

“Fourth,” I added quietly, “we don’t panic. That thing is waiting for us to make a mistake. We don’t give it one.”

The next three days were tense.

We stayed inside as much as possible. I worked from home—which wasn’t unusual—but canceled all meetings that might have required me to leave. Cherry watched endless hours of cooking shows, her usual commentary muted to occasional observations. Lyra spent most of her time by the window, monitoring the Warden scout’s position.

It moved occasionally. Never during the day—only at night, shifting from shadow to shadow, circling the building like a predator testing the perimeter of its prey’s territory. But it never approached. Never tried to enter. Just watched and waited.

“It’s gathering information,” Lyra explained. “Learning our patterns. Our habits. When we’re most vulnerable.”

“Can it see through walls?”

“Some can. I don’t know about this one specifically.” She pulled the curtain tighter. “But it definitely knows we’re here.”

Kevin had stopped barking at it after the first day. Now he just whined whenever the thing moved, pressing himself against the far wall of the apartment.

“Even the dog knows something’s wrong,” Cherry observed. “Dogs are very perceptive.”

“Most animals sense supernatural entities.” Lyra reached down to scratch behind Kevin’s ears. “He can probably feel its presence even through the walls.”

By the fourth day, I was going stir-crazy.

“I need to check the mail,” I announced.

Both succubi immediately objected.

“It’s too dangerous—”

“What if it approaches you—”

“The mailbox is in the building lobby. Thirty seconds, max. I’m not going to spend the rest of my life afraid to get my electric bill.”

They exchanged worried looks, but didn’t argue further. I grabbed my keys and headed for the door.

“Be careful,” Lyra called after me.

“Always.”

The hallway was quiet. Normal. Mrs. Peterson’s door was closed, the faint sound of television coming from within. The elevator hummed as I called it.

Everything was fine.

Until I stepped into the lobby.

The temperature dropped. Not gradually—instantly, like walking into a freezer. My breath misted in front of my face even though it was a warm day outside.

And then I saw it.

The Warden scout was standing by the stairwell door, partially hidden in shadow. But it wasn’t hiding. It was waiting.

Up close—even from twenty feet away—it was worse than I’d imagined seeing it from the window. It stood nearly seven feet tall, its limbs too long, its joints bending in ways that human joints couldn’t. Its skin—if it was skin—was matte black, absorbing light like a hole in reality. It had no visible face, just a smooth expanse where features should be.

And it was looking directly at me.

We stared at each other. The moment stretched, silent except for the pounding of my heart.

It didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just watched with that featureless face, radiating cold hostility that I could feel pressing against my mind like physical weight.

This was different from it watching from across the street. This was it inside my building. Inside my territory. Getting closer.

Testing.

Every instinct screamed at me to run, but I forced myself to stand still. To not show weakness. I didn’t know if that mattered to a creature like this, but it mattered to me.

Slowly, deliberately, I walked to the mailboxes. My hands were shaking as I unlocked mine and pulled out the stack of envelopes. Junk mail. Bills. A coupon book I’d never use.

The whole time, I felt its gaze on me like ice against my spine.

When I turned to head back to the elevator, it was gone. The shadow by the stairwell was empty. The temperature was already rising back to normal.

But I knew it hadn’t left. It had just retreated. Shown me that it could get close whenever it wanted. That the building’s walls meant nothing.

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Threat Assessment Update] Warden scout: Proximity escalation detected Behavior pattern: Testing boundaries Threat Level: ELEVATED Recommendation: Increased vigilance

I took the stairs instead of the elevator. Didn’t want to be trapped in a small metal box if that thing decided to come back.

When I reached our floor, Lyra and Cherry were waiting at the door, their faces pale with worry.

“We felt it,” Lyra whispered. “The hostile intent. It was inside the building.”

“In the lobby.” I closed the door behind me and locked it, then added the chain for good measure. “It didn’t say anything. Didn’t approach. Just… watched.”

“It’s getting bolder,” Cherry said, her usual brightness completely absent. “First across the street. Then the building entrance. Now inside.”

“It’s testing us.” Lyra’s tail was rigid with fear. “Seeing how we react. Learning our patterns before it makes its move.”

“When will it make its move?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Days. Maybe less.” She wrapped her arms around herself. “Jake, this is serious. If it’s comfortable coming inside the building…”

She didn’t need to finish the sentence. If it could get into the lobby, it could get into the hallway. Into the apartment. Into our bedroom while we slept.

Nowhere was safe.

“Then we need to be ready,” I said, pulling both of them into a hug. Their tails immediately wrapped around me, seeking comfort, offering it. “Whatever it’s planning, we face it together.”

Cherry buried her face in my chest. “I’m scared, Jake.”

“I know. Me too.”

“That doesn’t make me feel better.”

“It wasn’t supposed to.” I held them tighter. “But being scared together is better than being scared alone.”

Lyra pressed against my side, her small wings folded tight against her back. “What do we do?”

“We stay together. We stay alert. And we figure out our options.” I pulled back to look at both of them. “The Wardens are methodical, you said. That means they follow patterns. And patterns can be predicted. Maybe even exploited.”

“You want to outthink an interdimensional hunter?” Lyra’s voice was skeptical.

“I want to survive. We all do.” I squared my shoulders. “Whatever comes next, we face it as a team.”

Cherry’s tail tightened around my thigh. Lyra’s did the same on the other side.

“Together,” Cherry whispered.

“Together,” Lyra agreed.

We stood there in the entryway, three people from different worlds, bound by something stronger than fear.

The Warden was getting closer.

But it hadn’t made its move yet.

And until it did, we still had a chance.


Chapter 12: Sister Visit

In retrospect, I should have told Mia not to come.

There was a literal interdimensional threat watching our building. Two succubi were hiding their supernatural features with hastily purchased contact lenses and strategically loose clothing. And I was supposed to pretend everything was normal while my little sister asked uncomfortable questions about my “roommates.”

This was going to be a disaster.

“She’ll be fine,” Lyra assured me, adjusting the brown contact lenses that concealed her too-bright blue eyes. “We’ve practiced. Cherry knows to keep her distance.”

“Cherry doesn’t understand personal space on a good day.”

“I’ll be careful!” Cherry called from the bedroom, where she was struggling into the most conservative outfit we could find—which still strained across her impossible proportions. “I’ll be so normal. The most normal human woman you’ve ever seen.”

I had my doubts.

The cover story was simple: Lyra and Cherry were foreign exchange students from a small country that nobody would think to verify. They were staying with me temporarily while looking for their own housing. They were definitely not supernatural beings from another dimension.

Easy.

Totally believable.

I was doomed.

The doorbell rang at exactly noon—Mia was nothing if not punctual. I took a deep breath, checked that both succubi had their features hidden, and opened the door.

“Jake!”

My sister threw herself at me with the enthusiasm of a golden retriever. She was exactly as I remembered—brown hair in her usual ponytail, bright curious eyes, wearing jeans and a college hoodie that swamped her small frame. Normal. Human. Completely unprepared for what waited inside.

“Hey, Mia.” I hugged her back, feeling a complicated mixture of affection and dread. “How was the bus?”

“Long. Boring. The guy next to me kept trying to show me pictures of his cat.” She bounced past me into the apartment, looking around with obvious curiosity. “Wow, this place is bigger than I expected. You actually have a living room!”

“I’ve upgraded since the dorm days.”

“Clearly.” Her eyes landed on the couch, where Lyra was sitting with perfect posture, her hands folded in her lap, her concealed tail hidden beneath a long skirt. “Oh! You must be one of the roommates!”

“I’m Lyra.” She stood and offered her hand with a smile that was only slightly too stiff. “It’s wonderful to meet Jake’s sister. He’s told us so much about you.”

“Has he?” Mia shot me a look. “You’ve been holding out on me, Jake. You didn’t mention your roommates were so pretty.”

“I didn’t think it was relevant.”

“Everything about your love life is relevant. I’m your sister. It’s my job to be nosy.” She shook Lyra’s hand, then looked around. “Jake mentioned there were two of you?”

As if summoned, Cherry emerged from the bedroom.

Even with the contact lenses hiding her heart-shaped pupils, even with her hair pulled back in a bun instead of bouncing freely, even with the most modest top we could find—she was still overwhelming. Her massive breasts strained against the fabric. Her tiny waist and wide hips were impossible to disguise. She moved with a natural sensuality that had nothing to do with intention and everything to do with biology.

Mia’s jaw dropped.

“Hi!” Cherry bounced forward, and everything bounced with her. “I’m Cherry! You’re Jake’s nest-mate! I mean, sibling! I mean—hi!”

“Hi,” Mia managed. “Wow. I mean—hi. You’re very—wow.”

I could see it happening in real-time. Cherry’s corruption aura, already active just by her presence, was starting to affect my sister. The tension in Mia’s shoulders was relaxing. Her eyes were going slightly glassy. A small smile was forming on her lips.

“Cherry, maybe you should—”

“Would you like something to drink?” Cherry continued, oblivious. “We have water. And orange juice. And something called ‘soda’ which I still don’t fully understand but it’s very fizzy—”

“Soda would be great.” Mia’s voice had gone dreamy. “You’re really tall. No, wait, that’s not right. You’re actually short. But your presence is tall. Does that make sense?”

“Not really, but thank you!”

I shot Lyra a desperate look. She nodded slightly and moved closer to my sister, her hand brushing Mia’s arm in what looked like a casual gesture. Through our bond, I felt her using her calm aura, trying to counteract Cherry’s influence.

Mia blinked, some of the glassiness fading from her eyes.

“Sorry,” she said, shaking her head. “I got a little spacey there. Long bus ride. So! You’re both from…”

“Estonia,” Lyra supplied smoothly.

“Greenland,” Cherry said at the same moment.

There was an awkward pause.

“The border region,” I jumped in. “Between Estonia and Greenland.”

Mia stared at me. “Jake, Estonia and Greenland don’t share a border.”

“The metaphorical border. It’s a regional identity thing. Very complicated. You wouldn’t have heard of it.”

“You’re a terrible liar.”

“I’m not lying.”

“Jake.” She put her hands on her hips, a gesture she’d inherited from our mother. “I’ve known you my entire life. I know when you’re hiding something.”

“I’m not hiding anything.”

“You have two gorgeous women living in your apartment, one of whom is built like a video game character, and you expect me to believe this is a normal roommate situation?”

“Yes?”

She turned to Lyra. “Are you dating my brother?”

Lyra’s mouth opened and closed several times. Her concealed tail was probably going crazy under that skirt.

“It’s… complicated,” she finally said.

“Complicated how?”

“We’re very close. We care about each other deeply. The nature of our relationship isn’t easily defined by human— by normal standards.”

Mia’s eyebrows shot up. “Human standards?”

“Traditional standards. I misspoke.”

“Uh-huh.” She turned to Cherry. “What about you? Are you dating my brother too?”

Cherry beamed. “Jake is wonderful! He’s kind and patient and he explains things really well and he has very nice—”

“Thank you, Cherry!” I interrupted. “Why don’t you get Mia that soda?”

“Oh! Right!” She bounced off to the kitchen, and I tried not to notice the way Mia’s eyes tracked her movements.

“Jake.” My sister’s voice was dangerously calm. “What is going on?”

“Nothing’s going on.”

“You’re dating both of them, aren’t you?”

“I’m not—that’s not—”

“You’re dating two women at the same time. Two incredibly attractive women who are apparently from some made-up country between Estonia and Greenland.” She paused. “I’m not judging, by the way. I’m impressed. Confused, but impressed.”

“It’s really not what you think.”

“Then what is it?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but no words came out. What could I possibly say? They’re succubi from another dimension? I’m apparently some kind of magical beacon that pulls them to Earth? There’s an interdimensional cop outside watching the building right now?

“It’s complicated,” I said weakly.

Mia rolled her eyes. “You keep saying that.”

Cherry returned with the soda, and Mia’s attention immediately shifted back to her. There was something almost magnetic about the way my sister watched the pink-haired succubus—not romantic interest, exactly, but a kind of fascinated draw that I recognized as the aura at work.

“So, Cherry,” Mia said, accepting the soda. “What do you do? For work, I mean?”

“I don’t have a job yet. Jake says I need to learn more about how things work here before I can—” She caught herself. “Before I can find employment that suits my skills.”

“What kind of skills do you have?”

“I’m very good at making people feel comfortable. And I can do illusions. Small ones, mostly.”

“Illusions?”

“She means card tricks,” I said quickly. “She does magic. Stage magic. It’s an Estonian-Greenlandic tradition.”

“Right.” Mia didn’t look convinced. “And Lyra? What about you?”

“I’m empathic.” Lyra was standing very still, her calm aura radiating outward. “I read people’s emotions. It helps in… customer service situations.”

“You’re an empath who works in customer service?”

“It has its uses.”

“I bet.” Mia took a long drink of her soda, and I saw her fighting against the aura’s effects. My sister was stubborn—it was a family trait—and she wasn’t going down without a fight. “So. This is nice. Three of us, chatting like normal people, definitely not hiding anything.”

“Exactly.”

“Jake. There’s a woman in your kitchen who has the body of a cartoon character and a girl on your couch who just admitted to being psychic. What the actual hell is going on?”

“Nothing—”

“Is this a cult thing? Are you in a cult? Because if you’re in a cult, I need to know. Mom and Dad will want to stage an intervention.”

“I’m not in a cult!”

“Then explain the weird vibe!”

Cherry and Lyra exchanged nervous glances. Through my bond with Lyra, I felt her silent question: Should we tell her?

I shook my head slightly. No. Absolutely not. Mia knowing the truth would only put her in danger.

“The weird vibe,” I said carefully, “is because this is a weird situation. I moved to a new city, got a new apartment, and ended up with roommates I wasn’t expecting. It’s an adjustment for everyone.”

“An adjustment.”

“Yes.”

Mia stared at me for a long moment. Then she sighed.

“Fine. Keep your secrets. But I’m watching you.” She pointed at her eyes, then at me. “Sister’s intuition. I know something’s up.”

“There’s nothing up.”

“Sure, Jake. Sure.”

The next two hours were exhausting.

Cherry’s aura continued to affect Mia despite Lyra’s best efforts to counteract it. By hour one, my sister was giggling at things that weren’t funny. By hour two, she was telling Cherry deeply personal stories about her college roommate and how she’d always wondered what it would be like to live somewhere “exotic.”

“Estonia-Greenland sounds amazing,” she said dreamily, curled up on the couch with her third soda. “You should tell me more about it.”

“It’s very… cold,” Cherry offered. “And there are… mountains?”

“I love mountains. I’ve never actually been to a mountain, but I think I’d love them.”

“They’re very tall. That’s the main thing about mountains.”

“So tall.”

I pulled Lyra aside while Cherry continued her increasingly surreal geography lesson.

“This is bad,” I whispered.

“I’m doing my best, but Cherry’s aura is too strong when they’re this close.” Lyra looked worried. “If we separate them, it might help.”

“How am I supposed to separate them without looking suspicious?”

“I don’t know. Maybe suggest a walk? Get Cherry out of the room?”

“We can’t go outside. The Warden—”

The Warden.

I’d almost forgotten about it in the chaos of Mia’s visit. I moved to the window and carefully peeled back the curtain.

It was still there. Watching. Waiting.

And it seemed closer than before.

“Jake?” Lyra had followed me. “What is it?”

“It’s moved. It’s almost at the building now.”

Her face went pale. “During the day? That’s not normal. They usually only move at night.”

“Maybe it’s escalating.”

“Or it knows your sister is here. A new human in proximity to us might be seen as a complication.”

“It wouldn’t—it wouldn’t hurt her, would it?”

“I don’t know.” Lyra’s tail, hidden under her skirt, pressed against my leg through the fabric. “Jake, we need to get her out of here. Soon.”

I looked at my sister, who was now telling Cherry about her dreams of traveling the world someday. She looked happy. Relaxed. Completely unaware that there was a monster outside waiting to decide her fate.

“Mia,” I said, more sharply than I intended. “I just remembered—I have a thing.”

She blinked at me. “A thing?”

“A work thing. An emergency. I’m so sorry, but I’m going to need you to cut your visit short.”

“But I just got here.”

“I know, and I feel terrible about it, but this is urgent. Life or death urgent.”

“Life or death?” She sat up straighter, some of the aura-fog clearing from her eyes. “Jake, what’s going on?”

“I can’t explain right now. But you need to leave. Please.”

She looked at me—really looked at me, the way only a sibling can—and whatever she saw in my face must have convinced her.

“Okay,” she said slowly. “Okay. But Jake, you’re scaring me.”

“I don’t mean to. I just—I need you safe, and right now, that means you need to be somewhere else.”

She stood, gathering her bag. Cherry looked confused, her usual brightness dimmed by concern.

“Is everything alright?”

“Fine. Everything’s fine.” I was already at the door, checking the hallway. “Mia, I’ll call you later, okay? We’ll reschedule. Properly. When things are… less complicated.”

“You keep using that word.” But she was moving toward the door, and that was what mattered. “Jake, whatever this is—whatever you’re mixed up in—I’m here for you. You know that, right?”

“I know.”

“Promise me you’ll call.”

“I promise.”

She hugged me at the door—tight, fierce, the hug of someone who knows something is wrong but is trusting you anyway.

“Be careful,” she whispered.

“Always.”

I watched her walk to the elevator, my heart pounding. Once she was inside and the doors closed, I turned back to the window.

The Warden was gone.

“Where—”

“There.” Lyra pointed down the street. The creature was moving—following Mia’s bus toward the downtown station.

“It’s going after her.”

“Maybe.” Lyra’s voice was strained. “Or maybe it’s just relocating. We don’t know.”

“We don’t know means it might be targeting my sister.”

“Jake—”

I was already at the door. “I’m going after her.”

“That’s exactly what it might want!”

“I don’t care. That’s my sister.”

Cherry grabbed my arm before I could leave. “Jake, wait. Let me come with you.”

“Cherry—”

“My aura might confuse it. Buy you time.” Her heart-shaped pupils, hidden behind brown contacts, were determined. “You can’t face it alone.”

“She’s right.” Lyra was pulling on her jacket. “We go together. All of us.”

I wanted to argue. I wanted to protect them. But there wasn’t time.

“Fine. Let’s move.”

We found Mia at the bus station, safe and oblivious, scrolling through her phone while waiting for her departure.

The Warden was nowhere to be seen.

“Jake?” She looked up as we approached, confusion on her face. “What are you doing here? I thought you had a work emergency.”

“I just—I wanted to make sure you got on the bus okay.”

“You’re being weird again.”

“I know. I’m sorry.”

She stood and hugged me again, tighter this time. “Whatever’s going on, you can tell me. Eventually. When you’re ready.”

“I know.”

“I love you, dummy.”

“Love you too.”

The bus arrived. She climbed on, waving through the window as it pulled away. I watched until it disappeared around a corner.

“Is she safe?” I asked without turning around.

Lyra’s hand found mine. “The Warden didn’t follow her. It’s back near the apartment.”

“So it was trying to draw me out.”

“Probably. Testing your reactions. Learning what you’ll do when threatened.” She squeezed my hand. “You passed, I think. You protected her.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“You showed you care. That you’ll fight for the people you love.” Her voice was soft. “That tells them something about you.”

“Something good?”

“I don’t know. But something important.”

Cherry pressed against my other side, her tail finding my leg through her skirt.

“Your sister is nice,” she said quietly. “I hope she stays safe.”

“Me too.”

We stood there for a moment, three people who shouldn’t exist together, watching an empty street where a bus had been.

Then we went home to prepare for whatever came next.


Chapter 13: Confrontation

The Warden made its move three days after Mia’s visit.

I should have expected it. After weeks of watching, waiting, circling—it was only a matter of time before it escalated. But when the moment came, I was caught completely off guard.

It was a Tuesday. I’d decided to risk a quick trip to the hardware store—we needed new locks for the apartment, something sturdier than the standard deadbolt. Lyra had argued against it, but I’d pointed out that hiding forever wasn’t a strategy.

“I’ll be thirty minutes,” I’d promised. “The store is two blocks away. Nothing’s going to happen in two blocks.”

Famous last words.

I was halfway to the hardware store when I felt it. A wrongness in the air, like the temperature had dropped twenty degrees in an instant. The street around me seemed to empty—pedestrians suddenly finding reasons to turn down other paths, cars choosing different routes. Within seconds, I was alone on a stretch of sidewalk that should have been crowded.

“Jake Morrison.”

The voice came from everywhere and nowhere. I turned slowly, already knowing what I’d find.

The Warden stepped out of an alley I could have sworn was empty moments before. In daylight, it was even more disturbing than at night. Its body seemed to eat the sunlight, creating a patch of shadow that moved with it. Its too-long limbs bent at angles that made my eyes hurt. Its featureless face tilted toward me with predatory interest.

“Jake Morrison.” Its voice was like gravel, coming from everywhere and nowhere at once. “You harbor fugitives.”

My heart was pounding, but I forced my voice to stay steady. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Two unauthorized realm-crossers. Class: Succubus. They entered this dimension without sanction.” The featureless face tilted. “You know exactly what I am talking about. The seals they carry have been detected. Your denial is meaningless.”

I didn’t respond. What was there to say?

“My superiors have reviewed the situation,” it continued. “They are… intrigued.”

“Intrigued isn’t a word I like.”

“You should be grateful it isn’t ‘hostile.’ An anchor bond between a human and multiple succubi is unprecedented. There are those who wish to study you rather than eliminate you.”

“Study.” The word tasted bitter. “That doesn’t sound much better.”

“It isn’t.” The Warden moved closer, and the air around me grew colder. “But it extends your existence. The exiles, however, have no such value. They are common criminals. Their fate is already decided.”

“Their fate hasn’t been decided by me.”

“Your opinion is irrelevant.”

“My opinion is the only one that matters, actually.” I was backing up slowly, looking for an escape route. The alley behind the Warden was a dead end. The street in front was empty of people but not of cars. If I could get to a busier area…

“You continue to defy.” The creature sounded almost curious. “Even now, facing a superior force, you refuse to capitulate. Why?”

“Because they’re mine.” The words surprised me as they came out. “Whatever you want to call it—bond, anchor, connection—they’re my responsibility. My people. And I don’t abandon my people.”

“Such sentiment is… unusual. In humans. In anyone.” The Warden cocked its featureless head. “You would sacrifice yourself for creatures that feed on you?”

“They don’t feed on me. We share something. There’s a difference.”

“The difference is semantic.”

“The difference is everything.”

The Warden stopped, standing perfectly still for a long moment. When it spoke again, its voice had changed—less gravelly, almost thoughtful.

“The capture team arrives in two days. I was sent to secure you in advance. To prevent escape.” Its featureless face seemed to focus more intently. “I am telling you this because I find you interesting, Jake Morrison. Not because I expect it to help you.”

“Two days.”

“Forty-seven hours, to be precise. After which, the exiles will be taken, you will be extracted for study, and this episode will conclude.”

“What if we run?”

“We will find you. The seals make tracking trivial.”

“What if we fight?”

“You will lose.”

“What if—”

The Warden moved. One moment it was standing ten feet away; the next it was directly in front of me, its too-long hand wrapped around my throat. The cold was intense—burning, almost. I couldn’t breathe.

“Enough questions,” it said. “You come with me now. The exiles will be collected separately.”

“No.”

The word was barely a whisper through my constricted throat. The Warden tilted its head.

“You are in no position to refuse.”

“Still… refusing…”

“Admirable. Futile. But admirable.”

Its grip tightened. My vision started to blur at the edges. This was it—caught in an alley two blocks from home, strangled by an interdimensional monster while Lyra and Cherry waited for me to return with new locks.

Not how I’d expected to go out.

And then there was light.

Pink light. Bright, overwhelming, coming from everywhere at once. The Warden’s grip loosened—not released, but distracted. It turned toward the source of the light.

Cherry stood at the mouth of the alley, her hands raised, her eyes blazing with concentration. The minor glamour she could produce—the small illusions she’d mentioned in passing—was amplified into something massive. A wall of pink fire that wasn’t fire, images layered on images, a sensory overload designed to confuse.

“Get away from him!”

The Warden’s head snapped toward her. “The Glamour Class exile. Your tricks cannot harm me.”

“They don’t need to harm you.” Cherry’s voice was strained with effort. “They just need to slow you down.”

Another presence—Lyra, appearing from the opposite direction. Her eyes were shimmering, her hands pressed to her temples, her expression focused.

“Feel this,” she whispered.

I didn’t know what she was projecting at the Warden, but the effect was immediate. The creature’s grip on my throat released entirely. It staggered back, one hand pressed to its featureless face.

“What—what is—”

“Fear.” Lyra’s voice was cold, determined. “Guilt. Doubt. Every emotion you’ve ever suppressed. I’m making you feel them all at once.”

The Warden thrashed, its movements becoming erratic. Cherry’s illusions wrapped around it, disorienting its senses. Lyra’s emotional assault attacked its mind. Neither power was designed for combat, but together—used creatively, desperately—they were overwhelming the creature.

“Jake, move!” Lyra shouted.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

I scrambled away from the Warden, my throat burning, my lungs desperate for air. Cherry grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the street while Lyra maintained her assault for a few more seconds before following.

We ran.

Not far—just three blocks, to a coffee shop that was crowded with people. The Warden couldn’t follow us into a crowd. Couldn’t maintain its presence surrounded by so many potential witnesses.

We collapsed into a booth in the corner, breathing hard, shaking.

“What—” I coughed, my throat raw. “What did you do?”

“Improvised.” Cherry’s brightness was dimmed, her energy clearly drained. “I’ve never pushed my glamour that hard before. I didn’t know I could.”

“And I’ve never projected negative emotions at that intensity.” Lyra looked pale, her hands trembling. “It was risky. If my control had slipped, I could have affected Jake too. Or innocent bystanders.”

“But you didn’t.”

“But I could have.” She met my eyes. “We came because I felt your fear through the bond. We didn’t have a plan. We just… acted.”

“You saved my life.”

“You’ve saved ours. Multiple times.” Cherry’s tail, hidden under her skirt, was probably pressed against my leg under the table. “That’s what bonds are for, right? Protecting each other?”

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Threat Assessment Update] Warden scout: EVADED Warning: Report transmission likely Escalation timeline: ACCELERATED Note: Combined exile powers effective against unprepared Warden unit

[System — Bond Update] Lyra: Bond +75 (Protection action) → 425 Cherry: Bond +100 (Protection action — risk bonus) → 400

“The System says you both got bond increases,” I said. “For protecting me.”

“That’s nice.” Lyra didn’t sound particularly interested in the System right now. “Jake, the Warden said something before we interrupted. What did it tell you?”

“Two days.” The words tasted like ash. “A capture team arrives in two days.”

Both succubi went still.

“Two days,” Cherry repeated. “That’s… that’s not very long.”

“Forty-seven hours, to be precise.”

“Can we run?” Lyra asked.

“It said they’d find us. The seals make tracking easy.”

“Can we hide the seals somehow?”

“I don’t know. Is that possible?”

Neither of them had an answer.

We sat in the coffee shop for an hour, ordering drinks we didn’t taste, trying to process what had happened. The adrenaline faded, leaving exhaustion and fear in its wake.

“We need to go home,” I finally said. “Regroup. Plan.”

“Plan what?” Cherry’s voice was small. “You heard what it said. We can’t run. We can’t fight. What’s left?”

“There’s always something left.” I reached across the table and took both their hands. “We’ve made it this far. We’ll make it further.”

“Jake—”

“I’m not giving up. I’m not letting them take you. Either of you.” I squeezed their hands. “Whatever comes in two days, we face it together.”

Lyra’s eyes were wet. “You should give us up. Save yourself.”

“Never.”

“You could have a normal life. Memory wiped, existence restored—”

“I don’t want a normal life. I want this life. The one with both of you in it.”

Cherry made a sound that might have been a sob. Her hand tightened around mine.

“You’re going to get yourself killed,” Lyra whispered.

“Maybe. But I’ll die knowing I didn’t abandon the people I love.”

The word hung in the air.

Love.

I hadn’t meant to say it. Hadn’t even known I was going to. But once it was out, I couldn’t take it back.

Didn’t want to take it back.

“Jake…” Lyra’s voice was barely audible.

“I love you both.” It was easier the second time. “I don’t know when it happened or how. But you’re not just supernatural refugees I’m helping anymore. You’re the people I want to spend my life with. All of my life. However long that turns out to be.”

Cherry was definitely crying now, tears tracking down her cheeks. Lyra wasn’t far behind.

“That’s the most beautiful thing anyone’s ever said to me,” Cherry managed.

“It’s the truth.”

“I know. That’s what makes it beautiful.”

Lyra leaned across the table and kissed me—quick, soft, almost desperate.

“We need to get home,” she said when she pulled back. “We have forty-six hours now. That’s enough time to try something.”

“Try what?”

“I don’t know yet.” Her blue eyes—hidden behind brown contacts, but still her eyes—were determined. “But I’m not going to spend my last hours hiding and waiting. If there’s a chance, any chance, we’re going to take it.”

We left the coffee shop and made our way home, sticking to crowded streets, watching every shadow. The Warden didn’t reappear, but I could feel its presence somewhere nearby, recovering, regrouping.

Preparing.

Two days.

Forty-six hours.

It wasn’t much. But it was something.

And sometimes, something was all you needed.

Back at the apartment, we gathered in the living room. Kevin, sensing the tension, pressed against our legs, whining softly.

“Okay,” I said, forcing myself to think tactically. “What are our options?”

“Running is out,” Lyra said. “They’ll track the seals.”

“Fighting is out,” Cherry added. “Even together, we barely slowed one scout. A full capture team would be overwhelming.”

“What about hiding the seals? Suppressing them somehow?”

“Seals are part of our essence. We can’t remove them any more than we can remove our souls.” Lyra paused. “But there might be ways to mask them. Temporarily.”

“How?”

“Ritual magic. Counter-enchantments. Things that are beyond my power, but might exist.” She looked thoughtful. “If there are other supernatural beings on Earth—older, more powerful—they might know something.”

“We talked about finding others before.”

“We did. And time ran out before we could try.” She stood, pacing. “But now we have nothing to lose. If there’s anyone in this city who might help us, we have to find them.”

“How?”

“Cherry’s aura.” Lyra turned to the pink succubus. “You said it affects humans by lowering inhibitions. But supernatural beings might be drawn to it differently. If you project it actively, consciously, it might attract attention.”

“What kind of attention?”

“I don’t know. That’s the risk.” Lyra’s tail swished under her skirt. “But doing nothing is a bigger risk.”

Cherry looked uncertain. “What if I attract the wrong kind of attention?”

“Then we deal with it. Together.”

I watched them plan, feeling something warm beneath the fear. These two women—supernatural beings from another dimension—were willing to risk everything for each other. For me. For the strange little family we’d become.

Whatever came in two days, we’d face it together.

That had to count for something.

“Let’s do it,” I said. “Let’s find someone who can help.”

Lyra nodded. Cherry squared her shoulders.

And somewhere outside, the Warden watched and waited, counting down the hours until everything changed.


Chapter 14: Bonds Deepen

The night after the confrontation, nobody wanted to sleep alone.

We’d spent the afternoon trying to reach out to whatever supernatural community might exist in the city. Cherry had pushed her aura to its limits, projecting it in a wide radius while Lyra monitored for any unusual emotional signatures nearby. Nothing had come of it—yet.

Now it was midnight, and the apartment was quiet.

Too quiet.

Lyra hadn’t spoken in hours. She sat curled up on the couch, her tail wrapped around her own legs, her eyes distant. The near-loss had shaken her more than she wanted to admit.

Cherry was subdued too, her usual brightness dimmed. She’d retreated to the bedroom early, claiming exhaustion from the day’s efforts.

I found Lyra alone in the living room, the TV playing something she wasn’t watching.

“Hey.” I sat down beside her. “How are you holding up?”

“I’m fine.”

“Lyra.”

She didn’t look at me. “I almost lost you today. I felt your fear through the bond, and for a moment—” Her voice cracked. “For a moment, I thought I was too late.”

“You weren’t.”

“But I could have been. Seconds slower and that thing would have—” She broke off, shaking her head. “I don’t know how to process it. I’ve never… I’ve never cared about someone the way I care about you. In the demon realm, connections were transactional. Temporary. But this…”

“This is different.”

“Everything with you is different.” She finally turned to face me, and there were tears on her cheeks. “I was prepared to die in that alley, Jake. To buy you time to escape. I didn’t even think about it. My body just moved.”

“I know. I felt it through the bond.”

“You felt it?”

“Your determination. Your fear. Your willingness to sacrifice everything.” I reached out and wiped a tear from her cheek. “You’re incredible, Lyra.”

“I’m terrified.”

“Those aren’t mutually exclusive.”

She laughed—a wet, broken sound—and then she was in my arms, pressing against me, her hands fisting in my shirt.

“I need you,” she whispered. “Not for feeding. Not for survival. I just need to feel close to you. To know you’re real. To know we’re both still here.”

“I’m here.” I pulled her tighter. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She kissed me. Not the soft, tender kisses from before—this was desperate, hungry, fueled by fear and relief and something deeper. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, claiming me. Her hands yanked at my shirt, trying to pull it over my head.

“Bedroom,” she gasped between kisses. “Please.”

I lifted her easily—she weighed almost nothing—and carried her to the bedroom. The bed was empty—Cherry had slipped out earlier, murmuring something about needing to check on Kevin and give us space. I’d noticed her watching us on the couch with knowing eyes before she’d quietly disappeared.

Somehow, I suspected she’d be back.

I laid Lyra on the bed and pulled my shirt off. Her eyes tracked every movement, hungry and bright, her pupils dilated in that way that meant she was aroused.

“You’re beautiful,” she breathed. “Do you know that? The way the light catches your skin, your muscles, your—” She reached out and traced my abs with one finger. “You don’t know how good you look. How much you affect me.”

“Show me.”

She pulled me down onto the bed, rolling so I was on my back and she was straddling me. Her borrowed t-shirt came off in one motion, revealing her breasts—perky C-cups with nipples already hard, skin flushed pink with arousal.

“I want to take care of you tonight,” she said. “Let me?”

“Whatever you need.”

She started at my neck, kissing and licking, working her way down my chest. Her hands explored everywhere—my shoulders, my ribs, my abs. Her tail curled around my thigh, the spaded tip teasing higher and higher.

When she reached my sweatpants, she paused.

“Can I?”

“Yes.”

She pulled them down, freeing my cock. It was already hard, straining toward her. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft and stroked, slow and deliberate.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she admitted. “Even when we were running for our lives, part of me was thinking about this. About you. About how much I wanted to be with you.”

“Lyra—”

“Let me finish.” She bent down and took me into her mouth.

The warmth was immediate, overwhelming. Her tongue swirled around the head, her lips sealed tight, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Through our bond, I felt her satisfaction—she wanted to do this, wanted to give me pleasure, wanted to feel connected to me in the most intimate way possible.

She took me deeper, relaxing her throat, until I could feel the head of my cock pressing past the tight ring. She held me there for a moment, her throat working around me, eyes watering, then pulled back with a gasp and started again.

“God.” I tangled my fingers in her hair, gripping tight. “That feels incredible. Your mouth is so fucking hot.”

She hummed around me, the vibration traveling straight to my balls. Her hand found what her mouth couldn’t reach, stroking in rhythm with her bobbing head, slick with her saliva.

I was getting close—too close, too fast. I wanted this to last. Wanted to make her feel as good as she was making me feel.

“Stop,” I gasped. “I want to be inside you.”

She released me with a wet pop, a thick string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock. She looked up with a satisfied smile.

“Your wish is my command.”

I flipped us, putting her on her back. She spread her legs for me eagerly, her pussy already glistening, her pink folds swollen and parted. I could smell her arousal—honeysuckle and vanilla intensified, mixed with the unmistakable musk of her need.

“I want to taste you first,” I said.

Her cheeks flushed even pinker, that beautiful blush spreading down her neck. “Jake, you don’t have to—”

“I want to.” I settled between her legs, my face inches from her dripping pussy. “I’ve been thinking about this all day too.”

She moaned as I ran my tongue along her slit, parting her folds, tasting her sweetness. She was already soaking—evidence of how much our foreplay had affected her. I licked her slowly, thoroughly, learning every fold and crease, drinking her arousal.

When I found her clit and sucked the swollen nub into my mouth, she cried out—loud enough that Cherry stirred beside us.

“Sorry,” Lyra gasped. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“Don’t apologize.” I circled her clit with my tongue. “I want to hear you. I want to hear everything.”

I doubled my efforts, using my fingers along with my mouth. Two inside her, curling upward to find that rough patch of tissue that made her writhe, that G-spot that had her hips lifting off the bed. My tongue on her clit, licking and sucking in alternating patterns.

She was building toward something. I could feel it through the bond—a pressure, an intensity that was different from her usual orgasms. Something was happening inside her that she didn’t understand. Her pussy was getting wetter, clenching around my fingers.

“Jake—Jake, something’s—oh god, something’s—”

I didn’t stop. If anything, I increased the pressure, my fingers working faster against that spot, my tongue flicking harder against her clit.

“I don’t know what’s—I feel like I’m going to—it feels like I have to pee but—”

“Let it happen,” I urged against her pussy. “Whatever it is, let it happen. Let go for me.”

She shattered.

Her whole body went rigid. Her walls clamped around my fingers. And then—

A rush of wet heat. Not her usual wetness—this was different, more intense, more forceful. It gushed around my fingers, soaking my hand, spraying against my chin, spreading across the sheets beneath her in a growing wet patch. She was squirting.

Lyra screamed—a sound of pure overwhelmed pleasure—as the release continued, pulsing out of her in waves, her pussy contracting, more fluid gushing with each spasm. Her back arched off the bed. Her wings spread wide, fluttering. Her eyes blazed bright as her whole body surrendered to the sensation.

I didn’t stop licking her through it, drinking what I could, feeling her juices run down my chin, down my neck.

When it finally stopped, she was trembling, tears streaming down her face, her thighs still quivering. The sheets beneath her were soaked in a spreading dark circle.

“What—what was that?” Her voice was shaky, broken. “I’ve never—that never—”

“You squirted.” I crawled up to lie beside her, pulling her into my arms. My face was still wet with her. “It’s completely normal. Beautiful, actually. So fucking hot.”

“But I’ve never done that before. Not once in over a hundred years. I didn’t even know I could—”

“Maybe you needed the right partner.”

She was quiet for a moment, processing.

“Is it… is it strange? Does it bother you?”

I laughed softly. “Bother me? Lyra, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. You losing control like that, letting go completely—” I kissed her temple. “I want to make you do that again. And again. Every time we’re together.”

She made a sound that might have been embarrassment or arousal. Probably both.

“I didn’t know my body could do that.”

“There’s probably a lot your body can do that you haven’t discovered yet.” I ran my hand down her side, feeling her shiver. “We have time to explore all of it.”

“If we survive the next two days.”

“Even more reason to make the most of tonight.”

She turned in my arms, pulling me on top of her.

“Then make the most of it,” she whispered. “I want to feel you inside me. I need you to fill me.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her slick, swollen folds. She was still dripping, still sensitive from her explosive orgasm.

“You sure?”

“Jake.” Her blue eyes met mine, bright with emotion. “I have never been more sure of anything.”

I pushed inside her.

The sensation was different than before—more intense, more connected. She was so wet from squirting that I slid in easily, her walls stretching around me, gripping me, welcoming me home. Whether it was the bond deepening or the emotional weight of the day, everything felt amplified. I could feel her pleasure as clearly as my own, two sets of sensations layering on top of each other.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh, that’s—you’re so deep—”

“I feel it too.” I started to move, slow at first, savoring every stroke, feeling her slick heat sliding along my shaft. “Every time I push in, I feel what you feel.”

“It’s never been like this before.” Her hands gripped my shoulders, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. “Even when we’ve been together, it wasn’t this intense.”

“The bond is stronger.”

“Or we are.”

I increased my pace, driven by her sounds, her reactions, the way her body responded to every thrust. Her tail wrapped around my thigh, squeezing, pulling me deeper still. Her small wings fluttered against the wet sheets.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Jake, please—I need more—”

I gave her what she asked for. Drove into her with force, the wet slap of our bodies filling the room, feeling her tighten around me, hearing her moans rise in pitch.

“You’re mine,” I growled, the words coming from somewhere primal, gripping her hip with one hand and her hair with the other. “Say it.”

“I’m yours.” No hesitation. “I’ve been yours since the moment I woke up on your floor.”

“And I’m yours.”

“Yes.” Her eyes blazed. “Mine. My anchor. My bond. My—”

The word she was about to say dissolved into another scream as a second orgasm hit her. This one was even more intense than the first—her whole body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock so hard I couldn’t move.

And then—

Another gush. More fluid, spraying around my cock, soaking my balls, drenching both of us, the sheets, probably the mattress beneath. She squirted around my cock, the wet heat and the sensation of her walls milking me pushing me over the edge too.

I came inside her with a groan, burying myself to the hilt and pumping her full of my cum, rope after rope, feeling her walls milk every drop. Through the bond, I experienced both our orgasms simultaneously—overwhelming, disorienting, perfect. Her squirting and my cumming mixing together, dripping out of her, pooling beneath us.

We collapsed together, breathing hard, tangled in wet sheets.

“That was…” Lyra couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Yeah.”

“I can’t believe I—twice—all over you—”

“You’re incredible.”

She laughed weakly. “I’m a mess. I’ve soaked your entire bed. And you.”

“I’ll buy new sheets. And I loved every second of it.”

“Jake—”

I kissed her, soft and slow.

“I love you,” I said. “Wet sheets and all.”

Her eyes filled with tears again. “I love you too. I’ve never said that to anyone before. Not and meant it like this.”

“Then I’m honored to be the first.”

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Bond Status Update] Lyra: Bond +75 → 500 (Devoted threshold reached) Ability Unlock: Emotion Projection (project emotions to others) Seal Resonance: STRONG Note: Deep emotional connection registered

“The System says you’ve reached Devoted status,” I murmured against her hair.

“What does that mean?”

“It means you’re stuck with me.”

“Good.” She snuggled closer. “I don’t want to be anywhere else.”

We lay there for a while, warm and content despite the damp sheets. Somewhere in the apartment, I could hear Cherry moving around—she’d given us privacy, but I had a feeling she knew exactly what had happened.

“Jake?” Lyra’s voice was soft.

“Yeah?”

“If we survive this—if we find a way to stop the Wardens—I don’t want to go home. Even if we find a way back to the demon realm. I want to stay. Here. With you.”

“Then stay.”

“You make it sound so simple.”

“It is simple.” I kissed the top of her head. “You belong here. With me. The rest is just details.”

“Dangerous details. Life-threatening details.”

“Still details.”

She was quiet for a moment.

“I don’t deserve you.”

“You deserve everything. And I’m going to spend however long I have proving that to you.”

A sound from the doorway made us both look up.

Cherry was standing there, her massive breasts bare, her heart-shaped pupils visible in the dim light. She wasn’t wearing her contacts—we were home, no need for pretense.

“Can I join?” she asked softly. She didn’t look sad at having been left out. If anything, she looked aroused. Her tail was swishing behind her, her nipples hard, her skin flushed.

Lyra looked at me. I looked at Lyra.

“Yes,” we said together.

Cherry bounced onto the bed with her usual enthusiasm, somehow making the whole mattress shake. She kissed Lyra first—soft, tender—then me—hungry, eager.

“I was awake for most of it,” she admitted. “I didn’t want to interrupt, but watching you two—” She shivered. “It was beautiful. The way you connect. The way you love each other.”

“We love you too,” Lyra said.

“I know.” Cherry’s smile was radiant. “That’s why it was beautiful.”

We spent the rest of the night together—the three of us, tangled up in each other, sharing warmth and comfort and affection. Not all of it was sexual—sometimes we just held each other, talking softly about nothing and everything.

As dawn approached, I found myself staring at the ceiling, both succubi sleeping against my sides.

Two days until the Wardens came.

But right now, in this moment, with these two impossible women in my arms, I couldn’t bring myself to be afraid.

Whatever came next, we’d face it together.

And that had to be enough.


Chapter 15: First Union

The day before the Wardens were supposed to arrive, we made a decision.

We weren’t going to spend our last free hours hiding or panicking. If this was potentially our final night together, we were going to make it count.

“I want us to be together,” Cherry said, her voice unusually serious. “All three of us. Properly. The way it should have been from the beginning.”

Lyra nodded slowly. “A union. That’s what we call it in the demon realm. When multiple bonded partners come together as one.”

“Is that important? Symbolically, I mean?”

“It’s the most intimate thing succubi can share with a partner. Multiple seals resonating together, multiple bonds intertwining.” Lyra’s tail curled around her own leg. “It’s said to strengthen connections. To make bonds nearly unbreakable.”

“And you want to do that? With me? Both of you?”

They exchanged a look—that silent communication that had developed between them over weeks of shared exile.

“We want everything with you, Jake,” Cherry said. “Tonight might be the only chance we have.”

I looked at them—Lyra with her golden hair and bright blue eyes, her natural beauty and earnest devotion; Cherry with her pink everything and impossible proportions, her boundless enthusiasm and pure heart. Two women from another world who had somehow become the most important people in mine.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s do this.”

We prepared as if it were a ceremony. Candles throughout the bedroom, casting warm flickering light. Fresh sheets on the bed—Lyra had insisted on replacing the ones from last night. The curtains drawn tight, creating our own private world.

Cherry was the first to undress, stripping off her borrowed clothes with obvious relief. Her massive breasts bounced free, her tiny waist and wide hips on full display, her pink-tinted wings spreading slightly as she stretched.

“Finally,” she sighed. “Clothing is the worst human invention.”

“I’d argue landmines are worse,” I said.

“I don’t know what those are, but I’m confident about my ranking.”

Lyra undressed more slowly, her movements shy despite everything we’d shared. Her porcelain skin glowed in the candlelight. Her perky breasts rose and fell with nervous breaths. Her tail swished behind her, the heart-shaped tip curling and uncurling.

“You’re both beautiful,” I said, and meant it.

“You’re overdressed,” Cherry pointed out.

I remedied that.

Their eyes tracked the reveal of my body with open appreciation. Cherry’s heart-shaped pupils actually seemed to pulse. Lyra’s tail went rigid, then relaxed, then wrapped around her own thigh possessively.

“God, I’ll never get tired of looking at you,” Lyra breathed.

“Those V-lines,” Cherry added. “And those forearms. Do all human men look like this?”

“Not all of them.”

“Lucky us, then.”

They approached me from either side—Lyra from the left, Cherry from the right. Hands found my chest, my abs, my shoulders. Lips found my neck, my jaw, my ears. I was surrounded by warmth and softness and the mingled scents of honeysuckle and cotton candy.

“How do we do this?” I asked. “Is there a protocol?”

“No protocol.” Lyra kissed below my ear. “Just… us. Together.”

“Whatever feels right,” Cherry added, her hand sliding down my stomach. “That’s the beauty of union. It’s unique every time.”

Lyra reached my mouth first, kissing me deep and slow while Cherry’s hand found my cock, wrapping around the shaft and stroking. The contrast was immediate—Lyra’s tender devotion above, Cherry’s eager enthusiasm below, her grip already slick with my pre-cum. Two very different energies, both overwhelming.

“Come to the bed,” Lyra murmured against my lips. “Let us take care of you first.”

They guided me backward until my legs hit the mattress. I sat, then lay back as they followed, flanking me on either side, their naked bodies pressing against mine from both directions.

“We discussed this,” Cherry said, a hint of her usual brightness returning. “While you were working yesterday. We planned what we wanted to do with you.”

“You planned?”

“Strategized.” Lyra’s hand joined Cherry’s on my cock, and the sensation of four hands on my shaft made my hips jerk. “We want tonight to be special. For all of us.”

Their hands began to move in alternating rhythm—when Lyra stroked up, Cherry stroked down, a constant wave of sensation up and down my throbbing cock. The feeling was overwhelming, four hands worth of attention focused entirely on my pleasure, spreading my pre-cum along my entire length.

“That’s—” I couldn’t form words. My cock was pulsing in their grip. “That’s really—”

“We know.” Cherry’s tail found my thigh, wrapping around it. Lyra’s did the same on the other side. Anchoring me. Claiming me.

Cherry lowered her head first, taking the tip of my cock into her hot mouth while Lyra continued stroking the base. I groaned as her tongue swirled around the head. Then they switched—Lyra’s soft lips replacing Cherry’s while Cherry’s hand took over below, and I felt Lyra’s supernatural warmth envelope me.

The rotation continued, back and forth, never letting me settle into a rhythm. Every time I started to adjust, they changed—a new mouth, a new grip, a new sensation. It was maddening and perfect and unlike anything I’d experienced before. Saliva dripped down my shaft, pooling at the base, making their hands slide even easier.

“I’m going to come if you keep doing that,” I warned, my balls already tightening.

“Not yet.” Lyra pulled back with a wet pop, her blue eyes bright, her lips swollen and glistening. “We want you inside us first.”

“Both of us,” Cherry clarified, licking her lips.

They positioned themselves on either side of me again, but this time they were facing each other, their bodies forming a bracket around mine.

“I’ll go first,” Lyra said. “Then Cherry. Then we’ll figure out the rest together.”

She straddled my hips, her pussy hovering just above my cock. I could feel her slick heat radiating against the head of my cock, her wetness already dripping onto me, the anticipation trembling through her body.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Always.”

She sank down onto me.

The familiar warmth of her wrapped around my cock, tight and slick and welcoming, her walls stretching to accommodate me. But with Cherry pressed against my side, watching with undisguised hunger, her hand stroking her own pussy, the sensation was amplified. I could feel both their desires through the bonds—Lyra’s devotion, Cherry’s eagerness—layering on top of my own pleasure.

Lyra began to ride me, rolling her hips in slow circles, grinding down on my cock. Her perky breasts bounced with the motion. Her eyes never left mine.

“I love you,” she whispered. “I love you so much it scares me.”

“I love you too.”

Cherry’s hand found one of Lyra’s breasts, cupping it, teasing the hard nipple. Lyra gasped at the unexpected touch, her rhythm faltering, her pussy clenching around me.

“Don’t stop,” Cherry murmured. “Let me help.”

She continued to play with Lyra’s breasts while the blonde succubus rode me, pinching and tugging at her nipples. The dual stimulation was clearly affecting her—her breathing grew ragged, her movements more erratic, her pussy getting wetter and wetter around my cock.

“I’m close,” Lyra gasped, her walls starting to flutter. “Jake, I’m—”

“Let go.”

She came with a cry, her pussy clamping around me, her whole body shaking, her juices gushing around my shaft. Through our bond, I felt the waves of her pleasure crashing through me. But I held back my own release, gritting my teeth, determined to last.

When she finally stilled, she was trembling, her thighs quivering.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish.

“My turn.” Cherry was already moving, practically vibrating with anticipation.

Lyra dismounted with a wet sound, my cock slipping out of her soaked pussy, and Cherry took her place immediately. The contrast was immediate—where Lyra had been tender and rhythmic, Cherry was enthusiastic and chaotic. She bounced on my cock with abandon, her massive tits flying in all directions, jiggling wildly, her heart-shaped pupils blazing with arousal.

“Yes!” she cried, volume control completely absent. “Oh god, yes! Jake, you feel so good inside me—so big—”

“Quiet,” I managed. “The neighbors—”

“I don’t care about neighbors!” She bounced harder, her ass slapping against my thighs. “I care about this! About you! About—oh god, right there—”

She came even faster than Lyra had, her climax loud and unashamed, her pussy rippling around me, milking my cock. Her pink-tinted wings spread wide, casting shadows across the candlelit room. I could feel her juices dripping down my balls.

“Again,” she gasped when she finished. “I want to go again.”

“In a minute.” I sat up, still buried inside her. “First, I want to try something.”

The finale position took some arranging.

Lyra got on all fours at the center of the bed, her back arched beautifully, her ass raised toward me. Cherry slid underneath her, face-up, so that the two succubi were pressed together—Lyra’s perky breasts against Cherry’s massive ones, their faces inches apart, their breath mingling.

“Is this okay?” I asked.

“It’s perfect,” Lyra breathed.

From this position, I had a clear view of Lyra’s lower back—where I knew her seal would appear. And Cherry’s chest was visible too, the décolletage where her seal lived, her massive tits compressed between them.

If this worked the way I hoped, I’d see both at once.

I positioned myself behind Lyra, the head of my cock pressing against her dripping entrance. She pushed back against me, eager.

“Please,” she whispered. “I need you. Fill me.”

I entered her slowly, inch by inch, savoring the sensation of her tight pussy stretching around me again. Cherry was kissing her face—her cheeks, her jaw, her lips—while I began to thrust.

The sight before me was overwhelming. Lyra’s small wings spread with each stroke. Cherry’s massive breasts compressed against Lyra’s smaller ones, soft flesh bulging between their bodies. Their tails intertwined beside them, pink and blonde, the heart-shaped tips wrapping around each other possessively.

“Harder,” Lyra begged. “Jake, please—fuck me harder—”

I gave her what she wanted. Hard, deep strokes that made her cry out with each one, the wet slap of my balls against her filling the room. Cherry swallowed her sounds with kisses, her hands roaming over Lyra’s back, her sides, gripping her ass, spreading her cheeks so I could see my cock sliding in and out.

“I can feel you through the bond,” Cherry said wonderingly. “Both of you. It’s like I’m being fucked too. Every time you thrust into her, I feel it.”

“The union is working,” Lyra gasped around her moans. “Our bonds are connecting.”

Through my own bonds, I felt it too—not just Lyra’s pleasure as I thrust into her tight heat, but Cherry’s vicarious arousal, both sensations tangling together into something greater than the sum of its parts.

I increased my pace, driven by triple feedback, pounding into Lyra now. She was moaning constantly, her pussy gripping me, drenching me with her juices. Cherry was writhing beneath her, hips rolling against nothing, desperate for stimulation.

“Touch her,” I told Lyra. “Make her come too.”

Lyra’s hand snaked between their bodies, finding Cherry’s soaked pussy. The pink succubus cried out as Lyra’s fingers began to work her clit.

“Oh god—oh fuck—Lyra, that’s—right there—”

Three bodies, three bonds, three separate pleasures all building toward the same peak. I could feel the crescendo approaching, could feel both women racing toward climax, their pussies both fluttering in anticipation.

“Together,” I grunted. “All of us. Together.”

“Yes—”

“Please—”

I thrust deep and hard one final time, burying myself balls-deep inside Lyra, and let go.

We all shattered.

Lyra came first, her pussy clamping around me so hard it almost hurt, her back arching, a scream tearing from her throat. A split second later, Cherry followed, screaming into Lyra’s mouth as the blonde’s fingers pushed her over the edge, her hips bucking wildly. And then I came too, my cock pulsing as I emptied myself inside Lyra, rope after rope of cum flooding her pussy, filling her completely, feeling her walls milk every drop.

And through all of it—

Light.

Golden light, blazing from Lyra’s lower back. The intricate seal I’d seen before, glowing bright as day, pulsing with each spasm of her orgasm.

And from Cherry’s chest, another light. Her seal, pink-tinged, different pattern but same style.

Both seals, visible at once, as both women climaxed together—Lyra’s juices gushing around my cock, Cherry’s dripping onto the sheets below.

And as I watched, pulse after pulse of pleasure still rocking through me, still pumping cum into Lyra, I saw something impossible.

The patterns weren’t just similar. They were connected. Lines of light stretched between them, linking one to the other, forming a larger design that seemed to hover in the air above us.

A design I’d dreamed about. A design I’d seen in my visions.

A design I still didn’t understand.

The light faded slowly, the seals sinking back into their skin. The connections dissolved. But I’d seen it. I knew what I’d seen.

We collapsed together, a tangle of limbs and tails and wings. Lyra rolled off Cherry with a wet sound—my cum already leaking out of her, dripping onto Cherry’s stomach—and the pink succubus immediately snuggled against her. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, my cock still twitching with the aftershocks, trying to process what had just happened.

“Did you see that?” I asked.

“The seals?” Lyra’s voice was drowsy, satisfied. “They glowed together.”

“They connected. There were lines between them. A bigger pattern.”

“Jake.” Cherry lifted her head to look at me. “That’s not possible. Seals don’t connect. They’re individual to each succubus.”

“I know what I saw.”

They were quiet for a moment.

“You’ve dreamed about this,” Lyra said slowly. “About the seals. About the patterns.”

“I’ve dreamed about exactly this. The two patterns, connecting, forming something larger.” I sat up, running a hand through my hair. “It’s real. It’s happening. And I still don’t understand any of it.”

“Maybe understanding isn’t the point right now.” Cherry’s hand found mine. “Maybe surviving is the point.”

“The Wardens come tomorrow.”

“I know.”

“We don’t have a plan.”

“I know that too.”

“So what do we do?”

Cherry and Lyra exchanged another of those looks—that silent communication I was still learning to read.

“We face it together,” Lyra said simply. “Whatever happens. That’s all we can do.”

A notification flickered in my vision.

[System — Status Update] Group Milestone Achieved Lyra: Bond +50 → 550 (Devoted) Cherry: Bond +50 → 450 (Intimate) Union registered: Bonds strengthened Seal resonance: CONFIRMED Pattern overlap: DETECTED Analysis: INCONCLUSIVE

[System — Final Status] Lyra — Bond: 550 (Devoted) • Adaptation: 20% • Powers Sealed: 75% Cherry — Bond: 450 (Intimate) • Adaptation: 12% • Powers Sealed: 85% Jake — Exposure: Elevated [Monitor] Seals: Pattern match confirmed. Combined design detected. Origin: UNKNOWN Warden Status: Scout evaded. Capture team: EN ROUTE Estimated arrival: <24 HOURS

I read the notification twice, then shared it with both succubi through our bonds.

“So this is real,” Lyra murmured. “The seals connect. The System confirms it.”

“But it doesn’t explain anything.”

“Does it ever?”

We lay there for a while longer, three people from different worlds, bound by something none of them understood. The candles flickered, casting dancing shadows. The night deepened around us.

Eventually, sleep claimed them both. Lyra on my left, her blonde hair spread across my chest, her tail wrapped around my thigh. Cherry on my right, her massive breasts pressed against my arm, her pink tail intertwined with Lyra’s.

I stayed awake, staring at the ceiling.

Two succubi had fallen into my life. Literally fallen, pulled through dimensions by some force I didn’t understand. They’d brought chaos and confusion and wonder. They’d brought fear and joy and love.

And they’d brought questions. So many questions that I might never find answers to.

Why was I an anchor?

What were the seals?

Why did they respond to me?

Why did the patterns connect?

The Wardens were coming. More of them. Stronger ones. A capture team that wouldn’t negotiate, wouldn’t offer terms, would simply take what they came for.

We weren’t ready. We might never be ready.

But we were together. And somehow, that felt like it mattered.

I pulled both women closer, feeling their warmth, their heartbeats, the steady rhythm of their breathing.

Two succubi fell into my life.

Apparently because of me.

I’d seen their seals in my dreams before I ever met them.

And now more hunters were coming.

I stared at the ceiling until dawn painted the windows gold.

If two came because of me… how many more are out there?
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