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Mervin Topwells

I sat in a chair, leaning back. My gaze was fixated on a key which I was twiddling with my fingers.

“Attention, passengers, this is your captain speaking. We will be landing soon. Please fasten your seat belts!”

I sighed, the key now resting on my chest, its purpose still a mystery. It was a key my mother had left me, accompanied by a cryptic message in her last will. She had instructed me to wear it constantly, a peculiar request that I couldn't fathom. Yet, I obeyed, the key now a constant companion on a golden chain around my neck.

Her second request was even more bizarre! I had to go on vacation to a city by the beach in Florida. I found the specifics of where I had to go and the hotel I was to use, along with the key. The beautiful attorney Josephine Sanders did not explain my mother’s reasons for these errands, only that I had to perform them to get my substantial financial inheritance. For proof, I only needed a plane ticket and hotel receipt.

I also received an essay my mother had written on her computer. It was a story about a wizard finding his way. It was a well-written story but not extraordinary. Reading through the story, I drew parallels between it and a story my mother had written for a scavenger hunt. I circled the first letter of every sentence. It was a message instructing me to go to a beach house address on the summer solstice. 

I didn’t mind going on what was shaping to be a scavenger hunt. My mother loved playing scavenger games, and I enjoyed them immensely. She wanted me to have fun, so I was going to have fun.

“I hope you enjoyed your flight with us!” A gorgeous Korean flight attendant named Yu said with a friendly smile as I left the plane.

I couldn’t help looking back at the gorgeous flight attendant. With her curvy figure, long, smooth black hair, and pale skin, Yu was quite the vision of exotic beauty.

As I stepped out of the Uber that shuttled me to the hotel, a wave of familiarity washed over me. This was the hotel, the very one my mother used to bring us to for our summer vacations. It was becoming clear that this was her way of guiding me back to happier times, a gentle nudge to brighten my outlook on life, which had been rather bleak lately.

At 21 years old, I was a full-fledged geek. I was brilliant, having received As in every high school and College class. However, I was physically unimpressive and timid, which was why I had zero luck with women. Whenever I leered at the gorgeous coeds at my college campus, I was always struck with a feeling of inadequacy and felt I repulsed them. It was so frustrating and depressing being shackled by my anxiety and fear.

“Things will change, sweetheart. You will see!” my mother had always assured me. I found it increasingly difficult to trust her words, especially now she had moved beyond this mortal plane.

When I entered my hotel room, I placed my bags in the closet and fell on the bed, stretching my arms and legs. It was 10 a.m., and the instructions said I needed to be at the address on the button at 12:30 p.m.

“She arranged a remembrance party with her old friends,” I thought.

I rose from the bed and flung open the curtains. When I was young, the hotel had an unobstructed view of the beach and the vast blue sea. There still was a good view of the sea, but a line of condominiums stood between the Hotel and the shoreline.

As I surveyed the buildings up and down, I was shocked when I looked glanced the condominium pool. Four women in bikinis were laid out on outdoor chaises, and there were four lovely women I was all too familiar with. The first beauty was a strawberry blonde whom everyone in my home state knew as Meghan Croix. She was the weatherwoman I had fantasized about for the last three years. She was stretched out on a pool chaise on her back, sunbathing in the morning sun. Her ample breasts were like two mountains on her chest. She wore a floral pattern red bikini that matched her hair.

Next to Meghan was a beauty I recognized from college. Melanie Croix was Meghan’s younger sister and the Cheerleader captain of my college’s cheer squad. She was like a younger version of her sister, except she had golden blonde hair. Every day the cheer squad practiced, I would study in the stands to watch her dance and jump in her cheerleader uniform. She flexed her tanned leg, granting me a glorious view of her thigh. She looked splendid in her golden bikini.

Across from Melanie was Angelina Gomez! She was Melanie’s sorority sister and best friend in college. The Latino beauty was laid out on her belly, her ass on full display, only partially covered by her sexy thong bikini. The sun glistened on her mocha-colored skin while her brown curly hair fluttered in the breeze. I could make out her butterfly tattoo on the apex of her ass!

Beside Angelina was Inna Croix, the Croix sister’s stepmother. Inna was a Polish supermodel their father had married. She was platinum blonde, curvy, and had world-class breasts that guys drooled over. In short, she was a trophy wife that Mr. Croix showed off to all his friends and showered with expensive presents.

You would think Mr. Croix’s daughters would oppose him marrying a woman young enough to be his daughter. They would be if Mr. Croix's lovely daughters did not have so much in common with their stepmother.

Watching the enchanting beauties as they sunbathed gave me a severe hard-on. Ever since my first day at college when I first saw each of them, I had masturbated to fantasies of staring at the beauties often together.

Commotion in the pool drew my gaze. I recognized a voluptuous beauty with dark brown skin as Calla Dion frolicked in the water with a curvy Asian beauty I knew as Yori Lee. Calla was a professor back at my school. She was hot as hell and a lesbian whom men still drooled over whenever she was jogging around campus. Yori Lee was the hot, busty nurse of my dreams. It was almost a tradition on campus to check into the infirmary just to be inspected by Nurse Yori. The two were splashing water at each other and having a good time.

My hand was in my pants, gripping my shaft, which was hard as iron. I could feel a climax coming when my gaze caught sight of a group of men gathered around a grill. The two men with grey hair are recognized as Mr. Croix and Mr. Klein, Meghan’s husband. Gavon, Angelina’s boyfriend, was talking with Taro Lee, Yori’s husband. I shut the curtains.

Even though Croix and Klein were men in their late 50s, I still found them intimidating. They were millionaires, after all, and money made anyone look handsome. I worked hard to get good grades, hoping it would lead me to financial success. However, I quickly discovered getting good grades was only one part of getting rich. The other part was thinking or finding a groundbreaking idea to make money. I had no such luck. I did not even know what career path I wanted to follow. I was lost in the fog. I had no trajectory to take me to the top and maybe win one of those beauties in the condominium pool. I felt a wave of anxiety overtake me.

I laid back out on the bed. My cock had gone flaccid. I breathed steadily as my anxiety attack slowly wavered. I gripped the key on my necklace. I had an airplane ticket and hotel receipt to return to the lawyer and get my inheritance.

“This was my mother’s last wish for me,” I told myself. “I cannot let her down!”

I rose to my feet, breathed, and searched the address. It was about 40 minutes away. I called an Uber and was soon on the way.

I was dropped off in a neighborhood of upscale beach houses. Did my departed mother have a pricy beach house to her name? I was feeling excited.

I walked down the street, stopping at the mailbox with the address. It was a beach house on a pricy property, but it looked rundown. The lawn had not been kept, and the house needed maintenance. I was somewhat surprised no one in the neighborhood had the place cleaned up. I wayed through the overgrown weeds and grass to the door. The key around my neck slid into the keyhole easily and turned the lock open.

Inside, sheets were draped over the furniture, and layers of dust covered the floor and counters.

“No one has been here for years!” I remarked to myself.

I looked around for clues and spotted a laminated paper on the dust-covered counter. Upon reading the document, I discovered it was another coded message my mother had left, perhaps years ago.

“Mervin! Follow the instructions I have left to the letter,” the message read.

“Will do, Mom!” I said out aloud.

“In the center of the living room, you will find a figurine on a table. Please find it and smash it to dust! There is a hammer in the kitchen pantry.” I found the figurine in the center of the living room in a plane view. It was a little porcelain statue of a child. I did not understand why my mother wanted me to destroy the figurine, but I did as she instructed, smashing it on the table with the hammer.

I stared momentarily at the shattered remains of the figurine on the wooden table. Suddenly, I felt as if something smashed me squarely in the face, sending me backward onto the floor. I didn’t know how long I had been out until I checked my phone.

“Geez, 2 hours!” I muttered. My head was throbbing. My entire body was throbbing. I did not look like anyone had forced their way in, and I locked the door back after entering. Nothing was missing, and I felt no injuries on my face.

Spotting my mother’s code message on the table, I noticed something had changed on the paper. It was as if letters written in invisible ink were glowing on the sheet. I grabbed the letter and began reading.

“Dear Mervin, if you are reading this, then I am dead, and you have destroyed the totem containing the spell that bounded your magic.” My eyes went wide. “Yes, magic exists! As unbelievable as it is. You are a warlock! You can use magic!”

I was amazed! I half expected a crowd to burst out, saying this was all an elaborate hoax. But no one was here, and there were no cameras mounted anywhere.

“I will explain much to you in other writings. Your primary goal is to start your magical education and increase your power quickly. Dark witches are hunting you, and it will not take them long to realize you have regained your gift of magic.”

It was a lot to take in. I still did not believe it. I need proof. Wait! Are dark witches hunting me? How was I supposed to start my magical education anyway? Was there a school of magic I needed to go to? I returned to the message.

“Go to the library in this house! All my lessons are written on laminated paper and recorded on a laptop. I also have all the supplementary reading you’ll need. P.S. This house is hidden from view by a magic spell. The only people who can see it are those you invite. Once you get Josephine to release your inheritance, hire a lawn and house maintenance service to fix my old place.”

I took a moment's breath, then began searching the house until I found a room with bookshelves filled with books, a desk with a stack of laminated paper, and an old laptop computer lying on the desk. I sat down and got to work.


Keltora

“Oh, you’re such a stud, sweety! Your girlfriend is so lucky to be dating you,” I said over the loud music playing in the nightclub.

“Ah! Fuck her,” the muscular jock I was seducing yelled over the music. “Tonight is about you and me, baby!”

“Oh, it is!” I grinned and jiggled my impressive pair of boobs as an enticement.

My entire body, from my long smooth blonde voluminous hair, perfectly proportioned face, and toned muscular physique to my large boobs, voluptuous figure, and wide hips, was designed to attract and seduce unsuspecting mortals. I was a succubus. A demonic creature that fed on spiritual energy through the lusts and sexual depravity of mortals.

I strutted next to my latest meal in my tight, shimmering blue cocktail dress. I swayed my hips and ass in full view of the crowd of partygoers. I plan to return tomorrow to hook another morsel. I caught the eyes of some handsome guy who was staring at my boobs. I gave him a wink of my eye. He grinned widely and drank his beer. I had another mark for tomorrow.

I loved summer vacation! There were so many unsuspecting guys and girls looking for a good time and all too willing to be lured into sinful encounters.

This summer was shaping up to be a good season. I was close to meeting my quota for spiritual energy with all the men and women I had lured into cheating on their partners and pushed into such lewd acts.

Being in the mortal realm was so much fun. So many morsels to feed on, and I was an infinity away from my douchebag Master, Lord Orgus. I shivered just thinking about him.  Going back to the underworld was the last thing on my mind.

“So, baby, do you want to do it in your place or mine?” Hank drunkenly asked as he danced somewhat poorly with me.

“Your place, sweety! Your place!” I yelled through the music.

I developed several rules over the years for seducing unsuspecting morsels. The first was always to do it in their beds, never in my home. It was more sinful when I did it in their homes.

Second, my home was my sanctuary. I had to keep the demonic activities at a minimum so as not to attract unwanted visitors to my residence.

The third and most important rule was never to seduce a mark more than once. There was the issue of those souls who could not seem to get enough of lust! They could be very dangerous.

Rules! Always I was not too fond of rules until I came to the mortal realm. Living here, I realized I hated Lord Orgus’s rules simply because they served him and oppressed me. In the mortal realm, I lived by my rules, which served me, not anyone else.

“Hey, babe! I’ll go get my car, and we’ll...” I stopped Hank right there.

“Sweety, I think you're too drunk to drive.” I gave him a sweet smile, “But that's not a problem.” I ran my finger down his chest, “We call a cab, and we can get frisky in the back on the way to your place!”

Hank grinned excitedly, “Oh yeah, you are the bomb, babe!”

A strange thing about feeding on mortals' lusts was that I sometimes had to perform good deeds, such as preventing a mortal from driving drunk or saving some girl from being attacked, to get my fill of lust. It was so weird, but ultimately, it did not matter to me as long as I collected the spiritual energy my lord demanded.

I was just about to call a cab when my senses erupted in a myriad of powerful sensations. I frantically looked around to find this strange power's focal point. I hand my drunk morsel to the bouncer at the door, telling him to call Hank a cab. The bouncer automatically obeyed me. It had been a good idea to bribe the bouncer.

I waded through the crowd, looking for the source of the aura that seemed to burn like a sun among the mortals. Several men and women I had been subtly luring into my clutches stepped in front of me, thinking I was looking for them, only for me to push them aside.

The aura was moving away from me to the back of the club. I chased after it with increasing determination. I reached the back of the club and stretched out with my magic senses. The aura was leaving the building through the employee entrance.

“It must be an employee!” I thought.

I had encountered powerful auras before from witches, demons, and angels. All had their unique flavors. This aura definitely belonged to a human. I had no doubt. But I had never encountered a human with such an enormous reservoir of spiritual energy. Whoever this morsel was, his spiritual energy could meet my quota for the rest of the year.

I burst out into the alleyway. The rotting odors emanating from the dumpsters assaulted my sense of smell immediately. I proceeded out of the alleyway, following the aura to its source. My nipples were tingling, and my clit was quivering in anticipation. I could not remember when a mortal made me feel so excited.

Stepping out of the alley, I looked down the sidewalk, finally gazing upon the source. It was a man, well, more like a boy. He is short and thin. He was not very physically impressive for a mortal. I suspected he did not get a lot of dates, if any. Yet, for me, his aura burned like the sun in the sky, which made him a sexy stud in my perspective.

I composed myself, fixing my dress and putting on a demeanor of seductive confidence. He seemed busy checking messages on his phone, blissfully unaware that a smoking hot succubus with erotic intent was on the prowl.

I strutted down the street, the sound of my high heels on the concrete sidewalk echoing. I was wearing my purse loose on my shoulder. The bumping of the shoulder, which would cause me to drop my purse, was a classic introduction technique that I used many times and perfected.

“Oops!” I exclaimed as I deliberately bumped my shoulder against his, causing me to drop my purse. “Oh, I am so sorry, sweety! I was in a hurry and was not looking! So clumsy of me!” I added a little pout to my speech to win sympathy.

“No problem,” he said as he picked up my purse and handed it to me. “I am sure you drop it a lot,” he shrugged at me and casually returned to his phone, seemingly not noticing the insanely hot woman standing before him.

“What the fuck just happened!” I thought in unfamiliar frustration. “No man or woman has causally dismissed me! This is not supposed to happen!”

I studied the guy in wonder. He was a geek, no different from any other geek I had seduced over the years, except for his overwhelming spiritual energy. A thought came to mind. In the underworld, I learned of Warlocks from the succubus matrons before coming to Earth. They bound succubi to them to gain power and to serve as sexual companions. However, centuries ago, Lord Orgus destroyed all the warlocks when one tried poaching his succubi.

Had I found a warlock? Warlocks were very hard to seduce in the succubus lore because of their innate magical defenses. If he was a warlock descendant from a survivor of Orgus’s purge, he was a find indeed. The succubus lore also spoke that if a succubus gained power over a warlock, she could potentially gain the power to overthrow a demon Lord such as Orgus.

I licked my lips at the prospect of removing Orgus’s head from his body and using him as a kickball.

I gazed at the young man as he fiddled on his smartphone. I’d be an idiot to let this opportunity pass me by, but how could I get him into bed? I heard mortal women used something called sensitivity when hot looks and seduction magic failed. I never tried it myself, but I witnessed mortals use it.

I curled my pink glossed lips into the warmest and most inviting smile I ever made and fluttered my long eyelashes. “I saw you in the club. I wanted to dance with you, but you left. Honestly, I am surprised I came out here. We could get some coffee on me!”

I expected excitement when he glanced up from his phone, given that such a stunning woman like me wanted to go out with him on an unofficial date. Instead, he looked at me with an expression of disinterest.

“I hate coffee! And stop trying to be sensitive. You're bad at it!” I stepped back in total shock. “HM, I am not doing anything tonight, so let’s skip your pathetic attempts to seduction and go to my place for a romp on the bed.”

He pocketed his phone and casually offered his hand, “I don’t have all day!”

Well, my goal was to lure him into having sex with me so I could sap his spiritual energy and possibly enthrall him. He had not fallen for my attempts at seduction. But he granted me the opportunity to feed on him anyway.

“Ok!” I exclaimed and took his hand.

Through his touch, I could feel the mountain of spiritual energy in his body. “What a catch! What a catch!” I thought dreamily.

I was so enraptured in delight that I did not ask his name. It seemed irrelevant. I would give him a new name once he was my thrall!

He called an Uber, which took us to a hotel that once had a good view of the beach until those condominiums were built. He put his arm around my shoulder, pulled me in, and I kissed him up and down his neck. I was feeling so horny. No mortal had ever made me feel so hot and horny before. It was truly exhilarating!

By the time we got up to his room, I was ready for my mystery man to rip my clothes off and take me on the spot. He, on the other hand, remained calm and collected. I honestly did not care.

“What is your name,” he asked me as he closed the curtains.

“Keltora, handsome!” he was not handsome, but his presence enraptured me so much a simple wink could take my breath away!

“Mervin,” he replied. He curled his lips in the first smile I saw him make.

“Mervin like Merlin?” I laughed.

“My mom loved wizard names but thought naming me Merlin was too weird!” Mervin admitted.

“Well, I think Mervin is cute,” I said. I was not lying. I did think his name was cute.

When I reached down to the rim of my cocktail dress and started pulling it up over my head to reveal my luscious body, Mervin displayed the first hint of hesitation and anxiety I had seen on him all night. I was succubus accustomed to having the run of the bed, whether I was with the most headstrong hunk or diminutive dork. Everyone I seduced was putty for me to mold, and I always molded my prey to act without indecision and in an authoritative manner.

I could not mold Mervin as I had other men to act on their whims. For the first time in my long life of seduction, I would have to lull my prey into the bed for a round of sex. I brought my dress over my head and tossed it aside, revealing my incredible body garbed in my pink silk panties, matching stockings, and expensive jewelry.

Mervin was clearly in awe of my voluptuous figure, and a bulge had developed in his pants. He wanted me, but to have me, he needed to get those clothes off.

“Let me help you, sweety!” I came before him, lifting his shirt over his head and tossing it aside with my dress. I unbuckled his shorts and let them fall to his feet.

Mervin’s erect cock thrust forward when I pulled his underwear down to his ankles. I was about medium size, which was not bad, though not impressive. The tip of his cock was oozing precum that ignited a sudden hunger inside me.

I took Mervin’s erect member into my mouth. My taste buds ignited with the delicious taste of mortal cock and precum. It was all the more flavorful because I could taste his immense reserves of potent spiritual energy. I moved my pink glossed lips up and down his shaft with growing zeal.

I could feel pleasure and passion surging inside Mervin. His anxieties and hesitation were being supplanted by growing confidence and poise. I could feel his cock getting harder and firmer as I moved his cock in and out of my mouth. The room began to echo with his moans and groans of our pleasure, and I felt him grip my head, pushing my mouth further down his shaft.

“Good, he is beginning to exert control,” I thought.

I was having a pleasurable experience as well. I always had fun having sex. I was a succubus. But this encounter proved to be quite unique. When I had a mortal man or woman under my power, we ran to their place to have sex. It was a quick affair. I had monthly quotas to meet for my master and provide for myself in the mortal realm.

Mervin received the first blow job I had given in many years. I could not suck spiritual energy through blow jobs, so I was never inclined to offer them. My pussy was the only orifice through which I could absorb spiritual energy. Therefore, I was focused on offering up my pussy for my prey.

I felt Mervin’s cock quiver in my mouth, he groaned loudly above me, and he shoved my face down his shaft. My taste buds ignited with the delicious flavor of cum as his cock spouted ropes of his spunk into my mouth. I forgot how tasty cum was. With all the energy I would suck from Mervin, I could afford to give more blowjobs. With the last spout of his white-hot goo in my mouth, I swallowed his load. His seed felt so warm and good, flowing down into my stomach.

I rose to my feet, hot with lust and desire. I was having more fun with Mervin than any mortal I had ever seduced.

Mervin seemed a bit reluctant, so I tore my pink silk bra off and brought his hands up to cup my massive tits. I reveled in the sensation of his touch. He massaged my breasts and ran his fingers around my areolas, causing me to shutter in delight.

“I think you are beautiful, Keltora,” Mervin whispered.

His remark was simple but strangely endearing. I pressed my lips against him in a passionate kiss. He released my breasts, and I felt his hands on my waist, pushing down my panties. Our kissing became more frantic and passionate. I wiggled my hips, about to help dislodge my panties. When I felt his cock head nudging up against my pussy lips, I could not wait anymore.

“I want your cock inside me, Mervin, right now!” I pleaded.

We wrapped our arms around each other tight and passionately kissed up and down each other's necks. We fell upon the bed in an emotional embrace. Mervin moved himself over me, pinning my body to the bed while I wrapped my toned legs around his waist.

Suddenly as Mervin drove his cock into my velvet lips into my tunnel. I felt the recognizable sensations of pleasure of a male cock being in and out of my snatch. This was followed by a burst of energy when I connected to his aura.

Mervin’s reservoir of spiritual energy was even more enormous than I initially suspected. He had to be a warlock! No ordinary human male had auras this vast. I had only ever felt something like this when I encountered witches by chance.

As he thrust his cock in and out of my velvet tunnel, I consider options. I could take his spiritual energy, but I was sure my master, Lord Orgus, would up my quotas. He was never satiated and always wanted more. I could make him my thrall, but the master would certainly torcher me in every conceivable way and then cast me into the void.

Another option came to my mind. I could let Mervin claim me as his succubus. He seemed like a kind soul, which meant I could woo him into doing what I wanted. He was not handsome, but with his vast spiritual energy, that could be remedied. If Orgus ever caught up with us, I could always claim I had no choice.

I gasped, and my body shuttered as Mervin thrust his cock deep inside me. The air in the room smelled of the aromas of our lovemaking. Our bodies were soaked with sweat from our exertions. I loved it so much.

I made my decision. However, before I surrendered my mind, body, and soul to him, Mervin needed to prove himself. I began to suck his aura into me. If he indeed was a powerful warlock, then he could stop me.

As I began absorbing his spiritual energy, I felt the flow abruptly stop!

“He is worthy!” I gasped.

I was about to initiate the bonding when something unexpected happened.

“Are you sure you want me to claim you?” Mervin whispered.

All of the events that led to this suddenly made sense. I was not the one hunting Mervin. He was the one hunting me! He lured me out of the club with a spell and then used a defense charm to protect himself against my allure and influence. He must have used a reflection spell to redirect my influence back against me. That was why I felt so attracted to him tonight.

“Powerful and Clever,” I grinned. Quiet a catch!

“Yes! I want to be yours—so long as you protect me from Lord Orgus and his minions!” I replied. When he discovered the flow of spiritual energy abruptly stopped, Lord Orgus would send his minions after me. Mervin had to be willing to defend me from my former master.

“I will,” Mervin said with firm conviction.

“Claim me!” I whispered.

I felt Mervin pull spiritual energy out of me into himself. At the same time, I felt my link to Lord Orgus weaken and then shatter. It was as if the shackles weighing me down had been removed. I became aware of a new sense of freedom.

My body reacted to the sensations by transforming into my demonic form. My skin turned crimson red, my canines grew into predator fangs, my ears elongated, and a pair of horns erupted from my head. I sprouted a forked tail from the apex of my ass, and my shoulder plates cracked as my wings emerged from my back. I now regretted it was so dark in the room. Mervin would not be able to see me in my proper form.

At that moment, I orgasmed and felt Mervin's spiritual energy filling the void left by my former master's absence. Where Orgus’s presence was demanding and crushing, Mervin’s was supportive and soothing. And the Power! Mervin had no barriers to his pool of power. I could tap in and take whatever I wanted.

Mervin thrust his cock deep inside me, penetrating my uterus. I arched my back and howled like a Banshee as he came inside me. His hot spunk painted the walls of my womb. It felt so wonderful.

With his last spout of semen, Mervin fell beside me and soon fell asleep. I covered his naked body with my leather wing and brushed his hair as he slept. We had just met, yet I was certain I would be his for eternity!

I examined his body with my slitted eyes. Mervin was a stud at heart, but his body did not express his greatness. I decided it was time to put my new master’s power to use.


Mervin Topwells

As I stirred from my slumber, my mind slowly reorganized memories from the last two days that had jumbled up while I dreamed. The previous days had been crazy, so separating reality from fantasy was difficult.

When I found the library, I went straight to work studying magic. I began going through my mother's recorded and printed lessons she prepared. My first spell was a levitation spell. Though it was difficult, I was speechless when I performed it on the first try. I practiced it until I was causally levitating sheets off the furniture and dust off the floor into the garbage. Her lessons moved to defensive and reflection spells, which I practiced until I mastered them.

I was floored when my mother told me in the message that a demon lord named Orgus would soon be hunting me, and I should claim one of his succubi as quickly as possible. She had several succubi listed, but the only one in town was Keltora. Fortunately, Keltora was the succubus my mother recommended I claim. I scrolled for the succubus in the city using a sample of her hair my mother had collected years before.

Luring Keltora to me was surprisingly easy. My aura spell drew her like a moth to a flame. I cast defense and reflection spells, which protected me from her magical influence and reflected her seduction charms at her. My composure began to crack when I had the succubus in my hotel room. She was a prime seducer, even without her demonic magic.

When we made love, Ketlora seemed honest and genuine about her feelings. I did not want to bind her to me forcefully, so I asked her permission. I was surprised she said yes. The sex and binding of her spirit to me was a wild ride that left me spent. I fell asleep soon after.

I stepped out of bed and began to notice something was wrong. My body felt different. I was much larger than I was yesterday. My body ached like I had been put through a grinder. I wobbled to a mirror on the wall, where I received a surprise. I was tall, muscular, and handsome. I turned to the bed to see a crimson-red demoness asleep.

I recoiled in bewilderment. She was a succubus, a creature born in the dark hell of the underworld, but gazing at her demonic form in all her savage splendor took my breath away. I could feel our connection granting me power over her, but I still hesitated to exert my dominance. I did not want to become some uncaring and cruel master. She probably had enough of that from Lord Orgus.

“Good morning, Stud,” Keltora purred as she stretched herself out on the bed. She did not attempt to cover her nude body as she rose from the bed. “So, enjoying the new you?”

“You did this to me. Why?” I gasped.

“Well, how are you going to attract more women into your harem and defeat hellish creatures in style, looking like a loser?” Keltora curled her black lips in a cute smile and locked her slitted yellow eyes with mine. “I have standards, and I figured this was an excellent way to start our relationship, given you and I are going to be together for a very long time!”

I gazed at myself in the mirror, flexed my arms, and struck a pose. My body was incredible! I was at least 6’ 5’ with an incredibly sculpted muscular figure. My face was sharply defined, exuding overwhelming poise. Only in my wildest fantasies had I ever dreamed of possessing a physique like this. My hand went to my stomach when I felt it growl.

“You should get something to eat. Changing into a stud can work up a serious appetite. Don’t worry about overeating.” She morphed back into her human form and dressed herself. “I am going out to buy some new clothes for us. I'll be back in a bit!”

Once Keltora dressed, she kissed me and skipped merrily out the door. I sighed and rummaged through my clothes for something that still fit. I found some gym shorts, a pair of flip-flops, and a shirt I could barely fit into.

Heading downstairs to the hotel lobby for breakfast, I passed several attractive college girls on summer break. They all stared at me as if I were the first man they had ever seen. Girls fluttered their eyelashes, giggled, and blushed as I passed. A pair of hot twins and an athletic brunette asked me to take a picture with them. I loved being the center of female attention and felt highly confident for the first time in my life. It was exhilarating.

When I got to the breakfast buffet, I loaded a plate with bacon, eggs, sausage, grits, and plenty of fruit. I took a seat and proceeded to devour my food. I had never felt so famished before. I would have hesitated to eat so much food even before becoming a hunk, but I was starving.

Once my hunger was satiated, I relaxed and glanced around. Men and women in bathing suits and carrying towels, baskets, and coolers were heading out to the beach. I couldn’t help checking out the Hot College cuties in their bikinis.

“I guess I should try hitting on some of them tonight,” I mused.

As I watched the beachgoers pass by, my eyes stopped on a redhead getting a cup of coffee from the buffet and then taking a seat. She had long, curly red hair, a curvy body, and medium-sized breasts. Her skin was pale with freckles, and she had a beautiful face. Her glasses gave her an intellectual look that I found very sexy. Her floral-patterned tropical mesh dress hugged her gorgeous body, highlighting all her curves.

The gorgeous redhead was reading a book as she drank her coffee. She glanced up at me. Her green eye met my gaze momentarily. Her cheeks blushed red, and then she returned her gaze to her book. She was reading Lord of the Rings, my favorite book. Gorgeous, and good taste in literature!

I had a chance. I drank orange juice, rose from my chair, and strolled to the beauty.

I made my best smile. “High, I noticed your reading in Lord of the Rings!”

She looked at me, blushing cherry red, “Yes, I am at the part in the first book where Frodo and Aragon go to Westeros.”

“Frodo continues to Mordor with Samwise while Aragon goes to Rohan in the second of the series. Westeros is in Games of Thrones, not Lord of the Rings,” I said, smiling brightly.

“Hm, Guys trying to hit on me usually get those two confused. My ex-boyfriend thought they were the same series!” she giggled.

“My name is Mervin Topwells. My parents were devoted followers of Arthurian legends,” I said.

“Willow Macbreen, my mom was a fan of the movie Willow.” She smiled at me brightly.

I sat down with Willow and talked about our favorite fantasy series. After a while, we headed up to my room, caressing and kissing each other.

“Let me take a moment to freshen up,” Willow said as she entered the bathroom.

I took a moment to hide Keltora’s pink underwear in a drawer and look around for any other evidence of last night's romp with succubus. When I was satisfied there was nothing to suggest I had previously had a demoness in the room, I turned to the bathroom, only to go cold.

Willow stood, her arm extended to me, holding what I recognized as a wand. “If you like cosplay, I must buy a wand cloak!” I said with a nervous smile.

“Shut up, Mervin!” Willow sneered. “I have been watching you since you first arrived at this hotel. I know you are a warlock and fucked that succubus slut!”

“Well, yeah! Are you like Demon Hunter or something? This is my first week as a warlock, so I'm still trying…”

“Shut up!” she yelled again. “I am a witch of the noble coven, Sister of the Trinity! You warlock are an abomination. Men are not meant to possess magic! Today, you will be cleansed from…Ahah.”

Behind her, the door opened, and a woman came through the threshold. She resembled Keltora, except she had black hair, pale skin, and a black bikini.

“Such naughty witch! Trying to kill the man to whom you will soon pledge eternal love and devotion!” the mysterious woman smirked as she came behind Willow. “Your magical defenses would have protected you against my charms yesterday. But I have a new master who grants me way more power! And you are now a little lamb freshly arrived to be slaughtered!”

The succubus glanced at me and smiled reassuringly, “Metaphorically, of course!”

“Who are you?” I asked in confusion.

“Sorry, master. I sensed her presence when leaving, so I figured a cosmetic change was in order. I hope you like it. I was really tired of being a blonde.”

“Keltora?” I gasped. “Shit, you came just in time!”

“Sorry, I was not here sooner. I wanted to do the shopping before dealing with this would-be assassin. I got back just as you two were leaving the lobby.” She lifted the bags in her hands up.

I needed to discuss some things with her later on. At the moment, I wanted to deal with Willow. “What do you plan for us to do with her?”

“Make her your first witch-breeding slut, of course,” the succubus smiled wickedly.

Keltora put down her shopping bags and brought her hands behind Willow's neck. She took off a gold chain necklace with a red gym the witch was wearing and tossed it in the garbage. She then brought her hands over Willow’s shoulders, sliding them down her freckled skin to her breasts.

“Breeding slut?” I felt a bit uncomfortable with that.

Keltora's eyes narrowed, and her face contorted into an expression of seriousness. “You need to shed your human morals, Master! They don’t apply in the realm of the supernatural. It is survival of the fittest! Kill or be killed! The fucker or the fucked!”

I could not deny her point that I was living in a new world. “How do I survive?” I asked her.

“To survive, you must gain as much power as possible!” she extended her tongue, licking Willow’s ear. “You must claim and impregnate as many women as possible to grow your power. Your enemies circle you like sharks intent on killing you.”

Keltora undid Willow's beach dress, revealing the green bikini the witch wore underneath. She guided the dazed witch to the bed and laid her down. She then turned to me and pointed to Willow, “Fuck her now. She is dying to have you claim her. And before you refuse, my powers turn sparks of attraction into burning infernos. She has been fantasizing about having sex with you even before you were transformed into a stud. And remember, she just tried to kill you!”

Looking down upon the beautiful witch as she thrashed on the bed, I could see the flames of lust burning in her green eyes. A wet stain was growing on the green fabric of bikini bottoms between her legs. She smiled and reached out her arm, begging me to bring my body over her.

“I have to be aggressive! No more hesitation!” I admitted to myself. “It is time I let my inner beast loose!”

I took off my clothes and came over to the Wiccan beauty. My cock, which was enormous, stood a full attention. It was hard as steel. I pushed the bikini fabric aside, revealing her wet pussy lips. I parted her legs and guided my member into her clit, rubbing my dick head against her velvet lips. 

“AhAhAh…I…I am so sorry for trying to kill you, Mervin. T…They told me you planned to destroy the coven!” The lovely redheaded gasped beneath me.

“Why would they say I was planning to destroy your coven when I had no idea it existed until you mentioned it? I think your bosses have not been honest with you!” I growled at Willow.

“No, they have not. I see that now!” the witch moaned.

Keltora was right! It was time I be the fucker, not the fucked! I gripped her hips and rammed my cock into Willow's wet folds. She let out a cry of delight and writhed beneath me. She arched her back as my cock penetrated her uterus and let out deafening moans of passion. 

“Shit, your tunnel is so fucking tight! Don’t you witches get laid by your man servants?” I yelled.

“No! We don’t have male servants! And We cannot have sex with men unless the Supremes say otherwise. This is my first time!” Willow cried.

“I am going to fill you up to bursting,” I growled.

“Oh! Yeah, pound that naughty witch's cunt master! Make her your breeding bitch!” Keltora moaned from beside the bed. She was massaging her enormous breast with one hand and had her other hand inside her bikini bottoms, fingering her pussy. Her face was contorted in an expression of lust.

“AhAhAh…I’m coming!” Willow moaned in ecstatic pleasure.

I soon felt the warm wetness of her pussy juices flowing over my cock as she orgasmed. The sensation of her fluids on my dick pushed me over the edge. I gripped her hips tight and thrust my cocked inside her hard just before my cock exploded. A torrent of my warm white cum filled her womb, and the witch yelled out in delight.

At that moment of my ejaculation, I felt our spiritual energies blended, forming an unbreakable bond. She was mine in mind, body, and soul.

Keltora came behind me as I slid my cock from Willow's folds and stood up from the bed. I felt her tongue lick my ear lobe, and she whispered. “Her body is yours to remake as you desire!”

I looked down at the beauty doused in sweat from our copulation. “She would look better with bigger tits, thinner waist, and wide hips,” I smirked.

“Yes, I love squeezing big tits—they're so much fun,” Keltora purred.

I grinned in savage anticipation!

TO BE CONTINUED.
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