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Gabe squinted
at the cramped, hand-written text of the yellowed pages opened on
his desk. He painstakingly transcribed the summoning ritual,
mouthing the words of the dead language under his breath as he
went.

There was
something else on the page he pored over; a picture. He leaned
closer, the tip of his nose just about touching the parchment.

Yes! He
was beginning to make it out. It was a woman. Her naked form seemed
to move on the page as Gabe felt himself harden.

Shaking his
head, he sat back. “Oh man, I have been awake for too long!”
Glancing at the clock on the wall of the library, he stifled a
gasp; he’d been transcribing this book for his professor for most
of the night. It was almost Three AM. It was exam season, so the
campus library was open 24/7 for the cramming session.

Without
thinking, Gabe shoved the book and his notes into his messenger bag
and got up. He was unlocking the door of his car when he realized
he wasn’t supposed to take the book out of the library.

“Fuck it,” he
said, getting in. The night air was cold, and it was a bit of a
walk to get back. Besides, he thought, not like anyone
else is using the book. He doubted anyone else in the school
could read ancient Sumerian aside from himself and the professor,
anyway.

As he drove
home, he stole glances at the messenger bag. He couldn’t shake the
image of the naked woman from his mind. If anything, her features
became clearer with each passing moment. Her nakedness excited him
so much that he took one hand from the wheel and massaged his
member through his pants.

This is
magic, something in his mind said. As he got off the highway,
he began to wonder.

“Could the
ritual actually work?” Gabe asked.

It was too
good, too hot, to believe. Draw a pentagram, make a fire, chant
some words and get a beautiful sex demon to fuck your brains out.
Saliva squirted into his mouth as the woman danced in his mind’s
eye. She was becoming so clear in his mind, so detailed. But there
was something strange; she seemed to be moving of her own free
will. He tried to imagine her moving in certain ways, but, with a
sly smile, she would move differently.

Gabe was
getting so hard and horny that he actually considered pulling over
and stroking himself to relief before carrying on. Seeing his
apartment building just ahead, he sighed, pulling into the lot. His
hand grabbed up the messenger bag before he even thought about
it.

Up in his
apartment, he took out the book and laid it on the kitchen table.
Grabbing it, he opened it up to the right page right away.

“God!” Gabe
said. The image of the woman behind the words was as clear as the
one in his mind, now. He saw, his heart fluttering, that her eyes
were a dead black. Were her teeth pointed, too?

“Call to
me...” a husky feminine voice seemed to say. Gabe couldn’t tell
where the voice had come from, whether his own head or from the
book.

Gabe was so
startled that he nearly fell over as he spun around to see if
someone was behind him. There was no one there, just his apartment.
For the first time, a sort of primal fear rose up inside him to
accompany his lust.

Some rational
part of him told him to burn the book and scatter the ashes, but
he’d already started to gather the ingredients. He looked at the
pages, grabbed some herbs, looked again, grabbed a bowl and a
mortar. Soon, he was grinding everything together in a bowl.

Putting a metal
skillet on the stove, he turned on the range to prevent the smoke
alarm from going off. Pouring all the crushed ingredients into the
skillet, he let them on fire and began chanting. As his voice
droned on, the fire changed from its reddish orange to a spectral
purple. It spat and hissed at him. Behind it all, he thought he
could make out the husky laugh of a woman.

Shoving his
kitchen table out of the way, he grabbed a piece of chalk and drew
on his floor. When he’d finished, there was a pentagram in a
circle, along with a few magical sigils.

The fire grew
taller as Gabe raised his arms over his head, practically shouting
now.

He was just
about to finish the incantation when he realized there was one last
thing to do, one last optional ingredient to include. Grabbing a
pair of scissors, he ran to his closet and opened it. He grabbed
the collar of his leather jacket and snipped part of it off.

“To make it
rough...” Gabe muttered as he fed the leather to the fire. It grew
again in response.

“Yes...”
the husky female voice said.

Sweat broke out
across Gabe’s body as he spoke the final few syllables. He waited
for one tense moment, his unblinking eyes staring at the flame.

Suddenly, the
room filled with light so bright that he threw his arms in front of
his eyes and screamed.

When he took
his arms away, Gabe found himself sitting on the floor. The lights
flickered a few times, and the strange purple fire was out. He was
still alone. Frowning, he peered around, looking for the woman from
the book. He couldn’t even call her image to his mind anymore.

“Damn it,” he
said, standing up and straightening his clothes.

Muttering about
how stupid he’d been for believing that something as obviously fake
as magic could work, he made his way to his bedroom. He figured
that jerking off would at least relax him enough to go to sleep and
try to forget this awful night.

He opened the
door to his bedroom, which was pitch black inside.

As he reached
for the light switch, powerful fingers grabbed his forearm. He
yelped as he was thrown bodily to his bed.

I’m being
robbed! Was he first thought.

“Hello...
Gabriel...” the husky female voice said as the door swung shut,
leaving the room in utter darkness.

Gabe shuffled
back on his bed until he hit the headboard. His eyes danced about,
trying to fix on something in the darkness and finding nothing.

“I have to
thank you, Gabriel,” the woman said again.

Gabe felt a
pressure from the bottom of the mattress, telling him that whoever
was in the room with him had climbed onto the foot of the bed. An
image of a naked woman crouched in the darkness, staring at him
with an unholy lust, popped into his mind. Gabe felt himself harden
again.

“No one has
summoned me in a very long time. I have a... hunger that needs
satisfying. Can you help me to satisfy it, Gabriel?”

Gabe licked his
lips, squinting down at the foot of the bed and seeing nothing.
“I... uh... Yeah, I think I can.”

He felt long
fingers stroke up and down his hard cock through his pants. “So
hard, so warm...” her moan made Gabe hard cock ache with
desire.

“Come to me,
Gabriel,” she said.

It was a
compulsion. Gabe found himself sitting up, felt his arms reaching
out into the darkness. His breath caught as his fingers touched
naked flesh, and he grabbed her hips. Her skin felt so unnaturally
hot. She moved her hands up his arms and up around his shoulders.
Wrenching him forward with incredible strength, he found his face
pressed between her breasts. He started kissing the soft skin as
she climbed up onto his lap. Hands moving down her waist, he cupped
her by the ass, squeezing and kneading.

“How can I ever
thank you for summoning me, Gabriel?” She said.

Gabe managed to
pull his face far enough back to look up. A pair of glowing red
eyes looked down at him. Some part of his brain told him that he
needed to be frightened now, needed to be thinking of a way to run,
but all he could concentrate on was how her ass felt in his hands,
and how his cock was straining to be let out of his pants.

“What... What
are you?” Gabe asked.

She grabbed his
head and shoved it to one side so that his ear pressed against his
shoulder. His body trembled as he felt her hot breath brush past
his ear.

“I believe,”
she began, her lips just barely touching his earlobe, “you would
call me a succubus.”

The sex demon
finished her explanation by sucking his earlobe into her mouth and
nibbling on it. It felt like she had pointed fangs for teeth. Gabe
winced as her nibbles turned to love bites. She started grinding
her hips against his, running her bare pussy over his hardened
shaft, the only thing separating them Gabe’s pants and
underwear.

“That hurts!”
Gabe said.

 

“You wanted
this. You put the scrap of leather in. Don’t you remember?”

Before Gabe
could respond, the succubus shoved him back on the bed. The back of
his head thunked against the headboard, and for a moment his mind
went fuzzy.

When his head
cleared, he almost came. The succubus had taken the opportunity to
yank his pants off, and she was giving him a mean blowjob. Her
mouth jackhammered up and down his shaft while she squeezed the
base of his rod with one hand. Gabe pushed his head back into his
pillow as she felt the tips of her fangs running along his flesh,
leaving hot trails of pain even as her tongue teased the tip of his
cock.

She used her
other hand to cup his balls, squeezing them between her fingers.
Jamming her mouth as far down his cock as she could, she gave his
sack a squeeze that made him yelp. He felt his cock swell inside
her lips at the same time.

With his shaft
completely buried in her like that, he found that she felt even
hotter on the inside than she did on the outside. It was so hot
that it was almost uncomfortable, riding that very thin line
between enjoyable heat and a scalding burn.

Just before the
heat became unbearable, the succubus pulled her mouth of him. She
blew on his shaft, letting him feel just how wet she’d made it with
her spit. The cooling sensation felt good.

She started
slowly stroking him, running her hand all the up to the tip of his
slick cock and back down to the bottom, over and over. Her red eyes
glowing as she looked at him, she spat down onto his cock for a bit
of extra lube and rubbed that into his flesh as well.

“Do you want
more?” she said, stopping her hand. Her fingers began slowly
tightening around his member.

“Yes,” Gabe
said. His whole body was practically buzzing with desire. His shaft
was beginning to feel unpleasantly cool, and he wanted to feel that
wet heat around it again.

Her fingers
tightened more. It had just begun to cross that threshold between
pleasure and pain. Gabe squirmed in that powerful grip, pressing
the heels of his hands into his eyes.

As her fingers
continued constricting his member, he felt the very tip of her
tongue start to run up and down that sensitive part between the
head of his cock and the shaft. Each time her tongue touched his
flesh, Gabe jumped. He began to whimper as her fingers tightened so
much that it truly hurt, sending jolts of pain through his
body.

The pain washed
over him in waves, interrupted by the sudden pleasure of her tongue
on that spot. His shaft felt rock hard; her fingers had trapped all
the blood in it.

She stopped
licking, instead putting her lips onto the tip of his cock. With
excruciating slowness, she pushed them down, letting his hardness
force them open and into a tight ring around his girth.

Only when her
lips reached her squeezing fingers did she let go. Gabe felt his
whole body relax as she sounded him with that hotness again.

It was over far
sooner than he wanted. She pulled her mouth off him. The bed
jiggled as she straddled his hips. Her laugh was deep and throaty
as she sat on his cock. He groaned in frustration; she’d pinned his
shaft between the lips of her pussy and his stomach.

“Ooh yes...”
she said, “I make you so hard, don’t I? I make you need to be
inside of me.”

Gabe bobbed his
hips, trying to pull his cock back far enough to slip it into her.
She merely laughed at his efforts, moving her hips back with his so
that all he did was run his rod around in her moist slit a few
times.

“Bad boy,” she
said.

Hot pain
exploded in Gabe’s chest. He winced as she pressed her nails into
his chest just below his collarbone. She drew her nails down his
torso like that until her hands met her thighs. Gabe sucked in a
breath and winced, his back arching involuntarily.

The succubus
leaned forward over him, grabbing the back of his head with one
hand and pulling it back. Gabe reached up and cupped her firm
breasts, running his thumbs over her stiff nipples.

She ran the tip
of her index finger in circles over Gabe’s lips. “Oh, Gabriel. I am
so wet for you, so hot. Do you think you can handle the heat?”

Gabe pinched
her nipples, rolling them around between his finger and thumb.
“Yes... Yes, please,” he said.

She drew her
hand back from his lips. A moment later, she slapped him across the
face, making him snarl and wince.

“Are you going
to fuck me hard?” she said.

“Yes,” Gabe
said, his cock pulsing with anticipation against the folds of her
pussy.

She slapped him
again. “Yes what, Gabriel?”

Gabe’s ear had
begun to ring, she’d slapped him so hard. He worked his jaw a few
times, wondering if she’d knocked it out of alignment. “Yes, I am
going to fuck you hard.”

Leaning over
more, she kissed him, sucking his tongue into her mouth and letting
him feel the tips of her fangs. “That’s a good boy, Gabriel.”

Letting go of
his hair, she reached back behind herself while simultaneously
lifting his hips. Gabe shook, screwing his eyes shut as she grabbed
his cock and slipped it into her pussy. He opened his mouth and let
his breath out in a moan as her tight hole grabbed hold of him,
straining around his girth.

He loved that
moment of entry during sex, where her tight little pussy stretched
around his girth, trying to accommodate him. He could feel her
tightness pulling back against his skin as his head slipped a
little deeper into her.

The succubus
used her weight, sitting down on his cock and forcing it to part
her squeezing walls as she lowered farther and farther down his
length.

“Oh, Gabriel,
you are so thick and hard inside me,” she said. She pushed her
nails into his chest again and began scratching him as her pussy
inched and strained its way down Gabe’s cock.

As soon as she
had filled her pussy up, taking his entire length, she lifted her
hips. Gabe shifted his hands from his breasts down her body so that
he could squeeze her ass while she sat down on him again.

They both
moaned as the bed began creaking beneath them.

Giving that
throaty laugh again, the succubus pulled up his length until only
the tip of his cock pressed against her sopping hole.

“Fuck me hard,
Gabriel,” she commanded, bracing her weight with her hands on his
chest.

Getting a
tighter grip on her ass, Gabe began pounding her pussy. He had to
squeeze his eyes shut and snarl as he entered her fully against and
again, his balls slapping against her flesh every time her arched
his hips for another thrust.

“Oh God,” Gabe
said, feeling her pussy got hotter and tighter around his
shaft.

She gave him a
stinging slap across the face, “No, not God. Mistress.”

“Yes,
Mistress,” Gabe said through gritted teeth as he tried to keep
fucking her has hard and fast as he could. It was getting
difficult. She was clenching up so much around him that he could
barely pull his cock partway out for the next thrust.

The succubus
grabbed him by the head again, twisting it to one said. She lowered
her lips to his ear. It was his other ear. The one she’d whispered
into and nibbled earlier still hurt.

“Oh, Gabriel.
Come inside me. Fill me up with your seed.” She sucked his earlobe
into her mouth and bit it.

Gabe’s cock
throbbed inside her as he felt her walls tremble against his shaft.
She bit him a little harder, sending a jolt of pain through his
body.

He groaned as
he cock stiffened and jerked inside her. His cum was even hotter
than her pussy as it shot from his pulsing rod into her pussy.

“Gabriel...”
the succubus breathed, throwing back her head as she came on him.
She got so tight then that she would have pushed him out if his
shaft hadn’t been rock solid inside her. She slammed her pussy down
all the way, letting it convulse around his throbbing shaft as he
filled her with more and more of his hot load. His hands had
constricted into claws, digging his nails deep into the warm flesh
of her ass.

Gabe felt his
body relax, and his back sagged against the mattress as her pussy
milked the last dribbles of his cum from his shaft.

When he looked
up, he again saw those glowing red orbs staring down at him. Gabe
reached up to pull her body down onto his, but she just laughed at
him again and climbed off him.

“That was
enjoyable, Gabriel,” the succubus said as she stood at the bedside
looking down on him.

“I... Uh...
Thanks,” Gabe said. His cock and balls had a deep ache to them as
he slowly softened. He could feel his chest and stomach burning
from her scratching, and his cheek still stung.

“Now, I must
go,” she said.

“Go? Wait!”
Gabe said. He sat up, swinging his legs over the side. He grabbed
her around the waist and pulled her hot body close to his. Her skin
felt smooth against his, and he felt that she hadn’t even broken a
sweat at all. He didn’t even know if she could sweat.

“Can I see you
again?” Gabe asked, feeling stupid. He knew that this wasn’t some
random woman he’d met at the bookstore. She was a lust demon from
hell. But he felt a connection with her, one he didn’t want
severed.

Again, she
laughed at him, letting her fingers play over his stringing
cheeks.

“Gabriel, you
have the summoning ritual. I come when I am called.”

Suddenly, Gabe
found he was holding nothing but empty air. She was gone. As he lay
back on the bed, he knew that he would need to head out to grab
more supplies for another summoning as soon as the stores were
open. He didn’t think he would finish translating that book for the
professor any time soon.
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