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CHAPTER ONE


“SURE THING, MANNY, let me know how it goes! Thanks again for the tamales.”

I closed the door to my apartment as my guest walked out, then sighed tiredly and turned to plod back to the kitchen. A large ziploc freezer bag sat waiting for me there, steam fogging up the interior, holding a promise of dinner tonight, lunch, and possibly even dinner again tomorrow depending on how hungry I was between now and then. I grabbed a beer from the fridge, extracted a corn-husk-wrapped treat, and popped the can as I sat down on my couch.

The tamales were a payment for services rendered. While I did also accept money in exchange for my talents – as well as performing “real”, if not terribly steady gig work – my rates always varied with my clientele. In this case, Emanuel Sainz was a neighbor, from an apartment on the other side of the building, and the consult in question didn’t take long, so my rates were low. Also, his mother’s tamales were worth their weight in gold, so it felt like a fair exchange: my magic for hers.

Admittedly, in this case I didn’t think that she actually literally used magic. So far as I knew. As I bit into an unwrapped, still steaming tamale, I groaned happily and reminded myself that I did not, in fact, have real certainty that his mother did not use magic. I, on the other hand, very much did. Nearly my entire family possessed what the greater magical community apparently referred to as “minor talents”. So minor, in fact, that we were not generally welcomed into the arms of the magical community at large, and I had never spoken personally with anyone other than one of my fellow fringe dwellers to validate that was the term. For all I knew, they called us “squibs” or something equally ridiculous and pop-culture-y. These days, though, maybe not.

My talent was a bit of an odd one, but once I understood it well enough to judge, I always felt that it suited me. Taking a little time, energy, and concentration, I had the power to assess the range of possibilities that could result from… almost anything. If you shuffled a deck of cards, and told me to pick one at random, I could tell you that you had about a one in fifty two chance to pull the ace of spades. I could tell you that without using my power, because I graduated high school and had a pretty decent understanding of statistics, but I could tell you more or less the same thing with my power. The information wouldn’t look quite the same, since to me that would look like a crystalline red field with just a hint of blueish green, rather than a specific number, but by now I had a good enough feel for the results of a power check to know what that meant.

Moreover, I could give a semi-decent lay of the odds for almost any situation I considered, with the accuracy of my reading – my “portent”, as my nerdy father described it – increasing as my understanding of the situation got better. If a random stranger off the street asked me what the chances were that they would make it to work and back safely, I could give them a quick and dirty answer that probably didn’t fall too far from an actuarial table. If I knew what they were driving, and what route they were taking, my portent would map closer to reality. If I knew them personally, and had driven their car, and the route they described, my results would be more accurate still.

Unfortunately, that’s why my talent was regarded as distinctly “minor” on the grand scheme of things. In order to more accurately predict anything, to give better odds of success, I had to understand so much about the circumstances I was predicting that my ability became less of a scrying of future events, and more about pointing out the obvious.

Much of that came down to human free will. The one area I’d always been relatively consistent with is predicting events that appear to an outsider to have a large degree of random chance, but which in truth are predetermined. Humans shuffling cards have a great deal of impact on the outcome of the deal of a hand of poker. A fully stand-alone electronic slot machine that relies entirely on its internal programming to generate results has no free will, and the only human intervention is down to the person pulling the lever. Even that has some impact on the results, though, which precluded me from making it rich anywhere in Vegas. There was also the issue of the Vampire Mafia. Apparently they frowned on any degree of “Gifted” individuals intervening in their turf. I hadn’t found that out for myself, having never been to Vegas, but my aunt was pretty clear it wasn’t worth the risk.

Sometimes, though, someone wants to know the spread in front of them. Manny was an enterprising entrepreneur who wanted to get out of apartment life and 9-5 jobs, so once every couple weeks, he would engage my services and ask me what the odds of a new hustle panning out were. We would shoot the shit for an hour while he laid out his plans, and at the end of it, I would tell him what his chances were. He’d bring me some of his mom’s cooking. I had a pretty similar setup with about a dozen other folks. Some of them I charged cash, some favors, and a few of them I offered the service for free for one reason or another.

I’d been told by several members of my existing family that I should give up on my dream of making a living off of my talent, but I wasn’t quite willing to set those ambitions aside. Yes, I could probably make better money if I bit the bullet and got a more ‘traditional’ job to turn into a career, but the thought of going into an office five days a week made bile rise up in the back of my throat, and the most recent time I had gotten a job in retail, I had walked off by the end of the second day.

Traditional careers and I were not a good match.

I was just putting away the remaining tamales and deciding between video games or Netflix for the evening when a knock derailed my train of thought. I closed the fridge and ambled over to the door, peering through the peephole before letting whoever was on the other side know whether I was home. On spying the lovely face of my very pretty landlord, Sara, I paused.

As far as I knew, I was up to date on my rent – probably – and she and I didn’t normally talk casually. Sara didn’t entirely buy into the awesome powers of my talent, but she was superstitious enough that on months when I might have come up short, she was willing to accept a trade of my services for the amount I was missing. That may have just been her way of offering me charity, but as long as the late payments didn’t show up on my credit report, I was happy.

I paused for just a moment to consult my Gift before opening the door. Engaging with people in real time was one of the ways my talent was weakest. People’s moods fluctuated pretty rapidly when they were socializing, and while some outcomes were relatively fixed – groping a girl at a bar would lead to a bad end ninety-nine times out of a hundred – most had at least a little wiggle room. Worse, it wasn’t as if I could look through all of the possible outcomes of a conversation and pick the one I wanted. What I got instead was more like a rainbow graph, with certain areas highlighting more vividly as I contemplated what I might say.

None of the standard greetings I might give flooded my mind with dangerous crimson, so I opened the door and gave my best winning smile. “Hey Sara! What can I do for you?”

My landlady was short – barely five-two – slender, and young, with dark hair tied back in a relatively severe ponytail. She was Hispanic – I was pretty sure her parents were from Mexico, but we weren’t ‘talking about family’ close, so I wasn’t exactly sure of her nationality. She was also tasked with extracting rent from a collection of low-income losers who couldn’t pony up the funds to find a better place to live. In order to encourage those of her tenants who would just as soon not pay their rent, the young woman generally adopted a largely stern, business-like manner that spoke of her resolve and position of power. Today, however, her eyes were wide, and rather than boring a hole through my head, they darted around the inside of my apartment the moment the door swung open. While Sara rarely shouted, her voice normally carried, which made the faltering way she asked me, “Hey Jack – mind if I come inside for a minute?” stand out even more.

“Yeah, of course – come on in.” I stepped back and gestured inside, pointing towards the kitchen. I watched the brunette as she stepped through, and couldn’t help but to admire the way her pants hugged her backside. Sara was fit, and while she and I had never been involved – nor had she given me so much as a hint that she was interested – she was worth checking out.

I wasn’t sure if her lack of interest was because I wasn’t her type, or because she wanted to keep her relationship with the tenants of the apartment complex professional. I didn’t think of myself as bad looking – I wasn’t quite six feet tall, but I’d been told I had reasonably attractive features, and one of the first girls I’d dated had gushed about my ‘soulful brown eyes’ and ‘rakish dark hair’ – but that didn’t mean I appealed to her, in particular.

Maybe the fact that my lack of steady income kept me just barely above medically underweight was a strike against me.

Her hips swayed gently as she stepped over to lean against the kitchen counter, and it was only an unprompted flash of red from my Gift that ensured that my eyes met hers when she turned around, rather than being caught blatantly in the act of looking at her ass. As I closed the door and turned back to face her, she took a deep breath, clearly steeling herself, then spoke quietly.

“Look, Jack… I never bought into your whole… magic fortune-telling thing, but… it’s legit, right? Like… actual magic, occult power legit?”

My brow furrowed at the question and I thought for a moment on how to answer, eventually just drawling out a long, probing, “Yeeeesss….?”

It took Sara another few moments to gather herself, her eyes drifting past me to stare through the door to my apartment, before she snapped her attention back to me with a visible degree of effort. When she spoke again, her voice was still quiet, but a little of her typical brisk tone emerged. “Ok. Look, I’ve cut you deals before, because you seem like a nice guy, and you always make an effort. I never get the feeling that you’re trying to cheat me. I’m not sure that I believe you actually have magic powers, but you did warn me against that timeshare, so maybe you’re on to something. Or maybe you just read a buzzfeed article telling you all the way timeshares would screw you, and when I ignored you, that was on me. Now, though…”

She paused her sudden flood of words, inhaling again, and then continuing quickly, “I think one of my other tenants is into something weird. Occult, freaky black magic weird. I want you to check it out for me.”

I let myself drift into my talent while the pretty young woman spoke, curious to see that there was a flood of teal available in my responses. Normally conversations like this just didn’t include that much positive outcome, but there were good things that could come out of this talk. As such, I didn’t hesitate much before stating, “Ok – I’m interested. Can you tell me anything about him? About what he’s doing?”

She shook her head, her gaze dropping down to stare at the floor while she answered. “No. Yes. Ok, so… do you know Mycah? Over in 214? He’s late on his rent. Two months late. Starting eviction notice late. One of his neighbors bitched about a weird smell coming from his place, so I stopped by to check it out.” She stopped there, bringing her eyes up to my face. The look of sudden concern she saw must have been pretty obvious, because she paused and held up both hands, “No, no, no – Edith saw him walking around yesterday, so it’s not like he stopped paying because he died. Edith is his neighbor in 215, she’s the one who complained.”

She took another deep breath, clearly affected by something more than typical slumlord dealings. “The smell was weird, too. Not rotten, or even… bad, but sharp. Aromatic, like some kind of weird flowers or plants or something. You can smell it all the way down the hallway. Anyway, I knocked on the door, just to check on him, no answer. Normally I’m supposed to give 24 hours notice before I check a place out, but if I think there’s danger, I can come in sooner. I used the master key, opened the door, and… that’s as far as I got. He has the whole living room cleared out, furniture all pushed to the side, candles lit everywhere, and some kind of circle on the floor. I don’t know what he’s doing, but…”

She shook her head, but didn't even pause as one hand came up to her chest to make the sign of the cross. “Dios mio, I don’t know what he’s doing, but I’m not going to be the one to check it out.” I blinked in surprise. Sara rarely slipped into Spanish, and it made me wonder how rattled she really was.

She kept talking, “Abuela would kill me if she heard I was even a little getting involved in anything like that. So. Fifty dollars off your next month’s rent if you go in, look around his apartment, see if the little twerp is ok, and clean up whatever he’s doing. Right now. Those candles were getting low, I don’t want my building catching on fire. If it really is magic he’s doing, I don’t want to know about it, if he’s… summoning devils to help him with his math homework, or doing voodoo to hex his old gym teacher or… whatever, just go in there and tell him to stop stinking up the hallway.”

A disarming chuckle finally escaped my lips as Sara finished her impromptu tirade, clearly feeling a little better at having gotten all of that off of her chest. She had spoken the last part in such a rush that I hadn’t had the chance to get a word in edgewise, but now that she had finished, I spoke immediately. “A hundred. Two hundred if there is anything actually magic going on. I’ll be honest and tell you. If I’m not sure, if it’s spooky but maybe he’s just trying something he found on 4chan, we split the difference and call it one-fifty.”

My gig-work had been slow this month, and while I was pretty sure I was going to make rent, a little extra buffer wouldn’t hurt anything. Also, I checked my Gift as quickly as I could, and there weren’t any bright warning signs in it, meaning even if she said no, I probably wouldn’t piss her off badly enough for consequences in the process. To my utter shock, the petite brunette nodded her assent almost instantly. “Deal. I’ll walk you to the hall and give you the master key. You check it out tonight, put out any candles, and do… whatever you can to stop any spooky shit you see, and I’ll knock some off your next payment. If it’s just stupid shit, let me know and I’ll get the cops in to evict his ass. If he’s hurt in there, we’ll call an ambulance. And then I’ll get the cops in to evict his ass.”

My apartment was on the third floor – the result of a promise I made myself after my first apartment, to never let anyone live directly above me – and on the opposite side of the building, so it took a few minutes for Sara and I to walk to Mycah’s apartment. I thought back as I did, trying to conjure an image of the man. Kid, really – I think I had only met him a couple of times, but had a vague recollection of a skinny scene kid, tall and gangly, looking like he only stopped haunting the Hot Topic because mall security kicked him out for staring again. The only reason I had caught his name was that he was one of the finalists at a Halloween party costume contest some of the residents had thrown. Thinking back, I couldn’t remember the details of what he had worn, except that the scepter he’d carried around with it had looked surprisingly well made.

To my surprise, Sara stopped walking before we turned on to the hallway that contained Mycah’s apartment. Even here, probably fifty feet away, I could start to pick up the astringent herbal scent my landlady warned me about. While not overpowering, it felt like the smell drifted straight up my nostrils and settled in roots at the back of my sinuses, leaving my whole face feeling slightly itchy. The brunette woman fished out a silver key with a worn lime-green cover and held it out to me, warning, “I will need that back,” as a fierce look crossed her eyes. It faded quickly, though, and she followed it with a quieter, “I’ll… I’m heading back to the main office. Stop by when you’re done. If I don’t hear back from you in an hour or two, I’m just calling the cops to be done with it.”

I took the key, nodding and reassuring her, “It’s probably nothing bad. If I’m worried, or he’s tripped up on drugs or something, I’ll just back out and come get you. If it’s something spooky and I don’t think I can handle it, I’ll run, slam the door behind me, and call some of my cousins...” I waited until Sara was nodding along at that before grinning, and adding, “...the Ghostbusters.”

I fled around the corner before Sara could process that entirely, laughing quietly to myself as I heard a few muttered curse words behind me. True to her word, though, the petite woman stayed behind, and I heard her start to head back towards the stairwell as I approached the apartment.

The smell grew stronger as I neared 214. I could tell immediately why Mycah’s neighbors would have complained – the faintly itchy feeling on my face intensified into an almost burning sensation through my sinuses, making me feel as though I wanted to sneeze all the way back into my throat. I swallowed a few times to try to bring it under control, stepped up to the door, and slid the key Sara provided into the lock.

The door opened easily enough, with no more than a hint of a creak. The apartment beyond mostly mirrored mine in layout, lending the space an eerie sense of not-quite familiarity. The interior of Mycah’s apartment was dark, lit only by a few oversized candles scattered around his mostly barren living room. I tried reaching inside and flicking the light switch by the door, but was disappointed when the overhead bulb flashed out immediately, dying before it had the chance to cast more than a split-second’s illumination.

I checked with my Gift before I actually took the first step past the apartment threshold. To my great relief, nearly the entire spectrum of outcomes for that limited action was a dull yellow – neither weal nor woe – with only a tiny hint of dull red to the side. That meant that I was in the realm of very little human intervention, with no free will to cloud my immediate future. That didn’t necessarily bode well for Mycah, but it was possible he was so asleep – or drugged – that he wasn’t in any position to wake up no matter what kind of stimulus he was exposed to.

Stepping into the apartment more fully, I began to walk very slowly and cautiously through the kitchen and towards the living room, checking my Gift every couple of steps. None of the outcomes my talent foretold spoke of anything unusual happening, either to my benefit or my detriment, so I continued until I could see clearly past the kitchen counter and into the space beyond. Past the living room, a single darkened door opened into the bedroom, with the bathroom beyond that, but there weren’t any lights on past the door frame, so I couldn’t make out any details. Instead, I focused on what I could see of the living room, slowly sweeping my gaze over an admittedly very occult looking tableau.

Seven candles were guttering sporadically, having burned down to lumps of wax that could barely support a flame. Five of them were set in some kind of glass holders to form the points of a star set into a circle of some kind of white powder. Peering into the dim light, I realized Mycah had actually pried the carpet up from the floor and shoved it to the side, revealing stained particle board underneath. The remaining two candles flanked a massively oversized book set on a short lectern, just tall enough to be read from a kneeling position. The book must have been more than a foot on each side, filled with hundreds of yellowed pages. It was open towards near the end, with only a few pages remaining, held in place by some kind of crystalline rod in the center. To either side of the lectern were about a dozen wooden bowls, most of which appeared to hold something, but it was difficult in the relative darkness to make out most of the contents.

To the right of the bowls, a couple feet outside of the circle on the floor, was a pair of converse sneakers, laces untied, one on its side. A little closer to the circle was a pair of what looked like socks, dropped onto the exposed subflooring.

At that point, I turned around, walked back to the front door of the apartment and closed it, quietly shutting myself inside. I very deliberately did not lock either the doorknob or the deadbolt.

I walked over to the edge of the kitchen and paused to check my Gift again. I wanted to take my time to very deliberately think through several possible actions that I might take, evaluating them to see how likely any of them were to bring me harm.

Walking around the edge of the living room to check out the bedroom: Very low chance of harm, very low chance of anything good.

Spending a minute to look through the kitchen: Low chance of harm, slight chance of moderate good.

Walking carefully over to the lectern and examining the book sitting on it: Low chance of harm, some chance of good, slight chance of… incredible harm.

I paused there for a moment, surprised. Most of the time when I was faced with possible different outcomes from my actions, it was down to the fact that I am myself quite human, with all the free will that implies. I’m also quite fallible, so if I have a chance to, for example, trip and fall onto something, my talent will pick that up as a chance of harm or danger. Usually, though, the outcomes of walking across a room were relatively bland and mild. Minor actions typically have correspondingly minor outcomes. In this case, though, something about my walking across a room to look at a book had a chance of causing something my Gift identified as catastrophic. I doubled down and tried to focus on that, spending a few moments thinking through some very granular and specific sets of actions. If I were to walk around the kitchen, nothing terribly bad was likely to happen – very small amounts of dull red. If I were to step just inside the living room, six feet from the edge of the circle, I got the same quantity of very bright crimson red. If I were to step to the edge of the circle, I got a slightly larger amount of brilliant crimson danger. Bracing myself, I looked to answer the inevitable question.

If I stepped into the circle, I would die.

The moment I pondered letting so much as a finger drift past the edge of what looked like a star in a circle drawn with salt in the middle of Mycah’s apartment, my Gift flashed a brighter scarlet than I think I had ever seen; at that moment I was pretty sure that stepping into traffic would produce a calmer shade. The violence of the response caused me to gasp and take an involuntary step back. When I stopped considering crossing the barrier, my Gift’s warning faded, and I paused to steady my breathing and let my heart stop racing quite as quickly. I considered just standing here, waiting to see what happened, and received a second shock: my Gift immediately flashed the same scarlet warning. Standing idle is no safer than crossing the barrier. As though reading my intentions, one of the candle flames flickered for just a moment despite the lack of breeze.

I immediately turned my talent on the notion of deliberately extinguishing one of the candles. Curiously, the outcome of that was divided into very clear areas of danger and safety.

I forced myself to calm down, realizing that the adrenaline pumping through my veins was clouding my use of my talent. Extinguishing a candle carried risks, but did not spell certain doom so I focused on the actions needed to extinguish a specific candle, stepping through each in turn. The outcomes for that were starkly divided. Blowing out the candles by the book would be relatively safe, with fringes of potential danger. Blowing out any of the candles around the edge of the circle brought the same immediate warning of terrible, unavoidable danger.

I knelt down and, one at a time, I worked my way through the steps which did not lead to my immediate demise, letting my Gift guide me down the only safe path I could find.

Reading the book, enunciating each word carefully and deliberately.

Reaching into each bowl in turn, scattering first dark brown powder into the air, then flakes of dried herb into the candles.

Raising my hands to form a sign with my fingers, mirroring an image in the book. More reading. More signs. More powder, which burns into a smoke, which in turn floats up and forms the outline of a humanoid figure in the center of the pentacle.

With a final turn of the page, I took the only action I could find which would not result in immediate death, calling out in nearly a shout, my tongue forming words that felt unfamiliar and uncomfortable in my mouth.

All at once, the shape that was outlined in the ritual circle coalesced with a flash of deepest crimson, a light the color of blood which shone through my eyelids even as I shut them to try to avoid being blinded. When eventually I opened my eyes some moments later, the light had gone out, and in its place was a woman, kneeling up and looking at me intently.

I have always been terrible at guessing ages, but would have put her in her early twenties, mid twenties at the latest. Her face was objectively gorgeous – symmetrical, clear cream colored skin, with bright green eyes framed by long dark eyelashes. Full lips of a deep purple that could not possibly be natural. Her hair was cut into a short pixie bob, bright blonde with narrow streaks of green, pink, purple, and red peppered throughout.

She was also entirely and completely naked, and apparently unconcerned about that fact. While I had more pressing concerns on my mind, I will admit that I took a few seconds to take in her appearance. It had been a while since I saw an attractive woman naked in person, and my libido was apparently as unconcerned with the recent horrendous danger as she was with her lack of attire.

She was slender – far more so than I usually preferred – and obviously fit, with well defined abs and thighs. Her breasts were modest, but distinctly feminine, topped by small, bright pink nipples that were standing at full attention. Her knees were close enough together that a sliver of whatever modesty she might have was preserved, but a tiny tuft of blonde hair, streaked with green and pink, was just visible.

As she saw me looking over her, she leaned forward, hands and face pressing up as though against an invisible pane of glass. Glancing down, I realized that the pane matched with the edge of the circle drawn in white powder below.

She spoke as I was trying to gather my wits about me, her voice lower, throatier than I would have expected from her appearance. “You should let me out so we can fuck. If you break the circle, I can make you feel so, so good.”

She writhed slightly against the invisible force holding her in, slowly insinuating her body against it, her breasts pressed flat against the air even as her eyes sought mine out and locked her gaze to mine. A delicate pink tongue slipped out from between her purple lips, moistening them quickly and adding a few seconds to the time it took me to form a response.

“I… you’re trapped in there, right? The ritual, I… It wasn’t mine. I’m not familiar with what exactly it was trying to accomplish. Are you… a succubus?”

I finally managed to tear my eyes from hers, glancing over towards the pair of shoes outside of the circle, before turning my eyes towards the woman once more.

She answered easily enough, no hint of shame or hesitation in her throaty voice. “No. I’m a Sin Demon. Very different. Succubi are lesser demons, usually servants of some demon lord or prince sent to gather human souls and essence.” She paused for a moment, slowly sinking back onto her heels, only to let her knees drift very slowly and deliberately apart to flash a glimpse of what lay within. “I’m a greater demon. Not a lord or a prince, but not lesser. I have enough power to stand on my own, owing allegiance to none, save now to you, my Master.”

The demon’s last words staggered me for a moment, and I was silent for long enough that she took the initiative to speak again. “You should fuck me now. Get your initial offering of sins out of the way. I can feel the lust within you. You want this body. You want to take that fat cock of yours and plunge it into me again, and again, and hear my moans, and feel…”

“Enough!” I cut her off, rising to my feet and nearly staggering into the circle as my legs, stressed from kneeling for most of an hour while I performed the ritual, threatened to give out in protest. “I… yes, obviously you’re very attractive, not exactly my type but…”

She interjected smoothly, clearly not offended, “Forgive me, Master. My shape was formed by the one who initiated the ritual. I cannot change it without being released and re-summoned.”

I shook off her comments, beginning to pace back and forth in the limited confines of the apartment. “Look… You’re hot. Fuckable, obviously, that’s not my point.” She preened a little at my words, and began to slowly rise to her feet, dragging her body up along the invisible wall that confined her in an obvious show of provocation. “My point is that I don’t know the details of the ritual. You say I’m your Master? Well I… uhh… I command you to tell me the details of what I just did.”

I paused for just a moment, speaking again even as she opened her mouth to reply. “Not in like… exhaustive detail. I don’t know how much of a literal genie you’re going to be about this whole thing, I just want to know what kind of ritual this was and how it affected you and me.”

She looked at me quizzically for a moment at that, stating carefully, “I am not a genie, though I have met a few if you are looking to contact them. I am a Sin Demon. Gluttony, Wrath, Sloth, Pride, Envy, Greed, Lust. These are my domains. That one…” A delicate looking hand gestured towards the pair of empty shoes outside the circle, without taking her eyes off of me. “Sought to bind me to his service, specifically in my aspect of Lust. He did not perform the ritual correctly, nor do I suspect he truly understood it. He entered my embrace while the ritual was incomplete, and very nearly released me into the world entirely untethered in the process.”

She let out a little sigh at that, a fond smile curling her lips up for a moment before she continued. “You completed the binding. For as long as you continue to provide me an offering of Sin on a daily basis, I remain in your service, and will obey your commands to the best of my considerable ability. I am prepared to unleash Wrath upon your enemies, make you the Envy of your friends, fulfill your Gluttonous urges, and indulge your every whim of Lust with this body. In exchange, you will provide me with that which I require. You may sate my needs however you wish. Indulge your Pride, lording over your lessers, and I will absorb it as a plant soaks in the sun. Swell with Greed as you take, take, take, more than you could ever possibly use.” Her voice began to rise in pitch, obvious excitement creeping into it as she continued. “Take for yourself that which causes your Envy – your neighbors should not have what you do not have. Smash aside those who cause you Wrath, let them feel your fury.”

Her left hand, apparently entirely absently, traced its way across her abdomen, sliding down between her thighs to begin rubbing a single well manicured finger across the lips of her pussy, slowly beginning to spread the moisture that I now recognized was dripping out of her wildly excited sex. “Or, of course, let me soak in your Lust. Exhaust yourself upon my body, give in to your most depraved desires, and I will serve you loyally and eagerly. Or fail to deliver what was promised to me, and release me from your service into this world.”

This time when I was silent, she gave me time to think and absorb her words. Or perhaps she was simply absorbed herself into what she was doing, as she continued to slowly and deliberately run the tip of a single delicate finger up and down her sex, occasionally letting it slip between her lips to gather more of her copious lubrication as she spread it on her pussy.

I took the time offered to check with my Gift, and was slightly astonished to discover that nearly all of the danger I had been sensing was gone. I was surprised further when I realized that despite being in the room with another living being, the readings of my immediate future were as sharply distinct as they were when I was alone in the room. The only free will acting on the situation was my own – this Sin Demon, whatever she was, possessed no will to muddy the possibilities.

I quickly checked to verify that there was no immediate harm in the action of breaking her containment. No red flashed across my vision, no sense of danger. In fact, the only things I could discover leading to my harm were if I took action to do so myself – and even then, only if I did so while leaving the Sin Demon in the circle. If, for example, I released her, and then took a kitchen knife to myself, she was apparently willing, and able, to prevent any harm from that act.

I took another appraising look at the woman who was now beginning to let the middle two fingers of her left hand push past the outer lips of her pussy, starting to finger herself in a standing position, leaning up against the invisible wall of the ritual chamber. Now that both she and I were standing, I realized that she was tiny, barely more than five feet tall. While she was fit, she was also slender, without any sort of bulging muscles or substantial fat on her body. Clearly, if she had the ability to stop harm from coming to me, there was more to her than met the eye, but my Gift was telling me that none of the futures which branched off from my releasing her lead to my harm.

I swallowed, hard and deliberately, and then stepped up to the circle. Reaching one foot forward, I carefully pushed my toe through the ring of powder.

Immediately, the Sin Demon surged forward. While she had been leaning against her containment moments before, she showed nothing but grace and languid fluidity as she pressed her naked body against mine the moment she was able. Through my clothes, I could feel firm small breasts press into my chest, and her entire body seemed to radiate heat as she moved her lips to my ear. “Thank you, Master. I promise you… my service will not disappoint.”

I opened my mouth to respond, only for her to slide the two fingers that she had been using to play with herself between my lips. I was greeted with a sharp, tangy, and almost spicy flavor that had me closing my eyes and sucking at her fingers hungrily. Even as I did so, I could feel her other hand wrapping around me, pulling me into her firmly. Despite her slender frame, there was considerable strength in her embrace, and while I had no particular desire to escape right now, I questioned whether I would even be able to. My hands rose up on their own, cupping her backside and finding that each of her cheeks fit nicely into my palms, firm and only slightly yielding to my clutching fingers.

With her lips still pressed to my ear, I felt her hot breath wash over me as she spoke in that throaty voice of hers, words quiet and intense. “I want you to fucking rut in me, Master. You and I are going to fuck so much, and later I will take the time to bring your lust to a boil before you give into it, but right now I need you to slake your lust on this body.”

She let her fingers slide from between my lips as she finished, instead trailing them down my body and letting her hand undo the zipper of my pants with a single motion. I felt her fingertips quest their way through my fly, slipping into my boxers, and I couldn’t help but let out a groan of need and relief as her hand wrapped itself around my cock. I couldn’t be certain, but I was fairly sure I had been rock hard from the very moment my eyes set upon her in the circle, and now that I could feel her working her wrist to stroke me in short motions, I desperately needed even more from her still.

My eyes darted over to the darkened door to the bedroom, and as though she could sense my gaze, the Sin Demon slid her fingers free, releasing my dick and causing me to gasp in protest. Instead, she wiggled delightfully, somehow escaping my hands which still desperately longed to cup her firm ass, and strutted her way into the bedroom.

With very little conscious thought contributing to the decision, I followed. Whatever warnings or advice my Gift might offer were a distant haze in my mind. By the time I reached Mycah’s bedroom, the Sin Demon was lying down on top of a shockingly neatly made bed, on her back atop the blankets with her knees bent and her feet pulled up to her ass to give me the best possible view of a pussy that was pink, gushing fluid, and spread open to welcome me. Her green eyes looked across the small room at me from between her raised knees, purple lips parted as she breathed hard, panting out, “Master… please…”

I’m not entirely sure at what point my clothes were removed, but somewhere between the doorway of the bedroom and the foot of the bed itself, I found myself naked. My cock stood out ahead of me, quite possibly harder than I had ever been in my life prior, and it took me only a few moments to slide my body on top of hers. One of her arms wrapped around my shoulders, urging me closer, while her other hand slid down between us. I could feel her fingers grasping my cock, lining me up with her slit, even as her hips rose up off of the bed to meet me. I allowed myself to be guided, and in a single smooth stroke, buried myself hard into her pussy. Her entire body rocked as I did so, a deep moan escaping her lips as she flung her head back, hips rocking forward to meet my thrust. “Oh Fuck, Master… more please… fuck me more…”

I gave the woman what she wanted. I pulled my hips back, her pussy dragging at me, embracing me, trying its best to keep my cock inside her, only to give way and welcome me back as I thrust forward again. The inside of her body was molten hot, and my cock seemed more sensitive than normal, every nerve ending lighting up with rapture as her cunt hungrily devoured everything I had to give.

The Sin Demon’s back arched as I gave her what she had been begging for since she arrived. Her breasts, small but incredibly firm, barely gave way as she pushed them towards me. I accepted her offering, lowering my own head to wrap my mouth around one taut nipple, then the other, drawing further encouraging moans from her. “Oh Master yes… bite them, suck them, play with them. Every lustful urge you have, sate it upon this body. Your body. My body is yours, my Master!”

My hips pulled back, then slammed into hers, even as I let my teeth bite down on her nipple, feeling the tight nub yield to my advances. I began to let out my own moans as the feeling of the Sin Devil’s pussy grabbing and rubbing at my cock with every thrust started to urge me towards orgasm. Her hands wrapped around me, grabbing at my body, and I found myself with my head pressed to hers, her lips so close to my ear that I could feel her hot breath on my skin as she urged, “Fill my cunt. Fuck, fuck, yes, fill me. Soon enough you can take me however, whenever, wherever you want, but right now let me feel you fill my needy, greedy little pussy with your cum. My Master’s cum. Please please please yess…..”

I could feel the orgasm taking the Sin Demon even as my hips continued to slam into her, the tightness of her pussy doing everything it could to push at my cock, even as her hips lined up to ensure I could keep up the rhythm of fucking her as hard and as fast as I was able.

A moment later, I could feel another flutter of her pussy around my cock as another orgasm rocked her body, leading to her fingernails lightly raking across my back, and that was enough. I could feel my orgasm tipping over the edge, and my entire body rocked, my hips pressing forward as I buried myself as deeply inside my Demon as I was able, claiming her. Spurt after spurt of my cum filled her, pushing forward into her molten pussy, filling it and marking it as my own, even as she moaned into my ears. “Yes, yes, yes, a thousand times yes, make. Me. Yours!”

What felt like an eternity later, I collapsed atop her, still buried inside a pussy that now slowly squeezed around my cock, milking me for the last drops I had within me. It took me a moment to realize I must be crushing her under my weight, but she surprised me when, as I moved to shift my weight off of her, she instead wriggled her hips to bring them closer to my own and squeezed both her arms around my body. “Mmm please, Master. Let me enjoy this a little longer. Don’t worry – I can take it.”

I breathlessly collapsed atop her, letting her body support me, panting gently as I attempted to catch my breath. Her hips continued to writhe, and when I opened my eyes to look at her, I discovered hers were closed, an expression of rapture on her face, dark purple lips parted in ecstatic pleasure.

Eventually, the sensations started to become too much for me, and I shifted my hips back. Her arms squeezed around me once, as though to prevent me from leaving, then released, letting me push myself back up and causing my cock to slip free of her molten embrace. I gasped a little at the sudden change, but then allowed myself to slump to the side, my body still pressed to hers. Her voice was sleepy and warm, her eyes still closed as she murmured, “Yes… now sleep, Master. More fucking in the morning. Sleep now…”

I felt my eyelids slide shut as I began to give in to Sloth.


CHAPTER TWO


A FLASH OF warning from my Gift caused my eyes to shoot open abruptly and I pushed myself up off of the Sin Demon, still atop the covers of Mycah’s bed. The sudden jolt of adrenaline fended off the drowsiness that threatened to consume me, and my eyes suddenly roamed wildly around the room. “No, no, can’t sleep. Sara, I need to let Sara know what happened.”

My breathing gradually normalized and I pulled myself up to sit on the edge of the bed, pausing to collect myself. When I stood and looked back at the Sin Demon, I discovered two problems I needed to deal with before I could inform my landlady of the results of my investigation. The first was that my new… companion? Servant? Familiar? …was fast asleep, apparently undisturbed by my recent motion.

The second was that she was still quite naked, and that would make getting her back to my apartment without giving some extremely awkward explanations extremely difficult.

Much to my surprise, the second problem proved far simpler to solve than the first. Glancing around Mycah’s bedroom, I discovered a couple shopping bags which proved to be filled with freshly purchased women’s clothing. Pulling out the top item, a My Chemical Romance t-shirt, I couldn’t help but gag a little. Apparently the demon’s original summoner had planned to dress up his new toy to fit his preferred style. Still, it looked like it would fit, and it solved a problem, so I quickly assembled an outfit for her and tossed the items onto the bed.

I then discovered that waking a demon with associations to Sloth was a bigger challenge than I had originally anticipated. It took a full five minutes to get her conscious enough to understand my words, at which point whatever bond we shared kicked in and she rose into a sitting position, emerald eyes taking in the room and the new garments I laid out.

When instructed, the demon donned them without hesitation, and while I wouldn’t have picked out either the long skirt with entirely extraneous zippers and chains, nor the black tee with an artistic depiction of an oversized heart bursting out of a ribcage myself, I had to admit they worked for her. The multicolored hair she rocked certainly helped complete the picture, and while she would still attract attention, at least now it would be more of the ‘unwelcome come-ons’ type and less ‘why are you bringing a prostitute to our apartment complex and why is she already naked?’

The extremely chunky boots were even the right size for her, and brought her head up to nearly nose height on me.

As the next step of my plan, I gathered up the remaining bags of clothes and handed them to her, letting her carry them, and quickly extinguished all of the candles. As I walked her back out of Mycah’s apartment, I paused to gather up the tome he had used to perform the summoning, carrying it with me and locking the door behind us. I then lead the way back to my own apartment and left her there with instructions not to answer the phone or the door. And then, after a few moments consideration, I hesitantly added, “...unless I’m not back in the next day, at which point I guess answer the door if someone knocks?”

Thoughts and contingencies spun through my head as I tried to figure out how to handle the sudden weight of responsibility which had been dropped on me by Mycah’s indiscretion, and my head was still full of what-ifs when I knocked at Sara’s door to give my report.

I probably looked a mess, and was so distracted that I had no real idea what she thought was happening, but I managed to stumble my way through an extremely simplified explanation. Mycah was meddling in magic he didn’t understand, and is gone now. The apartment would need repairs and a professional cleaning, but nothing in there was dangerous anymore. Sara could call the police if she wanted, but there was no sign of anything they were likely to pick up as evidence of a crime, so she could probably treat this as a renter simply walking out.

I knew that happened on a not infrequent basis. The people who lived in these apartments weren’t usually in great financial shape, so sometimes they just… left, without telling anyone they were going. Mycah’s disappearance might raise some eyebrows eventually, but since his body seemed to be fully discorporated from the world it’s not like there would be murder charges against anyone. Quite frankly, as far as I was concerned, the man committed suicide in an overly elaborate ritual.

Still, I didn’t want to burden Sara with any of those details, so I kept the explanations vague, reassuring her as best I could, and even offering to go in ahead of the cleaning crew to take care of some of the more occult elements and try to make the place look a little more… normal. I returned the key to her, and headed back to my apartment while she thought over her own next steps.

On opening the door to my apartment, I did not immediately see the Sin Demon, so I assumed – and hoped – that meant she was in either the bedroom or the bathroom, rather than wandering the world. I did, however, see an empty freezer bag and an entire pile of empty corn husks, which caused a sinking sensation in my chest as I realized I no longer had leftovers of the tamales Manny gave me. Closing the door behind me, it only took a few moments to cross the short distance to my bedroom door, where I saw a lump under the covers of my bed that could only have been the Sin Demon.

Gluttony and Sloth, both hard at work.

Exhausted though I was, rather than join her in my bed, I popped another beer and sat down on my couch to think, and plan, trying to decide how best to move on with this sudden complication in my life. I grabbed my aging laptop, opened up an ancient word processor, and started typing out bullet points to consider.

	I now have a Sin Demon “bound to me”.
	She does not appear to have free will. 
⁃ Does that mean she acts according to her nature? Laws? Something else?
⁃ I should ask her when she wakes up.


	I really need to find out what her name is, I can’t keep thinking of her just as “Sin Demon”.
	What does this mean about my understanding of our worlds cosmology? 
⁃ Are heaven and hell real?
⁃ The sins she mentioned are the ones the Catholics always go on about - does that mean they’re right about everything?
⁃ Can she tell me more about that?


	What are my responsibilities here?
	I didn’t sign up for this.
	I have a literal fucking Sin Demon bound to me!! 
⁃ WTF?

	I think she said that if I don’t give her offerings of sin, whatever that means, the bond breaks and she goes free. 
⁃ I do not want to be responsible for … whatever that would lead to.
⁃ I need to get details for what exactly I need to do to avoid that.


	She took her own initiative on things, but she also seems to have to do what I tell her to do.
	I need to come up with a list of guidelines.
	Mycah was creepy as fuck. 
⁃ Fuck that guy.

	Sin Demon. She is super hot, and DTF. And bound to me. 
⁃ All the time? Can I keep up with whatever she needs for that?

I drained the last of my beer and set the empty can aside, staring at the blinking cursor next to a blank bullet point, trying to figure out if there were more I needed to consider. Probably, but that list was certainly enough to keep me occupied for a while.
After a few moments, I opened a new document to give me a fresh workspace, and started brainstorming ideas for some rules and instructions to give her. On the one hand, I wasn’t really about the whole magical obedient sex slave thing which Mycah was apparently going for, so I tried to avoid going too far in that direction, but on the other hand – judging from the demolished remains of my tamales – I probably needed to do something to rein in her excesses.
I spent a few minutes typing out ideas, occasionally going back and changing or sometimes even outright deleting them only to start over. I even consulted my Gift – while this wasn’t exactly the sort of thing it was better at, I was able to get some very broad sweeping feedback to steer me away from absolute disasters. Eventually, I arrived at a list of rules that – while it would need to be updated soon, was a comfortable starting point..
Do not kill any humans, unless explicitly instructed to do so, or if the alternative is your Master’s death.
Do not tell anyone who does not already know that you aren’t human.
Tell your Master if he needs to provide you with an offering of Sin with at least 4 hours to spare.
Tell your Master if you are uncomfortable with anything asked of you.
I stopped there, recognizing that there were whole worlds of rules and orders and restrictions I could place, but that doing so was… a whole thing. Both a project that I would need more input on if I were to attempt it, but also something that might not even be necessary. I closed the laptop and set it down, then walked over to my bedroom to where the Sin Demon continued to slumber, just a hint of blonde and green visible past blankets she had pulled way up.
Figuring both that modesty was a thing of the past with the demon, and that I wasn’t prepared to be kicked out of my own bed, I shucked my clothes and crawled under the covers beside her. She stirred only slightly as I lay down, shifting to snuggle up against me without making a sound, leaving me as the big spoon as I very quickly slipped into slumber.

I awoke confused, a night of shallow sleep and discordant dreams transitioning to the feel of a pair of lips bobbing up and down around my cock. I was lying on my back, and when I managed to open my eyes a few minutes later, I took in the familiar sight of my own bedroom ceiling. The mouth working its way around my dick hadn’t slowed at all in that time, moving steadily with swirls of tongue and gentle suction to send waves of pleasure up my spine.
I shifted just slightly, lifting my head enough to look down my body, revealing that whoever was doing their best to coax my cum out of me was covered entirely by my blankets. When I moved, though, their pace quickened and I started to both hear and feel the moans she let out. I managed to muster the presence of mind to push the blankets back, revealing the Sin Demon, curled up between my legs, purple lips making themselves at home around my cock. Her bright green eyes were wide open and adeptly staring up toward my face, and as the faint light that filtered through the curtains illuminated her face, I lost myself in them for a time.
She seemed to be in no rush, and showed no sign of tiring. I idly wondered if the body she was wearing – something apparently designed by Mycah for her to wear, suffered the same kinds of fatigue that actual humans did. I had never sucked a dick personally, but was quite glad that there were people in the world who did. I also knew that moving your head back and forth (or in this case, up and down) repeatedly caused some strain on the neck, which the Sin Demon didn’t seem to be feeling at all.
I let my head drop back to the pillow, closing my eyes again and just basking in the lips and tongue focused on bringing me pleasure. As I did so, she changed her pacing, slowing down and moving her head in long motions that took her lips from barely covering the head of my cock to wrapped around the base of it. I felt her swallow as she did so, and realized that I was buried in her throat at the end of each motion, with no signs of discomfort from her. Quite the opposite – as soon as I realized what was happening, her own moans intensified in response to the surge of lust that ran through my body.
That set off a feedback loop – I raised my head to look down at the Sin Demon, and the sight of brightly colored hair enthusiastically moving in my lap as she deep throated me sent another surge of lust from my cock all the way through my body. That caused her, in turn, to shiver and slide one of her hands between her legs. Once I realized she was playing with herself, I quickly pushed over the edge, grunting out a warning as best I could as my orgasm raced through my body.
In response, she shoved her head down, swallowing every spurt of cum I had to offer. Her entire body went stiff, shaking as she came while swallowing my seed. The feel of her throat pulsing around my cock as I came was exquisitely intense, and my vision actually went dim as all of my consciousness was occupied. Only when I was able to blink myself to awareness did she move, her mouth disengaging from my dick with a ‘pop’ that broke the sudden silence in the room. She smiled brightly up at me, her purple lips pulling back to reveal a brilliant white smile as she greeted, “Good morning, Master! That was an excellent offering of Lust. I look forward to many, many more like it.”

Thirty minutes later, I was seated on my couch, with my laptop open in front of me and a cup of coffee in my hand, wearing the comfiest pajama pants and one of my oldest t-shirts. The Sin Demon was slowly making a circuit of my apartment, examining everything it held with open curiosity.
We hadn’t found any casual clothes in the outfits Mycah purchased, and while the Demon held no reservations at all about remaining naked, I found that to be distracting in the extreme. As such, I had found an old band shirt I got at a friend’s show, and instructed her to wear at least that. None of my pants would stay up around her waist, so she was naked otherwise, but the shirt was long enough on her that even when she went on tip-toe to peer behind my TV, at least a little modesty was preserved. Or would have been, had she held any modesty in the first place.
Look, I was able to focus on my laptop a little, and that was enough for the moment.
I had my list of bullet point thoughts pulled up and was trying to decide where to start, eventually deciding to go for what was probably the easiest one to tackle. I raised my gaze to the Sin Demon and asked, “What is your name?”
She turned, setting down the PlayStation controller she had been examining and giving me another brilliant smile. “My name is ‘__________’!”
Static seemed to fill my ears as she spoke, and I shook my head gently to try to clear it away, before asking, “I’m… sorry, could you please repeat that? I couldn’t… I didn’t… I didn’t quite catch it.”
A brief look of concern touched her features as she repeated, slowly and carefully, “My name is ‘__________’.” Again, while I could watch her lips move and clearly enunciate something, the only thing my mind processed was a burst of what might as well have been white noise. I shook my head again.
“One more time, please. I… I think something magic is happening, but I’m not entirely sure what.”
A look of understanding came over her, and she nodded slowly. “My name is ‘__________’. I think that it might not translate well to this kind of communication. It isn’t exactly intended to be spoken by moving air across vibrating membranes.”
I leaned forward and added a line to my notes: Find out what kinds of communication she usually uses, and is capable of.
I then thought for just a moment and added another line: Find out what she’s capable of. Period.
Looking back at the Demon I realized that while I was typing, she had quickly and almost silently moved across the room to stand beside me, peering down to watch me interacting with the laptop. She spoke, her voice curious, “That device you have – you’re using it to translate thoughts into bits of electricity, aren’t you? Thoughts into muscle impulses into electrical circuits and back into electricity. That is a fascinatingly inefficient way to store a thought.”
I typed out another line. Find out how Demons (just Sin Demons?) store thoughts. I then turned to her and asked, “Ok, your actual name isn’t going to work, but… what should I call you? I can’t just keep calling you ‘Sin Demon’, or ‘You’.”
She smiled brightly once more, sitting down next to me on the couch as she proclaimed, “You may call me whatever you wish, Master. You need but tell me how you wish to address me – Demon, Mistress, Slave, Pet, Goddess, Fuckhole, all words are but crude translations of the representation of me that exists in your mind. Pick the word or name that fits best to you and use it, and as long as you mean me, it will be my name.”
Even as I began to ponder not just the name I would call her, but the deeper implications of her words, I was pulled from my musings by a soft knock at my door. I quickly rose and walked to it, peering through the peephole to see Sara standing on the other side looking nervous.
I opened the door a few inches so I could address her, smiling at my landlord and greeting her. “Hey Sara! What’s up?”
She started just a little as the door opened, but quickly refocused and spoke with a quiet voice designed not to carry down the apartment hallway. “That… thing you took care of yesterday? The police have come and gone, and they’re going to clean his room out today. I wanted to give you the chance to clean it up and take care of whatever else you were going to do there.”
I jumped and let out a decidedly unmanly yelp as a voice right next to me said, “This one is cute! You should bring her to bed with us!”
I spun my head to the side to discover the Sin Demon had apparently joined me at the door silently, and was peering around me to look at Sara, who was raising an eyebrow at me and smirking. My head turned back and forth between the two women for a few moments, before I managed to stutter out, “Sara, this is… my girlfriend… Sin… Cindy. Cindy, this is Sara, my landlord. Well, I say landlord – really, she’s the person who was hired to manage this building. She doesn’t own it anymore than I do.”
I realized I was babbling and very deliberately shut my mouth. The Sin Demon – who I supposed I was now calling Cindy – wrapped both of her arms around my waist and molded herself to my side, still wearing nothing but one of my t-shirts.
Sara said nothing for a moment, her eyes flicking up and down the narrow view she had through the door, until eventually she spoke in her ‘professional’ clipped tones. “Pleasure to meet you, ‘Cindy.’ Jack, I didn’t know you had a girlfriend, you should have mentioned her. The cleaning crew will be here by noon, please finish up whatever you’re going to do before they arrive.” She handed over the key once more, before whirling and heading out without further ado.
The moment the door shut, Cindy practically climbed my side to whisper into my ear. “She wants you. She’s off-put because she thought she could have you all to herself, but she would accept an invitation into your bed. She would even welcome me into it, though she would lie to herself about why she was doing it the whole time.”
I left that comment to stand as it was, gently disentangling myself from Cindy and moving back to the couch. I opened the laptop once more, invited my Sin Demon to seat herself, and started asking questions.



CHAPTER THREE


SEATED ON A couch in the tiny living room of my cheap apartment, next to a slender woman of barely five feet in height, with punky multicolored hair, who was wearing only one of my old t-shirts, I swallowed hard and tried to focus.

That was harder than I expected, for a couple of reasons. For one, there was a part of my brain that refused to allow me to forget the fact that Cindy was not human. She was a Sin Demon – apparently – and I didn’t know enough about them to know exactly what that actually meant. The word ‘demon’ carried a dictionary’s worth of definitions and connotations, but I had no idea how grounded in reality they were.

For another, she kept rubbing one pale, slender leg up and down along mine. I emptied a load of cum down her throat less than an hour ago, but she was doing her best to make me forget I even had a refractory period.

I pushed forward regardless, looking between the scattered notes I had written for myself on my laptop, and the Demon I was now calling Cindy.

“Ok, the first thing I want to do before I ask any more questions – or let you pull me back into bed – is clear up a couple of things. Here’s my first question for you: Are you OK with what happened to you? With being summoned here from… wherever you’re from, and bound to me.” That wasn’t actually the first question I had intended to ask, but as soon as I opened my mouth I realized that it had been hanging around my head almost since I completed my ex-neighbor Mycah’s botched summoning ritual – saving myself, and quite possibly my entire apartment complex in the process.

Cindy did not hesitate for even a moment before answering, her voice smooth and surprisingly husky for such a slight frame. “Yes, I am extremely OK with having been summoned and bound.”

I waited for a moment to see if she would elaborate, but the only additional reply was her leg sliding slowly over mine as she began to rotate along the couch, shifting herself to lay perpendicular to me, with her head resting on the arm. I considered briefly, trying to figure out how to word the question so I would get the information I actually wanted from her without having to ask follow-up questions every ten words.

“I am not the person who set up the ritual that summoned you. I didn’t set out to bind you to me – and we’ll get into that more in a minute – and while I don’t know for certain what Mycah had in mind, I’m pretty sure he was just looking for a sex slave that couldn’t say no. You made your feelings on having sex with me pretty clear, I think, but I don’t want to take away your choice, and I don’t know enough about the ritual to know if that was built into the whole thing. I’m not trying to rape you. I never wanted that, and while I’m pretty sure what we did yesterday and this morning wasn’t rape, if the ritual took away your ability to say no, and made you jump my bones, then I think it actually was, and I should have stopped it.”

I paused there, but as I hadn’t actually asked Cindy a question, her reply was to look back up at me from her reclined position, smirk, and push her slender thighs apart to flash her pussy at me under the old band shirt she was wearing. Her pubic hair was as multicolored as the hair on her head, though it existed only as a small tuft above lips that were otherwise bare. I hadn’t noticed yesterday, but it was shaped into a heart.

I swallowed hard and looked back to my laptop to help my focus. “Was your ability to say no taken away by the ritual? Was the sex we had yesterday rape?” My voice threatened to crack at the very end of my question, but I managed to hold it steady.

I looked back, staring into her bright green eyes as she answered immediately. “The first question is more complex, so I will start with the second. No. You are not denotatively capable of raping me.” The answer caused a flood of relief to release tension I had not realized I was holding, and she waited a bit as my body relaxed before continuing to speak. “You appear to be thinking of me the way you would think of a human woman who was bound by magic and controlled. Such magic exists – Given sufficient time, I believe I could source and teach that to you – but I am not a human woman. I am a Sin Demon. As a Demon, when I am not on the mortal plane, I reside in the hells. I balance the majority of my time between dominating the lesser beings that would seek to rise up and consume my essence to feed their own power, and striving to improve my own potency, that I might eventually rise to domination. I do not choose to do these things, they simply are.”

She paused for a moment, studying my face to ensure understanding before continuing. “As a Sin Demon specifically, I am composed of Lust, Envy, Greed, Sloth, Wrath, Pride, and Gluttony. These are my goals, my power, my sustenance, and my physical material. If you somehow broke me down into my base components, you would not find the oxygen, hydrogen, nitrogen, carbon, and other such items that make up a human. You would find Lust, Envy, Greed, Sloth, Wrath, Pride, and Gluttony. I am those things, and those things are me. I cannot not embody Lust anymore than you can not embody Carbon. My ability to say no was not impacted by the ritual because I am, and I will continue, to be Wrath, and Pride, and Gluttony, just as you will continue to be Oxygen and Nitrogen and Calcium.”

I looked down into my lap, where her feet now rested, and let one of my hands reach out to stroke along her leg. It was flawlessly smooth – Mycah’s design for her did not apparently include leg hair, or even the ability to grow it. My fingers glided along her skin of their own volition as I asked, “Ok, so you are those things, and… I could already tell from my own Gifts that you are going to act according to your nature. That’s actually how I was able to correct the summoning, otherwise I probably would have wound up like Mycah. Your ability to say no wasn’t impacted, because you didn’t have the ability to say no to begin with. Not to your own nature, at least.”

“Correct.” Cindy slid one leg against the other, writhing pleasantly under my touch. “In fact, I now have considerably more flexibility in my behavior because I am bound to you than I did before the ritual. I am still a Sin Demon, but a little of your free will is going to leak through the bond. Mostly that will be in direct response to your orders, which allow me to perform actions that would otherwise be impossible due to my nature, but also because the nature of the bond mingles our essences where they touch. Being bound to a human makes me more than I would otherwise ever be. I Envy humans for that gift. It is one of two reasons I permitted the ritual to be completed.”

I raised an eyebrow at that, both because of the wording of the Demon’s final sentence, and the incomplete nature of the information she was providing. “What was the other reason? And what would you have done to stop the ritual? You were stuck in that circle, right?”

Even as I asked my rapid fire questions, Cindy’s hand reached out to guide my fingers higher up her leg, so that I was stroking her thighs rather than her calves and shins. She continued to wriggle and writhe slightly, showing every sign of enjoying my touch, so I let my fingers quest and wander and explore on their own, loving the sensation of creamy smooth skin beneath my fingertips.

“The other reason is that being in the hells is a monotonous existence, where the scraps of Sin which fuel me and allow me to improve my powers are few and far between. I have already received more Sin in the hours I have spent on the mortal plane than I would have in perhaps a year in the hells. It is possible that I would have lost essence in that time as well, should I have encountered a greater demon than myself. Demons do not generate Sin, in the hells we either fight over what already exists, or seek to absorb that which permeates the membrane between worlds. Here on the mortal plane, Sin flows freely, generated by your actions and your wills.”

Her hand guided my fingers yet higher up her thighs, and I suddenly encountered moisture, realizing that as she spoke, the Demon had brought me in contact with her extremely wet pussy. My fingertips glided lightly over her outer lips, not pushing within, but reassured by her earlier words I allowed myself to touch and explore the evidence of her arousal.

“And what I would have done to stop the ritual was leave. Mycah provided enough essence that I could have returned to the hells richer and more powerful than I left. I could not have escaped the circle into the mortal world, but I could have returned to the hells before you even arrived, let alone finished the ritual. I remained because by doing so, I would either be bound to a human or the circle would have been broken when the room caught fire. Both options would have resulted in a longer stay on this world and additional Sin. Now that you have bound me, you will either provide me with regular infusions of Sin in exchange for my absolute obedience, or you will break the pact and release me into the world. I will then gather Sin on my own until something occurs to cause me to return to the hells, and I will do so vastly richer and more powerful than I would be had I spent that time in the hells.”

My fingers began to gently push forward, feeling molten heat from inside the Sin Demon’s pussy as I explored her body. Her pussy gushed fluid in response, pulsing and squeezing down, but with only the tips of my fingers penetrating her that mostly meant I could feel her pushing against me without being captured. Despite that, her voice remained steady and her words were delivered smoothly. As I glanced up to her face, I saw that her bright eyes were heavily lidded, the Lust I felt as I played with her clearly having an effect.

Without moving my hand, I pounced on one of the points she raised. “So you do have to obey me? And that doesn’t bother you?”

She began to slowly wriggle and lift her hips, writhing gently on the couch to make her cunt more easily accessible to my fingers. “Yes, Master. No, Master. I will perform any action you instruct me to, to the best of my ability. Doing so does not bother me. As I explained, I am Sin. As long as you continue to provide me with Sin, I am made more. It does not matter to me whether you provide me with Lust by commanding me to service every living being in this city, or provide me with Pride by seating me at a sporting event to bask in the crowd’s collective admiration of their team. I would do both with a smile on my face and be made richer by either.”

She lifted her right leg, pulling her knee back carefully to avoid jostling my hand, then displayed some impressive flexibility by slowly extending it up over my shoulder so it rested on the back of the couch. This placed me between her legs, and caused the lips of her pussy to finally push apart, revealing glistening pink flesh within. Her hips continued to rock slightly, encouraging me to keep up my exploration of her body as she added, “And if you do neither, I will eventually become free of our Bond and will seek to enrich myself without you.”

I let my index finger slowly sink itself into her pussy, feeling it grip and squeeze tightly around me. Her muscle control was incredible, and she was so tight I wondered to myself how she was able to take my cock, when she was so snug around a single digit. Somehow, the surreal nature of our conversation continuing even while I fingered her made the whole encounter even more erotic.

Cindy was, in this form, a picture of youthful punk beauty. She would have fit in at any punk or emo event in the city, and would have been one of the hottest women there. Maybe the hottest, depending on your taste. Her features were fine, delicate, and symmetrical. She was slender and short, but clearly of full sexual maturity, and she owned that sexuality, oozing it from… I realized she didn’t necessarily have pores to ooze sexuality from, but resolved to ignore that for the moment. Instead, I rotated to face her, my eyes switching from her nearly elfin face to the cunt she was spreading her legs wide to expose to me. My finger began to slide back and forth deliberately, feeling the way she squeezed and pulsed around me, each ridge and ripple inside of her bringing another layer of titillation to the act of fingering her.

Despite all of that, she was speaking clearly and intelligently, and educating me on topics I probably couldn’t have even thought to ask about without her entering my life. I rotated my hand slightly, curling my finger slightly so it could rub against the slightly rougher patch at the top of her pussy, making her moan gently as I summarized, “Ok, so as long as I continue to feed you with Sin, you will be happy no matter what I command you to do. You entered into this arrangement willingly – or as close to that as you’re able to, since you don’t have ‘will’ exactly – and are continuing to get the thing out of it that you need. You will obey my every command as best you are able, and I physically cannot rape you, because you are – again, willing isn’t the right word, but receptive to lust, as long as I lust for you. Is that all correct?”

She pushed her hips down, scooting her whole body a little closer to me in an attempt to force more of my finger into her cunt, even as she answered. “Nearly. You are not denotatively capable of raping me. You could physically perform the actions necessary, but are unable to meet the definition of the word. Also, it is Lust, not lust. The latter leads to the former, but it is Lust which I require, not lust.”

Somehow, I could feel a difference between the two words, though as far as my ears could discern, they were pronounced the same. I didn’t bother to quibble over the point, having gathered at least the idea of the distinction well enough to not want to get side-tracked.

My hand pulled back, continuing to finger Cindy’s extremely welcoming and needy pussy, without allowing her to push me any deeper inside her. Instead, I continued my slow and deliberate rhythm of pushing my finger just a couple inches inside her, and then pulling it back out, adjusting to her motions no matter how her hips squirmed.

“Ok, then I am going to offer you a command which will stand in perpetuity, unless I countermand it later. Three commands, actually. First; I command you to tell me if you have not received enough Sin and the bond is going to break, with enough time to do something about it. Four hours advance notice at least, or more if you believe that circumstances require it.”

Denied more of my finger, Cindy instead used her hands to push my t-shirt up to her neck, revealing small pert breasts with extremely stiff pink nipples. Her hands crawled up her own body languidly, beginning to tease and play with them as she responded simply, “Yes, Master.”

I continued. “Second, you are commanded to not kill any humans, unless doing so is the only way you are able to prevent me from being killed, or I specifically instruct you to do so. I’m going to tell you to try to not harm humans in general as well, but I know there’s all kinds of potential challenges and wiggle room in that one, so I will leave that part vague. The killing part is firm, though.”

I slowly withdrew my finger from her pussy – no matter how it tried to squeeze and trap it – only to re-insert both my index and middle finger. Given how tight the fit around one finger was, I expected heavy resistance, but found that it was only slightly harder to push two fingers into her than one. She remained snug – tight, even – but relaxed just enough to barely accept everything I gave her.

“Yes, Master.” Cindy’s hands grasped and squeezed at her breasts, clutching them tightly enough that when she released them a few moments later, I could see faint impressions of her fingers. Then she grabbed and squeezed her own nipples so hard that when she released them they were momentarily pale, before the pink rushed back in.

“Third, you are not to reveal that you aren’t human to any humans who do not already know. I know you aren’t going to behave exactly like a human woman would, that’s fine, but don’t go announcing your status as a Sin Demon to anyone. It’s going to be challenging enough to integrate you into… well… everything, as it is.”

Cindy’s cunt squeezed hard around my fingers and she moaned loudly – probably loud enough for the neighbors on either side to hear, if they were home, and then called out an ecstatic, “Yes, Master!” Her hands once more grabbed at her breasts, her hips rising up off the couch, again seeking to push my fingers deeper inside of her, even as she squeezed her eyes closed.

I couldn’t help the grin that touched my lips as I watched her writhing under my touch, her literally Sinful body reacting so very positively to my attentions. I let my thumb begin to play back and forth over her very stiff clit, gliding over the nub thanks to the copious lubrication she let out, causing her to gasp and stiffen suddenly.

“Oh, and a fourth command, for right now.”

I paused for just a moment, thumb flexing along her clit and the two fingers in her pussy beckoning within her.

“Cum.”

She let out a long moan, which began wordlessly, before transitioning into an outpouring of semi-coherent words. “Yesfuckyes Master, yesoh yesoh yesyesyesfuuuucckkkkkkkkk!” Her body went rigid, then started shuddering and shaking against me as she came on my hand. Her pussy squeezed hard around my fingers, so I stopped moving them, instead finally just letting her rub out her pleasure on my digits as I enjoyed the look and feel of a pretty woman brought to orgasm on my couch.

Eventually, she slumped onto the couch, and I let my fingers slip from her pussy. Smiling brightly, I announced, “Ok, more questions later! For now – get dressed. Actually – shower first, then we get dressed and clean up Mycah’s ritual before the professionals get here.”


CHAPTER FOUR


IT TOOK ME less time than I expected to gather up everything directly related to the ritual that bound Cindy to both this world, and to me. She and I had taken a couple cloth shopping bags I had lying around, added a couple of old empty jars to make transporting loose material easier, and made our way to the scene of the crime on the other side of the building. Letting ourselves in, I shut and locked the door behind us, and we then set about methodically gathering everything Mycah had used to summon a Sin Demon to this world.

Despite having performed the final steps of the ritual myself, I realized that I didn’t actually know what several of the materials set in various bowls were made from. Cindy did, however, and I was surprised – and a little disappointed – to discover that most of them were quite common and readily accessible in the modern age. It turns out the bowl of yellow circle things I had cast into the air, only to watch them dissolve into nothing were eye of newt. It also turned out that eye of newt is an archaic term for mustard seed, and you can just order it online.

Diamond powder was likely one of the hardest ingredients to source when the ritual was first recorded in the tome Mycah used, but you could buy enough to complete the ritual five times over from a jewelry supplier for less than forty dollars thanks to the miracle of industrial diamonds. Apparently, the magic didn’t care whether the diamond was grown underground or in a lab.

That said, I felt suddenly unclean when Cindy pointed out one bowl as powdered corpse teeth. I had to pause to go and wash my hands, even having showered less than thirty minutes before, just to get the sensation of having touched that particular ingredient out of my head.

The candles weren’t special in any particular way, so those I just stacked up on the closest shelf, before using my boot to smear the pentacle of salt into an unrecognizable mess on the exposed flooring.

When we were done, we had two bags that clinked with jars of random substances in them, and the room was still an utter mess, but it looked much more like the actions of a destructive tenant than the scene of an occult ritual.

Satisfied with that result, we did a final sweep of the apartment, only to discover that we had missed a bag when we were gathering up the clothes Mycah had purchased for the demon he planned to summon. This one was labeled Frederick’s of Hollywood, and while I didn’t poke around in it, Cindy didn’t hesitate to dive in and begin pawing through the contents. She didn’t pull anything else out to show me, but that bag joined the other two we took back to my own apartment.



The next few weeks passed by in a blur. As fun as it might have been to take an extended period of time to get to know Cindy – both in the modern, and the biblical sense – my bank account wasn’t robust enough to support that.

Instead, I leveraged my Gift to make money. And since that wasn’t enough by itself, I did some gig work, and alternated between delivering food to people, and people to food.

Finding wealth directly was something I could manage with my magic occasionally, but much more of the time when I used it, it was on someone else’s behalf. When someone like Manny had me peer into the future of a new business venture, I could provide them with a broad glimpse of the probable outcomes. This mostly meant that I could help him avoid picking any paths that were nothing but bad outcomes. Only rarely did I manage to discover a choice which lead to nothing but good, since business involved the wills and choices of many humans, but just being able to avoid throwing money away was a valuable service.

I knew that if I could somehow get myself positioned in the ranks of the wealthy, I would likely be able to make dramatically more money than the paycheck to paycheck life I eked out for myself on the outskirts of the city. A multimillionaire who knew of, and trusted my Gift could probably pay me hundreds of thousands of dollars to avoid losing millions, and consider it a good business deal.

I had never even tried to pursue that, however, for a couple of reasons. The first and easiest was that I had no idea how to worm my way into the ranks of the rich. The second was that I wasn’t sure if I was comfortable with the idea of my talent being known by those with that much more power than myself. Finding a wealthy business owner and partnering with them to both become richer was one thing, but accidentally brushing up against a billionaire and costing them enough money for them to become vindictive was a possibility that I had considered, and that kept me up at night from time to time.

I could potentially use my own talents to avoid that, but business dealings only became more complex the larger they were, and there was always the chance that the tiny sliver of red I saw would lead to my ruination in ways that became inevitable once I started down the wrong path.

Inevitability had always been one of the things that kept me up at night.



Cindy occupied my time between work.

We fucked.

A Lot.

Nearly every time I got back to my apartment, I would discover her wearing something silky and skimpy, there to tempt me into bed with her.

One of my own favorite discoveries was that the offering of Sin she required didn’t need to be delivered in the form of one great outpouring of Lust (or Envy or Pride, but Lust was the one I had the easiest time delivering, so it’s what she got most of the time.)

Instead, she could be nourished with a slow and steady trickle of Sin delivered over a longer period of time.

The body she wore might have looked human, but the Sin Demon wearing it was insatiable and inexhaustible. I spent the first Saturday after she was summoned sitting on my couch, with a PlayStation controller in my hand, doing my best to fly a giant robot across the world and blow up other robots. Making this more challenging was the pretty blonde kneeling between my legs, her lips and tongue teasing and caressing my cock the entire time. Delicate hands fondled my balls, and some of the time Cindy just knelt there with her cheek pressed to my dick and a beatific smile on her lips as she soaked in the low miasma of lust I exuded at her actions.

She kept up that blowjob for, without exaggeration, a full two hours. Her pacing shifted just enough to keep me from cumming, switching between placing wet kisses on my cock, burying my dick in her throat and swallowing – letting me learn that she didn’t need air when she did so – stroking me with both hands, and licking my shaft like it was the most delicious popsicle in the world.

When I finally had enough and ordered her to finish me into her mouth, my vision went dark for what felt like forever, and had to be at least a couple minutes before I was able to recover my senses and look down at where Cindy was still kneeling between my legs. She gave me an innocent smile and leaned forward, letting her pink tongue dart out to give the head of my cock one more quick teasing lick that had shudders running through my entire body.

Discovering that she could, and happily would, simply soak in the Lust I exuded when stimulated meant that I was on the couch on my cell phone while Cindy was giving me a slow and lazy handjob the following day. She would occasionally lean forward and take the head of my cock between her dark purple lips, suckling at it for a moment before releasing it with a pop that I was very hopeful wasn’t audible to the person on the other end of my phone.

I was trying, and failing, to explain that my Gifts didn’t work the way they wanted.

“Yes, I can tell you how likely it is that your husband is cheating on you…”

“No, I can’t just look at him through a crystal ball and magically spy on him. I don’t… look, I think that actually is possible, but not for me, you’d have to find someone who knew how to do that, who had the power to.”

“Yes, I could tell you how likely it is that he’s lying to you, but that’s not the same as actually telling the truth. It won’t tell you what’s real, and it won’t even tell you for sure whether he’s lying. Again, you’d have to find someone with that talent or magic to get a truth reading done. Ok, yes, if you come up with something that I can do, I’ll be happy to talk to you then. Ok, great. Talk to you later. Ok. Yes, ok, of course. Sure thing. Ok, bye now!”

Finally ending the call, I sighed and slumped against the arm of my beat up couch. As I did so, I caught the perplexed look on Cindy’s face, furrowing my own brow as I asked her, “What is it?”

Her hands continued moving, stroking me with a deft and delicate touch, as she asked me curiously, “Why do you not simply learn to do the things they ask of you? You could spend much less time working if you had services you could charge more money for. You deserve more money, and it would provide you with so many additional opportunities for Sin.”

I rolled my eyes at the Sin Demon – though part of that might have been delight at the way she continued to stimulate my dick – and explained with a sigh. “I don’t have any real way to do that. My family isn’t made up of Wizards, we just have some minor talents among us. Not one of us knows any spells, and the ritual I completed to summon you was almost certainly the biggest act of magic anyone I know has ever performed.”

Cindy didn’t back down, however, and her next question had me bolt upright so quickly she actually lost her grip on my cock, as it bobbed about wildly in response to my sudden motion. The question was even a simple one. “Why don’t you learn the magic in the book?”

I stared at the demon in shock. She stared back. Then she scooted forward enough that she could recapture my erection in both of her tiny hands, beginning once more to give it slow strokes with one, while the other squeezed the base.

Eventually I managed to slowly protest. “I don’t know how to read most of the book. When I performed the ritual, I was pronouncing things phonetically, and relying on my Gift to help me correct pronunciations. I was able to do that because doing anything wrong, from pronouncing a word to making the wrong gesture, would have killed me. When there is only one good possibility, one good future I can see, it’s extremely easy to get things right.”

Cindy scootched closer still, until her face was inches away from my own. “I could teach you, Master. I understand the book. I have been reading it while you are out working, when I am not playing the League game.”

We had discovered that playing one of the more popular video games in the world was an excellent way for Cindy to passively absorb Wrath. She wasn’t any good at it, but that actually helped her endeavors to soak in the Sin of the gaming world, as her teammates became horribly frustrated at her ineptitude.

Then she would use the voice chat, and suddenly soak in their Lust as well. It wasn’t enough for me to relax entirely in my fears of not meeting her needs and unleashing her on the world, but it did ease my burdens to a degree. As much as you could call dealing with a sexually needy hot blonde a burden.

I shook my head a little, refocusing and bringing myself back to the present conversation. “I… you’d be able to teach me? The magic in the book?”

Cindy nodded her head as she spoke, pulling back into a sitting position that still left her hands in easy reach of my dick. She let her thumb rub the underside of the head of my dick, while her other dipped down to gently fondle my balls. “Of course, Master. It’s not Demon magic, and it’s both crude and old fashioned, but I am very confident in stating that you could learn most of what is written there. Some of it you could not, but I am not certain those sections are real magic. The one who wrote the book did not seem to know fully what they were doing.”

I grimaced a little, but then deliberately leaned back on the couch, giving the demon easier access to continue stroking me while we talked. “That doesn’t exactly fill me with confidence. I suppose between your instruction and my Gift, we can avoid any catastrophes though. Uhh… sure, let’s do that, then. If I can expand my services offered… no, if I could become an actual Wizard…” I trailed off at the thought. Wizards were something my family knew about, but when we talked about them, it was in whispers. We were the small fry of the magical world. Wizards were the sharks. Disrupting entire schools of fish just by passing through an area. I had dreamed as a child of one day joining their ranks, but no one I knew had any idea how that would happen. There were no wizarding schools that we had heard of, no apprenticeship offers that made it to our ears. Wizards simply were.

And they were awesome.

Cindy beamed a bright smile at me. “Great! Let me just finish up what I’m doing, then I will be happy to instruct you Master!”

With that, she abruptly slid her whole body forward, and I found myself with a lapful of wriggling woman. She was wearing one of the hot topic t-shirts and skirts Mycah had purchased, since I hadn’t been able to afford a real shopping trip for her and I insisted she stay clothed most of the time. Despite that, it felt like mere seconds after her exclamation that I felt my cock sinking into a hot, wet, welcoming pussy. Somehow, Cindy managed to slide herself onto my erection, moving me under the skirt and through whatever underwear she was wearing (which might not have been any, I realized) in scant moments. She and I let out moans of simultaneous pleasure as she started rocking her hips fiercely, her cunt grabbing at me, squeezing and grinding on my shaft as she sought to finish the orgasm her hands has been teasing out.

The abrupt change in pace might have caused me to freeze for a few moments as Cindy positioned herself, but soon enough I was wrapping my arms around her and moving my body in concert with hers, rocking my own hips to try to maximize the depth and penetration of the loving cunt that held me.

She rocked herself fiercely, somehow keeping her motions in tune with mine such that when, a minute or two later, I felt my balls churning and preparing my orgasm, she was able to thrust her hips down and bury me deep inside her, the spasming of her cunt around me telling me that she was cumming at the same time that I filled her with my seed.

Cindy rolled her hips slowly as our orgasms receded, drawing out the last of my cum and giving me a pleasant ride down from the peaks of orgasm. She then very carefully pulled her hips back, delicately ensuring my soaking wet cock didn’t mess up her skirts. Her bright green eyes sought mine, holding eye contact for just a moment to make sure I was ready to watch what she did next. Then her head dove down, and she slid her face fully into my lap with her lips wrapped around my dick before swallowing several times. She bobbed her head up and down a few times, causing me to reel slightly at the onslaught of attention as she sucked and licked my cock clean. Once satisfied with her work she pulled away slowly, planted a wetly affectionate kiss at the top of my dick, then sprung off the couch to go grab the tome off the shelf that held it.

I sighed and, a moment later, tucked my dick back into my pants to attend my very first magic lesson.


CHAPTER FIVE


THE FOLLOWING DAYS proved instructive in multiple ways.

For one thing, I thought of Wizards as being the top of the magical food chain, on the mortal realm at least. Having spoken with Cindy on the matter, I learned the wisdom my family had passed on to me was likely heavily flavored by the fact that my family’s native magical talents are modest at best, and our exposure to the other realms of reality was therefore minimal. Wizards probably were among the more powerful magical beings wandering America, but from Cindy’s descriptions of Demon Princes, I realized that they might just be the big fish in a little pond.

For another, I learned that Cindy was not a great teacher. Not that she wasn’t completely willing to instruct me – in this, she was as obedient as in anything else. She was enthusiastic, even. She just wasn’t great at breaking down material in a way that made it easy for me to absorb. Part of that was down to our relationships with magic differing heavily. Wielding the power of Sin was literally Cindy’s nature, and while I had my singular Gift, any magic beyond that was something I needed to learn to perform. Part of it was also down to the fact that as willing and eager as Cindy was to obey, she was still a Sin Demon. The first time she and I sat down to study the book in earnest, she had dressed herself in a tiny tartan skirt and translucent blouse, without either bra or panties, resulting in a study session that lasted about fifteen minutes before I was balls deep in her pussy.

We also made a few fascinating discoveries, some of them with disturbing implications. As I struggled my way through performing a ritual which would, in theory, allow me to hear lies for a short time, I cursed aloud the exacting and fiddly nature of what I was doing.

“Fuck, there has to be an easier way to manage this. Even if part of my problem is lack of practice and a lack of grounding in true magic, you can’t expect me to believe that Wizards go around spending thirty minutes setting up a ritual space every time they want to cast a minor spell.”

Cindy was surprisingly patient for a demon, provided she was following my orders, so there was no frustration or exasperation in her voice as she answered me. “I expect that magic has advanced in the centuries since this book was written. Perhaps the wizard who penned this tome in the 900s knew of no other way, but given how much your non magical society has advanced, it is possible your magical society is similarly more sophisticated.”

I glanced up from the notes I was taking on my progress to ask, curious, “How do you know the book was written in the 900s? AD? Is that on the cover somewhere, or…?”

To my surprise, Cindy didn’t answer right away. Instead, she frowned and stared off into space for a few moments, only to announce cautiously, “I do not know how I know that.” I let her take a few moments to process and think, finishing writing down the sentence I had started, before setting down my pencil and looking at her. “Is it possible you learned it when you were summoned previously? I mean, the ritual which allowed Mycah – and me – to summon you is right there in the book. Could someone have used the same ritual and summoned you before?”

Cindy continued frowning, an expression I hadn’t really ever seen on her face before. Her time on the mortal plane was generally blissful, so seeing her upset was honestly a little shocking. Eventually she nodded slowly and explained, “It is possible, but I have no memories of it having happened. If I have been summoned to the mortal realm before, whoever did so must have found a way to remove my memories of it. I do not naturally forget. That is a thing of mortals. If I cannot recall a thing which I have previously experienced, it means powerful magic was involved.”

I spent the next fifteen or twenty minutes going back and forth with Cindy, developing a few simple experiments to see if I had the power to cause her to forget anything, but we weren’t able to find any sets of commands or uses of her own power which would produce the effect. Modifying memory simply wasn’t in her power suite, as it didn’t relate to Sin in any meaningful way, and none of the spells she had yet studied in the book would do the trick. Eventually, she announced that she would examine the remainder of the book to determine if it contained such a ritual, but we otherwise set the matter aside as something to look into if we ever got more resources to help.

Another fascinating discovery was that the bond Cindy mentioned which granted her a tiny measure of the free will I possessed also granted me the ability to draw upon her as a power source. Much as she could leverage and expend the Sin she absorbed to fuel herself and her power, I could draw forth her Sin to power the spells and rituals in the book.

The sensation of doing so was dangerously seductive. I just needed to relax my controls a little, to let myself give in to some measure of Sin, to draw on her, and suddenly performing the rituals became vastly easier. Tiny mistakes in hand gestures or pronunciations which would otherwise have caused the spell to fail completely suddenly were smoothed over by demonic power. A ritual which allowed me to see in the dark went from grainy 80s night vision goggles to not being able to tell the difference between the lights in my apartment being on or off.

I resolved not to draw on that power too often, for two specific reasons. The first was that any Sin which I drew from Cindy needed to be repaid. The first day I discovered that I could draw on her power was also the first day she needed to warn me that I was at risk of breaking our bond. Considering we had spent nearly an hour in bed together that morning, I needed to have her explain that the Sin she was giving through the bond was the same Sin she absorbed to maintain it. I could draw on that power freely, but if I spent it too heavily, I was at risk of not being able to repay her in time.

The second reason was that giving in to the sensation of Sin affected my mood and my actions in ways I wasn’t comfortable with. Much as Cindy was a creature of absolutes, only able to act according to her nature, the more I leveraged her power to fuel magic, the harder it was for me to exert my will over my own choices. I didn’t want to fuel some magic spell with Sin, only to turn around and assault the next pretty girl I encountered because I couldn’t control my Lust, or to road rage and ram some asshole driver when I was overtaken by Wrath.

Dipping into her power briefly seemed safe enough, but I ordered her to help me keep an eye on it and to warn me if I was drawing enough power that it was likely to impact my behavior.

After about two weeks of regular study – and wild sex – with a Sin Demon, I managed to master a ritual sufficiently well that I was able to turn it into an actual useful part of my daily life. This made me inordinately proud, which in turn caused Cindy to press her body fully against me as she soaked in the Pride I was emitting.

I had asked her if, when she took in Sin from the mortal realm, Cindy was actually taking anything away from the people giving it off. She explained that it was much more akin to absorbing sunlight while outside. The sun was giving off the light anyway, and whether it impacted the ground or a flower, the sun wasn’t affected. Mortals indulging in – and radiating – Sin were giving off that energy regardless of who was nearby. It wasn’t a good idea for a mortal to give Sin to anyone 24/7, but that was more about what it would do to you as a person to be indulging that much. That was billionaire behavior, and I resolved to keep a tighter leash on myself than those parasites.

The ritual I had mastered was a comparatively simple one, and when Cindy first explained what it did, I was frankly underwhelmed. Described in the tome as a cleansing and purification of an object or room, it sounded like an overly complicated way to clean. Burning sage and chanting for ten minutes while making a series of exacting motions with my hand and a tiny crystal at the end of a stick was about as much physical effort as it would take me to actually clean out my car the old fashioned way. However, when the ritual took effect, not only did the inside of my car look as sparkling and new as it did the day it rolled off the factory line, but my check engine light turned off. For the first time in about nine months.

Something about the ritual apparently fixed or maintained whatever was out of whack enough to trip the car’s sensors. I noticed on my first test drive afterward that the timing belt had even stopped squeaking on right turns. I took my Honda into the shop the day after, just to get it checked out, only to be informed that not only did it not even need to have the air filters changed, but it was the best maintained car the mechanic had personally ever worked on. The car was 12 years old with over a hundred thousand miles on it, and he asked who else had been working on it to keep it in as good condition as it was. I had to laugh that off and make up an excuse about my dad being a hobbyist mechanic in order to get the man to stop pestering me.

From that day on, I never needed a tune-up again.

That might not sound like much, depending on your financial situation, but suddenly never having to worry about an 800 dollar repair bill looming over my head was astonishing. I pulled over as soon as I could spot a dark side street on the way back to my apartment and bent Cindy over the hood of the car. I celebrated this success by enjoying her welcoming pussy in the tiny employee parking lot behind a tax office that was closed for the night, since it was well past dark by the time we left the mechanic.

The Sin Demon held no personal modesty at all, so she was more than happy to push her heavily zippered skirt up over her hips and bend over for me as soon as I expressed interest. I had personally never really been hot on the idea of public sex, but seeing Cindy pull her panties to the side and urge me to use her while I felt the cool night air around us had my cock harder than it had been in… well, hard to gauge, Cindy had been introducing me to a lot of new things lately, but it certainly felt as though it might have awakened something in me.

I let my Gift be our only warning system, trusting that it would tell me about any danger before it happened, and just let myself enjoy a pretty girl with a willing pussy. Cindy pressed her hips back against me, splayed her arms out over the hood of my Accord, and let me rut into her. I didn’t bother taking off my pants, I just unzipped them and fished my cock out of my boxers, then slotted it up against her cunt and slammed it home. My hands gripped her slender hips, and I fucked her hard and fast, invigorated by the new surroundings and the excitement – and risk – of being discovered.

The location I had chosen wasn’t exactly picked after careful deliberation, but we were in a tiny parking lot down a side alley, protected from view by the strip mall that was between us and the main road. I didn’t spend a great deal of time or thought on the people zipping by a hundred feet away, but knowing that I was plunging in and out of Cindy’s greedy pussy with nothing but open air between us and the nearby road was enough that I didn’t last long. Probably ten minutes after I had parked the car and opened my door to race outside, I was moaning and pumping demon pussy full of human cum. Soon after that, Cindy was squatting down in the parking lot with her face buried in my pubes, enthusiastically licking my cock clean of our combined juices while she leaked my cum onto the pavement from her dripping pussy.

I did feel a little guilty about that, hoping that no one from the tax office stepped in that particular puddle first thing in the morning, but as we got back into my car and drove towards my apartment, I consoled myself with the fact that it started to rain.

That particular ritual might have been the first I was able to reliably perform, but with Cindy’s instruction, I started to learn as many of the spells contained in the book as I was able. Several of them weren’t especially applicable to my personal situation, since I had little need to guarantee a good harvest, nor bless a boar hunt, but I did add them to my hypothetical offerings to clients.

I hadn’t started expanding my services just yet, since I wasn’t entirely sure I wanted rumors of an upstart making their way to the wizards of the American midwest. I lived on the outskirts of St. Louis, and while I didn’t know of any full wizards in the city, Chicago wasn’t too far off, and I had heard rumors of a powerful and capricious one living there.

In the end, while I decided to remain cautious, I also knew that I couldn’t let fear keep me from taking advantage of my newfound situation. If nothing else, I was spending more money now that Cindy was in my life, and I needed to find a way to recoup those costs before my meager checking account balance hit zero.

I started letting a few of my previous customers know that there were a couple other services I could offer. I made sure to limit my new offerings to things in line with my original offerings, in order to give myself some plausible deniability and limit the potential damage of my actions. My reasoning behind this was twofold. My talent doesn’t produce any grand and obvious magical effects, nothing that can be captured on camera or picked up by someone completely outside of the magical world. In fact, nothing about my Gifts goes beyond what telephone psychics have been claiming to offer for decades. As such, nothing about it made me stand out from the crowd of shysters and frauds who have been bilking the populace for generations. As long as what I offered met those same criteria, it wouldn’t make me stand out anymore than what I was already selling.

Further, even if someone did figure out that I was actually offering magic, the additional services I was offering – lie detection, finding missing objects, and the like – were all things which could hypothetically be explained as permutations of my original Gift.

I could, after all, theoretically find an object misplaced in a field with my native talent. It would take quite a bit of effort, and the presence of other humans would throw a huge monkey wrench in the process, but by carefully focusing on the odds of my success if I were to search one area at a time, I could gradually hone in on the most probable place to find something, until success became inevitable. I had actually used that trick in the past when I was in danger of falling so far behind on rent that Sara wouldn’t be able to cut me any slack. Twice I had found what were probably discarded engagement rings off of hiking trails near the Missouri river, and once a brand new Rolex watch, still in its box, protected by wrapping paper.

I had felt a little bad about the last one, but what was obviously intended to be a gift had no name tag on it, and an hour of searching nearby didn’t turn up anyone who knew anything about it. The rings only got me a couple hundred dollars at a pawn shop, but when I eventually sold the watch, I made rent for the next six months.

I didn’t get too many people taking me up on my expanded services immediately, but the woman who had such a hard time taking ‘no’ for an answer earlier made an appointment with me immediately. Well, she made an appointment as soon as I explained that my earlier reticence was because I needed to make sure she was dedicated to the truth. Sometimes even real magic needs a little showmanship to go with it, particularly when dealing with a public who has certain expectations about how practitioners of the arcane arts should behave. I’m just glad a certain fictional wizarding franchise didn’t damage public perception of magical capabilities too much. I still had to explain to the occasional customer that I didn’t use a wand to perform my Auguries.

Shit. I actually did use a wand in some of my rituals. I really hoped I didn’t have to look at the smug faces of some previous customers if I had to bring that into play.

New appointments did begin to slowly pile up, and with Cindy’s aid, I started to actually grow my bank account in a measurable way for the first time in years. I even managed to cut back on the delivery and driving gigs, since I could make enough money for rent and food just by selling my magical services. That was a first for my life. I had been selling Auguries since junior high for pocket money and supplemental income, but hadn’t ever been able to make an actual living off of it until now.

The day after I checked my bank balance and realized that it was actually growing, I celebrated by dragging Cindy into my bedroom, and we only left when my phone informed me the delivery I had ordered arrived. I hastily threw on some sweat pants and a t-shirt and ran down to the lobby to pick up our food, passing Sara on the way back to my apartment.

Curiously, the look she gave me was speculative rather than… anything else. I had only spoken with her a handful of times since the whole Mycah incident, and she had been frostily professional each time. We didn’t exchange words as I brought the brown paper bag back to my apartment, but her expression lingered in my mind.

I felt a pang of shame when, half an hour later, while lying on my back with Cindy riding my cock languidly in a reverse cowgirl position, I realized I was still picturing Sara’s face, wondering what it would feel like if she were the one with her pussy wrapped around my dick. Then the Sin Demon’s cunt fluttered around me as though in response to my idle fantasies, and both the shame and Sara’s face faded from my mind.


CHAPTER SIX


IT WAS ABOUT three months since I had summoned Cindy, and I was feeling good.

Part of that was that said tiny blonde Sin Demon was nuzzling her face against the side of my erection, occasionally giving it wet, lazy kisses or popping the head between her dark purple lips to swirl her tongue around it.

Much of it, though, was because my life was going better now than it had been since… honestly, since late elementary school. My sex life was incredible, my financial situation was better than it had ever been, and I had learned some actual magic to go along with my native minor Gift.

I was enjoying a lazy Friday morning at home on the couch. There were a couple appointments on my calendar later in the evening, after my clients got off of work, but I had nothing to get me out of my apartment until then.

As such, I had ordered Cindy to dress up for me and spend as long as she could keeping me aroused. She had ducked into my bedroom to change, dipping into the dresser I had purchased to store her clothing, and emerged about ten minutes later in a french maid costume which she could not legally wear outside of the apartment. Her small, pert breasts were on full display through the lacy top, and her sex was hidden by frilly white skirts only while she was standing upright. Then she slunk her way over to me and, in a surprisingly decent French accent, begged permission to suck the young master’s cock.

She spent the next hour or so afterward between my knees, while I did my absolute best to make my giant robot on the TV blow up the other giant robots. I was not playing nearly as well as I normally did, for some reason, and so far I had had to restart my current mission three times.

My cell phone buzzed beside me, and I quickly paused my game – having learned weeks ago to not try playing anything multiplayer while Cindy was soaking in my Lust – and did my absolute best to sound professional as I answered. My ‘maid’ did her best to make that difficult by immediately wrapping her lips around the head of my cock and swirling her tongue around it, so my greeting was probably a little strained sounding.

“Jack Puttman speaking, how can I help you?”

The voice on the other end wasn’t one I recognized. It was deep and masculine with the distinct drawl of a Missouri native – not nearly as thick an accent as some places in either the American south or Midwest, but definitely recognizable. It also sounded vaguely panicked, so I shifted slightly to sit upright, doing my best to pay attention. Cindy chased me up the couch as I did so, not letting the head of my dick out of her mouth even for a moment.

“Hi Jack, this is Keith Boyer, I got your name from a friend of mine, Sherry Childs, she told me you were a good help to her a few weeks back. Look, I didn’t really know what else to do, I got some woman in my field who just walked in out of the woods and started singing to my sheep. Son went out to see what she was doing, then he sat down in the field. Then my wife, Abby, went out to find out what he was doing and now they’re both out there with the sheep, listening to her sing. I don’t… look, I don’t know what’s goin’ on, but I can’t even rightly hear her from here, and I still feel the pull to go listen. Sherry told me you knew all about magic and whatnot, and I don’t really know who else to talk to. Can you come out here and deal with whatever this woman is doing and get her to leave?”

I let the man speak without interrupting, trying to take in details even as Cindy took in more and more of my erection, beginning to bob her head up and down slowly, her lips reaching further down my shaft each time. I was about to try to answer when the man on the other end, Keith, added the magic words. “I can pay. Sherry told me you charged her two hundred for your reading, I’ll give you five hundred if you can get this woman gone from my fields. Cash.”

“Deal.” I didn’t even need to particularly think about the man’s offer. I had been going to charge him double my normal rate, and what he offered up front was higher than that already. “Plus gas,” I quickly added before he could speak again, “Where are you? Can you text your address to this number?”

“Sure. I’m about forty-five minutes west of the city, I’ll send the address.”

My voice was strained as I spat out, rapid fire, “Great, I’ll be there in a little over an hour, see you then,” before disconnecting the call. The reason for the strain was that Cindy had finally bobbed down until her lips were around the base of my cock, swallowing it into her throat, but had stopped her motion there. Rather than withdrawing, she had simply left me buried in her throat, using her muscles to massage me even as her tongue swirled around the inside of her mouth.

I had learned not too long ago that Cindy didn’t actually require air. Or food or water, for that matter, though she greatly enjoyed eating, so she got a serving at every meal. I glanced at the phone, seeing a new text message notification pop up, then tossed it aside to land on the couch. Looking back down at the multicolored hair in my lap, I ordered, “Time to wrap up, maid, the young master has work to do.”

She pulled back off of my cock with a glorious sensation of suction, very deliberately making a loud ‘pop’ sound as the head broke free of her lips for the first time in minutes, to smile up and me and response, “Az ze young master requirez, your maid iz ‘appy to comply.”

Less than two minutes later, she was gently cupping my balls while they twitched and contracted, shooting a lot of my cum into her waiting mouth. This time, she took the load into her cheeks, so she could open her mouth and show it waiting on her tongue, before making a show of deliberately swallowing.



Fifteen minutes later, Cindy and I were on the road, driving deeper into the state of Missouri. She was wearing a conservative – for her – t-shirt and shorts combo and some brown hiking boots that were far more practical than the chunky heeled combat boots Mycah had purchased.

One of the first things I had done with my increased income was expand Cindy’s wardrobe. She rocked the hot topic look, but it hurt the image I was trying to project to my customers to have a random scene girl hanging around me, and I usually kept her nearby for my ‘expanded service’ calls, in case I needed her help. The t-shirt she was wearing was tight, and she practically needed lube to get her shorts on, but they were dark green and khaki, respectively, so they drew a lot less attention than her old clothes.

She also had, in her lap, a newly purchased tool box that clinked everytime my Honda hit a bump in the road. That was another recent addition, since most of the new rituals I had learned from the book required reagents and materials to perform. The toolbox was filled with jars, boxes, and ziploc bags of various powders, plants, and crystals, as well as candles and the wand I sometimes needed.

The drive ahead of us would take, according to the navigation app on my phone, closer to an hour than the 45 minutes Keith gave, so I spent that time talking to Cindy about what options we had to deal with this mystery woman. We didn’t have a lot of detail, so much of what we were doing was purely speculative, but in the time it took us to reach the Boyer farm, we had broken it down into three main options.

Option 1: If the woman was a full wizard, or anything too big, we just tell Keith he’s out of luck and turn right back around.

Option 2: If the woman was a normal human woman who maybe just had a Gift for singing and had gone a little off in the head, I put wax in my ears and tried to talk to her. It’d be tough to do without letting myself fall under whatever spell she had going on, but if that didn’t work, we had option 3.

Option 3: If it looked like I was going to fall under her spell, but the woman was something lesser than a Sin Demon, I would just send Cindy in to deal with her.

I hadn’t really had any cause to actually use Cindy for anything other than recreational purposes. As much as she was more than happy to bring Wrath down on my enemies, I didn’t have anyone in my life that really called for that. It was hardly worth unleashing the might of a Sin Demon on someone who cut me off in traffic, and as much as it pissed me off anytime one of my ‘representatives’ made a stupid decision in Congress, I wasn’t about to draw the kind of attention that sending her to attack a member of the House would bring.

Despite all of that, I knew that Cindy could probably handle herself in a fight against almost anything likely to be wandering around the Earth. She was strong. Like… really, absurdly strong. My car didn’t need maintenance anymore, but the one time I ran over a chunk of metal in the road and punctured a tire, I didn’t need a car jack to change out to the spare. Cindy just reached down, got a decent grip on the frame, and lifted the car a full foot off the ground so I could work. And she held it up the entire time it took me to remove the old tire and put on the new one, without showing even a hint of strain. She sweated more during sex than she did at that exertion.

She was also, per her own descriptions, extremely resilient to hostile magic. Most of her time in the hells was spent fending off the auras and powers of other demons, and the only way she could maintain her independent status was being able to shrug off not only the passive auras some demons generated, but also the targeted attacks of her peers.

On the off-chance that whatever we were going to be facing was big enough that I couldn’t deal with it personally, but small enough that we weren’t going to just tuck tail and run, chances were very good that a Sin Demon amped up on the Sins of the mortal realm could send it packing.

Obviously, the hope was that it fell into the middle option. I always preferred to talk my way through a conflict, and saw no reason to change that here, but with five hundred in cash on the line, I was willing to explore other possibilities.



Pulling into the turn my navigation app indicated, I heard gravel crunch under my Honda’s wheels. Missouri is an extremely green state, with lush trees and thick vegetation anywhere humanity hasn’t paved, so almost as soon as I started down the long driveway leading to the Boyer farm, I lost visibility to the country road I had been following for the fifteen minutes prior. The gate by the road had been left open, so I assumed Keith was waiting for me, and a couple minutes later had that assumption validated.

Keith Boyer was a tall man, probably in his late forties, and he was wearing jeans and an extremely weathered shirt featuring a bald eagle against an american flag background. With lightning. He also held a long rifle to his chest with one hand, raising up his other to wave lazily at me. “You’d be Jack, then?”

I parked, and Cindy and I each climbed out of the car to take stock of our surroundings. I hadn’t gotten a description of the place from Keith – having had other things on my mind – but my mental image had called up weathered buildings and wooden barns, in front of fields of corn. I was… probably about fifty years late on my impression. There were a couple of prefab metal structures, a relatively modern looking house, and all the fencing was metal. The fields looked to mostly house livestock – I saw a few cows off at the end of one of them, and a couple horses wandering in another – and the trees which had blocked the road looked to have been cleared out from most of the area. The visibility wasn’t exactly great, since the Boyers didn’t have a huge farm, and trees surrounded it on all sides, but I could at least see a half mile or more. The drone of cicadas filled the air, and there was a pungently organic scent in the air.

“Pleasure to meet you, Keith. Yes, I’m Jack, this is Cindy, and we're here to help out.”

The gravel of the driveway crunched under my sneakers as I paced around just a little, breathing in warm air that was heavy with humidity. It was early summer by now, and Missouri got oppressive if you’re used to air conditioning.

Keith reached into his jean pockets and pulled out a thick envelope, holding it out to me. “Five hundred cash. The lady is in the field over there. You can open the gate and let yourself in, just make sure to close it behind you. I’m gonna go back inside and stay there until you’re done.”

I pocketed the cash, telling the tall farmer, “Sure thing. We’re going to go scout things out, get a feel for what we’re dealing with, and come up with the right plan. When everything is all wrapped up, we’ll come knock.”

Keith gave Cindy an appraising look, which had her preening just slightly, before turning and stomping his way into the farmhouse, leaving my demon and I alone on the farm.

There was only the slightest hint of breeze, rustling the leaves of the nearby trees, and it carried on it the occasional faint hints of song. The sound was more sorrowful than I had expected, but it carried with it the hint of allure that Keith had mentioned when he called. I had taken half an involuntary step towards the field containing this mystery woman before realizing what was going on, and shaking my head to clear it. The fact that I had nearly begun to move in that direction actually raised my impression of Mr. Boyer slightly – I wasn’t sure if I would have been able to keep my wits about me as long as he had with even the passive effects of this siren call acting on me.

I had Cindy set the toolkit down on the hood of my car, taking a couple minutes to open it and carefully stopper up my ears with wax. I used it in a few of the rituals, so I had it onhand when Keith called, meaning I didn’t need to take the time to stop and pick up more. I could have gotten actual, modern earplugs as well, but somehow the wax just felt right for dealing with magical creatures.

The sudden cessation of noise was all but deafening, and the thudding of my heart pumping blood to my brain became the most dominant noise I could hear. Some sounds still filtered through, but our footsteps were muffled, and the hints of music the breeze had carried stopped tugging at my will.

Shortly after making our way through the gate, Cindy and I arrived at a small paddock containing perhaps thirty freshly shorn sheep, two women, and one late teenage boy. The boy was a younger replica of Keith, nearly as tall as the farmer, dressed similarly, but gangly in the limbs. He was seated on the ground, cross-legged, beside one of the two women. Abby Boyer was solidly built – not fat, but clearly used to work on a farm, dressed in worn out jeans and a flannel shirt. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, dark brown with hints of gray starting to creep in. She too was sitting in the mud and grass, staring up at the second woman with her son, unconscious of the world around her.

The third person in the field was tall. She was probably a hundred feet away from me, so it was a little hard to tell, but she might even be taller than I was, and I had six feet on my drivers license. Glorious waves of auburn hair framed her face, and even without being able to really hear her song, just the sight of her had me captivated. Her features were sharp – well defined cheekbones, a pointed chin, eyes that were closed as she lost herself in singing a lament.

This close, the notes of the song penetrated the wax in my ears, but with Cindy’s hand firmly on my shoulder I was able to resist the urge to join Abby and her son. The woman singing didn’t seem to have noticed us, so I shared a quick glance with my demon before retreating to a safe distance to confer.

Once we were back at the car, I pulled the wax from one of my ears with an unpleasantly squelchy sensation and asked, “So, do you know what she is? I don’t think she can be a siren this far from water, and she can’t be a vampire or anything like that in the sun the way she is. They aren’t dead, so she isn’t a banshee, and at that point I’m relying on folklore more than the actual education and lore my family was able to pass on to me.”

Cindy nodded her head as I ruled out options, eventually opining, “I think she is Fae – one of the denizens of the realm of Faerie. Most likely of the Seelie court. Not a bean sidhe, but perhaps one of the other Sidhe.”

Not having a great deal of information about the Fae, I met Cindy’s gaze and ordered her, “Tell me as accurately as you can what my chances of being able to convince her to simply leave this farm are.” While waiting for her response, I consulted my Gift for the same question, trying to get a feel for my chances of withstanding the Glamour of the woman’s song. My Gift told me that while there were more bad outcomes than good, as long as I remembered to stop up my ears, I had something of a chance of being able to at least talk to the women.

My Sin Demon considered for only a few moments before responding. “Alone, you would likely be snared and join the two in the field. With my assistance, I can help keep you from that fate. Sidhe are powerful – the nobles of Faerie – but their strengths do not lie in direct confrontation. Should she attempt a fight, she will suffer my Wrath, and I would triumph.”

Cindy seemed confident in her words, but held up a hand to stop me before I headed towards the field again. “One of your rituals should help here. The Frith of Geas.” Her lips pronounced the archaic terms smoothly, and she moved to open the toolkit and begin extracting reagents without waiting for my confirmation.

Within a few minutes, I was wearing a sprig of rowan wood as an amulet and smelling faintly of brimstone, my ears again stoppered with wax as a precaution.

The tall auburn haired woman was still singing as we approached, and neither the sheep, nor the pair of humans near her seemed to have moved in our absence. As we started to walk across the field, I could feel the magical lure of the woman’s song penetrating the wax, but my ritual seemed reasonably effective. I could resist the pull more easily, enough so that I was moderately confident and comfortable in approaching her.

She opened her eyes and fixed her gaze on us when we were about halfway across the field. Even at this distance I could see that they were brilliantly bright crystalline blue, like the sky on a clear winter morning. Her song continued, and she lifted her arms in welcome, motioning for us to join Abby and her son on the ground.

Instead, Cindy and I walked around the two humans and the sheep, approaching to a few feet away from the tall singer. A look of confusion flashed across her face, and when I raised my own hand, palm out, she finally stopped her song.

This close to her, even through the wax in my ears and the protection of my ritual ward, the sudden cessation of her pull was like a weight being lifted off my shoulders that I hadn’t even been known I was carrying. I sagged a little, only to find Cindy’s hand helping to support me and keep me upright.

The woman’s mouth opened, but while I could hear melodious tones in her voice, nothing she said made any sense at all through the wax in my ears. I looked to Cindy for guidance, exchanging glances with the demon, then fixed my gaze back on the redheaded stranger.

I probably spoke too loudly, enunciating my words very carefully since I couldn’t properly hear my own level of volume. “Hello! I have been asked to remove you from this farm. Can you please let these people go about their business in peace?”

The woman’s expression was again touched by confusion, and she tilted her head to the side as she gave her answer. Since she neither nodded nor shook her head, I again checked with my demon, only to see her shake her head in response. Then Cindy slipped her hand into my pocket, withdrawing it a moment later with my phone in her grasp. I had shown her how to work it a while back – along with the TV and my laptop – as part of the introduction to the mortal realm I was giving her, so seeing her unlock it and begin typing wasn’t too much of a surprise. It was a good idea, in fact, and I smiled on realizing what she was doing.

A few moments later, she held up the screen, showing a few typed words:

She doesn’t speak your language. I think I can talk to her. I will try.

I gave Cindy a quick thumbs up to indicate my assent, and she immediately began speaking to the redhead. None of her words made any more sense to me through the wax than the redhead’s had, so I took advantage of this opportunity to check out the two humans we had come to save.

Both Abby and the teen were beginning to stir, so I took a few steps to close the distance, extending my hands and helping both of them to their feet. They both looked dazed, slowly looking around the field in confusion, but neither protested when I gently herded them away from the Sin Demon and the maybe-Sidhe. The two women were still speaking, Cindy beginning to be animated, while the woman nodded along.

By the time I had Abby and her son on the other side of the gate, they were both aware enough to start asking questions. Rather than answering them, I shooed them into the farmhouse to join Keith, giving the barest explanation I could manage.

“My name is Jack, I’m a friend of a friend of Keith’s, he asked me to come help out. He’s inside waiting, just go stay with him until I let you know it’s safe. Don’t worry, we’ll take care of everything.” I’m not sure, but I’m pretty sure I was yelling a little, leaving the two a little wide eyed at my words.

I waited until the farmhouse door closed behind them to return to the field. The sheep were beginning to mill about the paddock, but they kept a wide berth around the two women, instead generally congregating near the same gate I was passing through. I actually had to shove my way past the beasts to rejoin Cindy, and in doing so discovered that touching recently sheared sheep wasn’t nearly as pleasant as I had imagined it to be. The short wool they still wore was rougher than I expected, and had an oddly waxy texture that seemed to stick to my hand, distracting me a little as I joined the conversing pair.

Cindy spoke a few more words when I arrived, again none of them making sense through the wax. Then she turned to me, typed on my phone for a minute, before again holding up the screen for me.

She is mourning her exile from Faerie. Normally that would take her seven days of song, at which point she would die. Everyone here would die with her. I am convincing her to leave instead.

I nodded along as I read the message, doing my best to speak at a normal volume. “Tell her that’s not how we do things here. I’m sorry she was exiled, but she needs to follow our customs in this land, not hers.”

I wasn’t exactly confident in those words, but I knew that an elaborate murder-suicide was not an acceptible outcome here. Cindy gave me a silent nod of understanding, turned back to the woman, and the two spoke for a minute or two. Then the auburn haired woman turned to me and curtseyed deeply. I hadn’t paid much attention to her garb when I first saw her, dismissing it as a long dress, but up close I realized the garment was delicately embroidered dark green silk that belonged in a Renaissance Faire – or, I realized, an actual royal court, not a paddock of sheep. When her hands pulled the skirts to the side, they revealed panels that folded out, lighter green, with brilliant images of leaves and flowers in gold thread, a dazzling display that was entirely concealed again when the skirts fell from her fingers.

Cindy and the woman resumed speaking after her curtsey, leaving me to wonder if I should be bowing in response, but neither my demon nor the woman seemed to be put off by my standing there, so I allowed them to continue speaking without my input. Eventually, they seemed to reach some kind of accord. Cindy typed on my phone for a few seconds, holding it up to show a few simple words.

You can take the wax out now.

That brought a smile to my lips, and I pulled the wax from my ears, returning it to the ziploc bag I kept in my pocket with a sigh of relief. Even the return of the drone of cicadas was welcome in contrast to the odd echo of my own heartbeat with my ears plugged. Cindy’s husky voice was oddly loud, and I realized she was lowering her pitch so she wouldn’t be too loud after half an hour or so of near silence.

“Master, she is prepared to accompany us, and has agreed to restrain her Glamour until you permit her to use it. She understands that not only are the ways of the mortal realm different from those of Faerie, but also that it has been long since she herself visited, and the ways of humans have changed since last she encountered any.”

I pulled a tissue from my pocket and used it to wipe my ears clean, nodding absently as I did so. “Great, great.”

The two women began speaking again, but seeing no reason to wait, I turned and started navigating back through the sheep to let Keith and his family know that it was safe. Now that I could hear clearly, the sounds of the woman’s language were irritatingly familiar. It was like my brain was telling me that I should be able to understand them, and syllables here and there were quite similar to English, but I ultimately couldn’t make sense of anything they were saying.

The most irritating thing was, there was even a ritual in the book which I was pretty sure would help here, but I hadn’t yet been able to perform it successfully. From Cindy’s description, it should allow me to understand the language of any creature ‘from this world or beyond’, and be understood in turn. When I performed it, however, nothing happened. I tested it by eating at the local hole in the wall chinese restaurant down the street, but while Cindy could apparently understand the Mandarin they spoke in the back, it was as foreign to me as ever.

I hadn’t practiced with that ritual extensively yet, since one of the steps involved drinking silver in a suspension. I know that there were some people who did that for its supposed health benefits, but I didn’t want to wind up like that one dude who went viral on the internet when he turned blue. Occasional doses were probably fine, but silver is also expensive, so I hadn’t gone wild yet.

Cindy and the auburn haired woman were still speaking when I knocked at the door to the farmhouse. The door opened only a crack, and I could make out Keith’s face in the darkness beyond, with the ominous shadow of the rifle he carried overhead. He peered over at the odd stranger, and then spoke quietly. “I appreciate what you did, Jack. I don’t know what she was doing to Abby and Kyle, but I thank God they’re home safe with me again. That said, I’d appreciate it even more if you could get her off my property.”

I laughed quietly. “I’ll do that, Keith. Next time you’re talking to Sherry, say hi for me, let her know she’s free to reach out again for my regular services. You too, actually. You may not have call for an Augury, but I recently learned a blessing for a good harvest. I don’t know how much crop farming you do, but if you’re interested, I’d be happy for your business.”

The man narrowed his eyes for a minute, glanced heavenward, and said, “I’m not sure I’m comfortable with that. Our preacher has some pretty fiery things to say about witches. But, uhhh…” He looked over at the woman, who towered over the Sin Demon she was speaking with, “But maybe it’s worth the risk. You seem like the real deal. I may call.”

Without waiting for a further reply, Keith closed the door in my face, and I heard the chain sliding into place on the other side. I shrugged, not particularly offended. Lots of people in the midwest had strong feelings about anything that sounded ‘ungodly’, and the farmer’s reaction was one of the more gentle rebukes I’d received on the topic.

Rejoining the demon and Sidhe, I was surprised when I received another graceful curtsey. The two stopped speaking, and Cindy turned her attention on me, switching to English to ask, “Will you agree to take her from this place?”

I furrowed my brow, but nodded. “Sure, I can give her a lift. Keith wants her gone, so I’ll count it as part of the services he paid for.”

Cindy nodded curtly and turned back to the Fae woman, again speaking in that oddly familiar language. Again, the Sidhe dropped into a curtsey, spreading her skirts wide in courtly grace. This time, though, she did not straighten, instead keeping her head bowed low towards me and speaking words I did not understand at all in solemn and serious tones.

Cindy helpfully translated. “She thanks you from the bottom of her soul for your grace, and swears fealty to you as her Lord. For so long as you will have her service, she will obey you as her liege.”

I blinked. Slowly. My eyes drifted between the still curtsying woman and the Sin Demon standing beside her. Neither moved, and after a moment it occurred to me that the tall redhead’s muscle control must be impressive, for her to hold that pose unflinching for this long. I quickly turned back to Cindy and asked her, “Would you please… explain that for me?”

She responded easily, gesturing with one hand towards the sidhe. “Aubrette is in exile from Faerie. She must either find a new liege to serve, or wither away and become one with nature, that her essence can be reborn into a new High Sidhe in time. She was fully prepared to accept that fate until a new option presented itself. You arrived, wielding powerful demonic magics and offered her the grace of taking her in. She accepted your extremely kind offer, and now is waiting for you to grant her permission to rise and offer her the hospitality of your court. In exchange, for so long as you will have her, she is yours to do with as you will. Her magic is yours, you may offer her troth to form an alliance with another lord, or you could simply keep her as your concubine. You should definitely do that last one, I would enjoy that very much. Also, Master, you should tell her that she may rise and you should open the door of your car for her. I am not sure how well she will react with the iron in the vehicle if she has to handle the door herself. Nor do I believe she is familiar with this style of handle.”

I reeled at Cindy’s sudden speech. I managed to croak out a weak, “Rise,” at the woman – Aubrette, apparently – who was still curtsying. Once Cindy translated the Sidhe smoothly stood to her full height, revealing that she was in fact a couple inches taller than me. The smile on her face was brilliant and hopeful, befitting someone who apparently received a reprieve from a death sentence.

I numbly walked to my car and opened the rear passenger door, gesturing for Aubrette to get in. A quick couple words from Cindy had the redhead sliding past me, her motions so graceful that even as she moved inches from my body, she avoided letting her skirts so much as touch me. I started to close the door, then stopped, opened it again, and turned my head to the Sin Demon to instruct, “Tell her that I’m going to put the seatbelt… The… uhh… the safety strap, on her. I’m not trying to… molest her or anything, I just need to ensure she’s strapped in.”

Cindy spoke as instructed, and I leaned in over Aubrette. She was seated stiffly, and I had to impose myself into her personal space to buckle her in. The Sidhe smelled of spring breezes and fresh strawberries. Literally. The scent she gave off, even after standing in a field full of sheep and mud for hours, was of sweet summer strawberries and spring flowers.

I had to adjust the strap of the seatbelt for her, and couldn’t help but note that while the Sidhe’s chest wasn’t exactly enormous, it was considerably larger than my Sin Demon’s. Some part of me – probably the part which had been romping with an aspect of Lust for the last several months – began idly wondering what it would look like to have them showing off their chests for me side by side. I did my best to chase that off and focus up, but the images lingered.

Once Aubrette was strapped into the seat, I carefully closed the door, then slid into the driver’s seat. I checked to ensure Cindy was seated and seatbelted as well, then started the engine and headed down the Boyer farm driveway.

As I pulled onto the main road, I realized I never hit up Keith for gas money. Somehow, it didn’t seem worthwhile to head back.


CHAPTER SEVEN


THE CAR RIDE back to my apartment was silent for the first fifteen minutes as I tried to process what just happened.

Cindy was comfortable with silence, the Sin Demon never feeling the need to speak just for the sake of speaking. When I checked the rear view mirror, Aubrette was wide eyed, her head swiveling around from side to side to take in the landscape rushing past us. Her lips were a tight pale line across her face, and it occurred to me that this was very likely the woman’s first ride in a car, and no one explained to her what was going to happen.

That left me to be the first to speak. I did my best to keep my voice level, and calm, both because I didn’t think letting panic rule me was a good way to get information, and because I didn’t want to distress my newly sworn High Sidhe vassal any more than she already was. “Cindy, can you please give me your best summary explanation for how and why I have a High Sidhe who has sworn fealty to me.”

“Of course, Master.” The diminutive blonde paused for only a moment to gather her thoughts, her voice showing none of the signs of strain that mine probably carried. “Aubrette was exiled from Faerie, for reasons she has not yet explained, but which apparently cause her much personal shame. She is a Noble Sidhe – once a titled High Sidhe. She is not royalty, but was ranked within their courts. High Sidhe are creatures of magic and Glamour, much as I am a creature of Sin.”

My head spun with the deluge of information, and I paused Cindy to clarify, “And Sidhe is another term for the… denizens of Faerie, the realm they come from?”

Cindy quickly clarified, “The Sidhe are one of the peoples of Faerie, divided into many peoples, of whom High Sidhe are but one.” She paused briefly there to ensure I was caught up, so I motioned for her to continue without taking my eyes off the road. ”Within the Fae realm, a Noble Sidhe cast out from her court would begin to wither and fade, as the ambient Glamour is spoken for and controlled by the ruling members of the royal houses. Outside of Faerie, Glamour is free, but scarce. It would not be fitting for a Noble Sidhe to allow herself to meet an undignified end through starvation, so the traditions of her court insist that she expend what magic she has and send it out into the world. The natural cycles of Glamour would eventually allow it to return to Faerie, where it would be absorbed by the monarchs and granted to a new High Sidhe, raising her to Noble Sidhe status in the coming centuries.”

“Aubrette intended to do exactly that on arriving in the mortal realm. Her Glamour is expended most quickly when acting on others, so rather than singing for a month in the woods until she perished, she sang for the first lesser beings she encountered, some sheep, and the humans who arrived. She was prepared to do so until her reserves were empty and she expired.”

I glanced into the rear view mirror once more, checking on my new vassal. Now that we had been driving for some time, she had begun to calm, her posture relaxing very slightly, but she continued to swivel her head around and take in the sights. From my perspective, this part of the drive was pretty, but boring – lots of trees, lots of highway, random other cars, but little else to look at.

It seemed to fascinate Aubrette despite the lack of variety.

“Instead, shortly after she began her endeavor, she was approached by a mortal and an infernal entity who served him. Though her kind has not had much contact with the mortal world in recent centuries, any who hold the leash of a Sin Demon are not to be ignored. Further, you were protected by powerful wardings, such that even her strongest Glamour did not ensnare you when she was trying to expend the last of her magic as quickly as possible. I explained that you had been called on to protect the people of the farm, and while High Sidhe have little regard for those they see as lessers, you showed yourself as worthy of respect. Further, she could feel the magic flowing through you. You ordered her to obey the customs of the land, and then offered an escort through it. The only way that could happen was her joining her magic to yours, so she pledged her fealty to you. She is now drawing on some of the magic you obtain from bonding me to sustain herself.”

Having obeyed my order, Cindy reached across the center console and placed a dainty hand on my leg. My eyebrows shot up at her sudden intimacy in the presence of our guest, but before I could ask she leaned towards me and added, “You will need to provide additional Sin to compensate for the power she is drawing from me, through you. Fortunately, the amount you have been providing is more than that which I require, so I do believe this is well within your capabilities. She should also be able to assist.”

I checked the rearview mirror again, and this time Aubrette was still, her gaze fixed inside the car rather than out the windows. I didn’t want to take my eyes off the road long enough to study it in depth, but I was sure the look on her face was interest rather than revulsion. Nevertheless, I reached down and gently squeezed Cindy’s hand, before delicately picking it up and placing it back in her own lap.

She permitted me to do so without resistance, but when I released her hand, she immediately grabbed mine, pulling it into her lap. I rolled my eyes at the insatiable demon’s antics, leaving my fingers on her slender thigh for the moment rather than fighting her over it. “And how do you think she will react when she realizes I am not, in fact, a lord here in the mortal realm, and am only a mortal who happened into power beyond my means.”

Cindy slid my hand between her thighs, squeezing them around my fingers as she answered. “Master, you are a lord as far as she is concerned. The High Sidhe do not respect the power structures of mortals. She would not be impressed by the puppet monarchy of England, nor the demagogues of this land. You own the power of a Sin Demon, and have excess to sustain her. That is what impresses her.” She paused for just a moment, and I could feel her legs shift as she writhed in deliberate provocation while she thought. “Perhaps if she were to encounter a powerful Wizard she would revise her opinion, but in truth, your arrival was extremely fortuitous to her. I suspect that in addition to her loyalty, you will retain her gratitude for the remainder of your long life.”

Every time I tried to withdraw my fingers from between the Sin Demon’s legs, she squeezed her thighs around me, occasionally using her hand to guide me back when I nearly escaped. I thought about objecting verbally, but… honestly, it was hot, and I didn’t really need that hand to steer, so I instead let her keep it trapped while I focused on driving and the conversation.

“Ok, I guess I understand from her perspective. She was in a bad situation, then I showed up and offered her a way out. But… look, it’s not that I’m not sympathetic to a woman in a bad way…”

Cindy interjected quietly, her thighs squeezing around my fingers again, “A beautiful woman in a bad way.”

I continued without acknowledging the point, “But how am I meant to house her? You’ve seen my apartment. It’s not like I have an extra bedroom to offer her. I certainly don’t have the means to dress her if she’s used to wearing silks like what she’s in now. Does she eat food? I’m not struggling as much as I was before you came along, but I’m not rich either.”

The Sin Demon’s tone remained equanimous. “Master, I believe you will find she increases the wealth of your house, both magical and mundane. The Fae are creatures of passions and excesses, and while I cannot draw on her Sin anymore than I can my own, her powers should be able to enhance the Sin generated by mortals. Additionally, she is your vassal. While you are responsible for ensuring she is guided and protected in this world, she has an equal responsibility to serve you. If the financial burdens of her upkeep are too onerous, simply command her to pay tribute. Taxes, I believe would be your modern term for it. To demand that she contribute to her own upkeep would not be unreasonable. You may of course command me to discern the full measure of your responsibilities and privileges in regards to the newest member of your House.”

I grumbled quietly under my breath, “That would have been nice before I apparently accepted her oath of loyalty.” I then continued more loudly, “Yes, please do so, but first – is she going to be able to communicate with anyone? She’s going to struggle if you are literally the only person she can talk to.”

Cindy remained as unflappable as ever. “Of course. Now that she is your vassal, she should already be absorbing your knowledge and language. It is the nature of the Fae to mirror the mortal realm, and only her long absence from this world has resulted in her… outdated speech.”

I took a long breath, eventually managing to work my hand free of the Sin Demon’s legs, and eventually decided, “Alright. We’ll give it a try.” Tilting my head a little so I could pitch my voice at the High Sidhe, I put on my best chipper voice and called back, “Aubrette, welcome to my family.”

To my surprise, when I glanced in the rear view mirror, I saw a smile on her face.



Cindy and Aubrette spoke together for the remainder of the drive back to my apartment, and for the most part I tuned them out. I couldn’t understand the strangely familiar words they were using, so I focused on getting us safely home. The two seemed animated at times, though, leaving me wondering what exactly they were discussing.

As we approached my apartment block and more of the city outskirts came into view, Aubrette suddenly trailed off. Glancing in the rear view mirror showed that she was once more gazing out the car windows to take in the sights. We weren’t even in the city proper yet, but I supposed the sudden appearance of building after building, housing thousands of people and hundreds of shops, was an unexpected change.

Once parked, I acted the proper gentleman and opened the High Sidhe’s door for her, then offered my hand to help her out of the vehicle. She looked at it awkwardly for a moment and hesitantly spoke, and I realized the issue before Cindy had time to translate. Stepping forward, I leaned over Aubrette to help her unfasten the seatbelt. Again, I had to invade her personal space a little to do so, but this time I was surprised when I felt her face press against my shoulder. It only took me a moment to release the catch, the contact was brief – enough so that I didn’t really have time to register it – but as I stepped back to again offer my hand to the redheaded woman, I noticed her fair cheeks were blushing a gentle pink.

She accepted my help, gracefully emerging from my Honda and joining Cindy behind me as we walked towards my apartment.

The three of us passed Sara in the hallway, and I received a raised eyebrow from my pretty landlady at the additional company, but she made no move to stop me, so I hurried past rather than get bogged down in an explanation I wasn’t sure I’d be able to give.

Once we arrived at my door, I ushered the two women inside, and locked up behind us. My recent additional income had me in better standing than I had managed previously, but to my eyes, it was still obviously a bachelor’s apartment. I glanced around the sparsely furnished living room, eventually motioning for Aubrette to seat herself on my couch. She did so with the same prim grace she had used when getting into my vehicle, understanding my gesture without the need for words.

I then waited awkwardly, trying to figure out how to proceed. Fortunately, before the silence had time to draw out too long, I was saved by Cindy. “Master, I know you have work you need to perform later today. Even with what you have drawn from me this morning, your earlier offering of Lust should suffice for the day. With your permission, I would like to use your laptop and the television to begin to introduce Aubrette to the present era.”

A feeling of relief washed over me on hearing Cindy’s plan, and I quickly nodded my assent. “You do that. Can you please find out if there is anything she will need to get through the evening? I can make a quick trip to the stores before I have to head out.”

The Sin Demon addressed Aubrette, and after a rapid-fire exchange of words, she turned back to me. “She states that while she would appreciate bread and wine, she does not yet require anything. I believe that what we have in the refrigerator should suffice should she change her mind.”

I smiled at the pair of women, Cindy seating herself beside the Sidhe and opening the laptop, and left the pair to it. While they began speaking, I took my phone and laid down on my bed atop the covers, beginning to look up what information I could find about the Fae.



It turned out there was a ton of information about the Fae, Faeries, Sidhe, and their myths, legends, and customs out there. So much information, and so much of it contradictory, speculative, mythological, or fictional that getting a picture of the truth was going to be nearly impossible. I knew that I could eventually ask Aubrette for explanations, but until she managed to learn our language I was hoping to avoid major missteps.

When I finally put my phone away and got dressed to head out to my evening appointments, I felt like I had picked up a few common themes, but also as though there was much yet to learn.

The two women were still seated on the couch when I emerged from my bedroom, animatedly talking over my laptop, with what looked like a video of the interior of a factory playing. I wasn’t exactly sure what Cindy was covering, or why that seemed important to her, but I shrugged my shoulders and called out, “I’ll be back in a couple of hours. Cindy, do your best to take care of her while I’m gone. Standard rules apply, I’ll see you soon.”

The ‘Standard rules’ phrase was something I had come up with to give the Sin Demon a set of behaviors and orders to follow in my absence. Though I had been bringing her with me to assist with magical services lately, I did still need to leave her in my apartment from time to time, so I had a list of things she was instructed to do, and a much longer list of things she was ordered not to do, such as talking to the police or letting anyone into my home. I’m sure it wasn’t bulletproof, but I felt more comfortable knowing Cindy wasn’t going to do anything truly outlandish while I was out.



Returning home to my apartment that evening, I was exhausted. This was my first time working for each of the customers I provided Auguries for, and all three of them had run me through an extensive list of questions before, during, and after our consultations. As a result, while I had only been working for about five hours, I had spent nearly that entire time going back and forth over the most minuscule details of how my power worked.

I made a mental note to get Cindy to type up an FAQ or something to hand out. I wasn’t planning on making fliers, or anything, but maybe if I had a reference sheet detailing exactly what I could and couldn’t do, I’d waste less time repeating myself in the future.

The two women were still on the couch when I returned, though I could tell they had moved around while I was away. They had switched sides, and an empty mug on the little table next to the couch spoke of tea or coffee having been consumed. Both women smiled brightly when I walked through, and my immediate thoughts were that I could get used to having two pretty women smiling at me as soon as I walked through the front door.

I was hardly a 1950s businessman, expecting to see the wife in an apron with a hot dinner as soon as I got home, but it felt good to see smiling faces at home. That they belonged to attractive women was a pleasant bonus, but it really was just the joy they expressed that warmed me inside.

I called out casual greetings, but walked straight past the pair, intent on changing into more comfortable clothes for the rest of the evening. I tried to look professional when I was out working, so while I didn’t bother with a full suit, I was in khakis and a button-down shirt that I couldn’t wait to get out of.

I was a few paces into my bedroom door when I halted abruptly, turned around, and marched back into the living room. My head swiveled to the side slowly, and I blinked in disorientation. There was another door, beside my bedroom door. This would have caused confusion in basically any circumstances, as it was definitely not present when I left a few hours ago. It nearly caused me to fully dissociate in this case, since the wall the door led into was my bedroom wall, but the room on the other side of this new door was not my bedroom.

It matched the style of my bedroom, certainly. Or at least, of my apartment in general. It had the same dull gray carpet, the same off-white walls, it even had the same cheap overhead lighting. Where my bed was located in my room, this room had an antique, hand-carved four poster bed, complete with a massive hope chest at its feet. Lacy curtains could be pulled in to block the inside of the bed from view, but were currently drawn to the side, allowing me to see the rich velvet blankets covering whatever mattress it had.

I slowly stepped into the doorway leading to my bedroom and, while still in the doorframe, turned to the side. My bedroom appeared to overlap with this new room, through the new door, but I could see no trace of it. I turned around again, entered my living room, and this time stepped through into the brand new room. My actual bedroom was nowhere to be found. Somehow, both rooms were occupying the same place in my apartment, simply accessed from different doors, without overlapping in any way I could see.

I walked back to the living room, to where both Aubrette and Cindy were watching my antics. I leveled a brief glare at my Sin Demon, received another bright smile in response, and then finally entered my actual bedroom again to change.

When I emerged a little later, I was wearing comfortable pajama pants and an old t-shirt. I had debated putting on something less casual, but since it appeared Aubrette’s presence in my life was going to be an ongoing thing, I decided against it. There was no way I was going to just stop wearing comfortable clothes at home, so better to bite the bullet now and just get her used to me in PJs and a shirt with holes in it.

I noticed when I re-entered my living room that Aubrette had also changed, and I had been too tired to notice it before. She was wearing one of my button-down shirts, and a pair of my jeans. They were men’s cut, so they didn’t exactly fit her well, but it still had to be more comfortable than the ren-faire garb she had on before. I waved tiredly at the two women and walked up to lean on the back of the couch so I could see what they had pulled up on the laptop.

It was Wikipedia. That got a laugh out of me, and I was still smiling as I asked, “How did it go?”

Cindy spoke up quickly, rising from her seat on the couch and walking around it so she could begin rubbing my back, her fingers exerting a surprising amount of force for her tiny frame. “It went well. You already discovered that Aubrette’s talents involve the intersection of space and imagination. She noticed that your bed is too small for three people, so she created an additional bedroom with a larger bed. You are of course not obligated to sleep in it, but now none of us will need to sleep on the couch. She is beginning to absorb information about the new era, though I suspect it will take many days before I would allow her out of your apartment.”

She sounded extremely proud of herself – or rather, I corrected in my head, Proud. I realized that the Sin Demon’s aspects had shifted while dealing with the High Sidhe. I groaned out my approval of her actions, the fingers working their way up my back a pleasant welcome feeling, and spoke without thinking. “Good girl.”

I paused, not entirely sure how that would be received, only to feel one of her hands slip its way further down my body. We were concealed from Aubrette’s view by the couch, so I wasn’t overly concerned she would realize what she was doing, but I was still a little startled at the feel of Cindy’s hand reaching between my legs to begin fondling my balls through my pants. I tried to keep my voice even – Aubrette probably couldn’t understand my words yet, but I was sure she would pick up on the tone of my voice if I gave away Cindy’s game.

“I’m tired. As much as I would love to catch up with the full details of how you two lovely ladies got on, I think I am going to start to get ready for bed.”

Despite my words, I didn’t begin to move away from the couch, instead allowing the demon behind me to continue rubbing my back with one hand, while the other began stroking me through my pants, very quickly bringing me to a full erection. Only when I felt fingers delicately wrapping around my shaft did I push my way to a standing position, carefully dislodging her in the process, and walking towards my apartment’s only bathroom.

I raised my voice just slightly, hoping that my tone would come through even if the meaning of my words didn’t. “Aubrette, I look forward to getting to know you. I may not have intended things to work out as they did, but I’m sure we’ll find a way that we can all be happy.”



I was half-asleep in bed when Cindy slipped in beside me. I could feel her lithe, tight form mold itself against my back, her hand tracing its way lazily down my body to pick up where it left off about thirty minutes prior. While I had gone soft in the intervening time, she very quickly brought me to full attention, the fingers of her tiny hand barely fitting around my girth as she started stroking me. I moaned, luxuriating in having a pretty woman pleasure me without expectation of reciprocation. As much as I very much got off on pleasing my partners, there was something sinfully decadent about having a woman put her sole focus into my sexual gratification.

This kind of slow and deliberate stimulation apparently generated less Lust for my bound Sin Demon, but mixed in some Sloth and Pride which gave it a different ‘flavor’ when she absorbed it. I always appreciated variety, and especially after a day as long as this one had been, it was nice to just allow Cindy to do all of the work while I reaped the pleasure.

With leisurely purpose she writhed her body against mine, and the feel of her pert breasts pressing into my back was a pleasant addition to the silken feel of her fingers wrapped gently around my cock. She was short enough that she had to slide her way up my body a little to place her lips behind my ear, and when she did, her warm breath sent shivers up my spine. She started murmuring a low, non-stop stream of filth as she stroked me, scarcely seeming to breathe as she did so.

“Master, I love your dick. I love the way it fills my hand, and my mouth, and the pussy that you own. I love feeling it streeeeetch me out. I know you're not the one who shaped my body, and while I sometimes wish I could change to let you make me your perfect whore…” She deliberately squeezed as she drew that word out, her hand pressing into the root of my cock and her whole body rippling to press as much of her skin to mine as she could, “I’m sometimes just as glad that you didn’t make my cunt. You’re such a good, sweet Master, you would have given your little fucktoy a pussy that wrapped snugly around that thick piece of meat you swing around between your legs. Instead, though, I have this tight little hole that you can barely squeeze into. Every time you fuck me it’s like you’re stretching me out all over again, like the only reason you don’t split me in two is because I’m so tough I can take it.”

Her lips closed around my earlobe for a moment, and another shiver passed through my body at the sensation. Part of me knew, intellectually, that she was saying what she did because it was what I wanted to hear. One of the powers that made Sin Demons a force to be reckoned with was their ability to sense what would trigger the Sins in those around them, and I had permitted – no, ordered – Cindy to use that to enhance my Lust.

Most of me didn’t care even a little. There was a gorgeous woman giving me a handjob and exulting in being my sexual plaything, and I loved it. She parted her lips once more, letting her tongue sneak out to tease along my ear for just a moment, then continued whispering.

“I can’t wait until you take my ass too. I want to walk around the city with all of my holes filled with your cum. Please, Master, do me the honor soon. This body’s ass has never been fucked. Fill my virgin ass with your cum soon, Master, let me feel complete.”

That was enough to finally get me to move. I rolled onto my back and felt Cindy shift herself smoothly in response. I barely had to exert myself to pull her tiny form on top of me, shoving the blankets away and feeling the Sin Demon move to straddle me. She spread her knees wide, and the heat of her pussy was a roiling inferno as she began to slide her hips back and forth, rubbing the outside of her sex along the underside of my rock hard cock.

I finally spoke as she humped me, staring up at the woman dimly illuminated by the moonlight shining through my bedroom’s tiny window. “Not yet, fucktoy, you haven’t earned it yet. I know I could have your ass anytime I want it. You’re going to have to find something special to do if you want to earn the privilege.”

I didn’t always wear the domineering master face, but over the last few months with Cindy, I had found it emerging in bed more and more. My bound demon was literally insatiable, and would be enthusiastically up for whatever I wanted from her. That left a fertile ground for the part of me which had always wanted a… well, a sex slave, to grow.

The fact that I did, deep down, lust for a woman who would not, who could not say no was something that was hard to admit in the daylight, but it was getting harder and harder to deny at night. I still wanted willing, enthusiastic partners, but the dark back of my mind surged when I heard Cindy whimper at my proclamation.

The tiny blonde’s supernaturally smooth snatch rocked back and forth on underside of my cock, trapping my erection against my body while she rode it. I felt moisture dripping onto my midsection and realized she was leaking so much onto my dick that it had started to spill over. Her voice was low, throaty, and quiet as she promised, “I’m trying, Master. Your fucktoy is trying. Your enslaved bitch is going to find a way to earn your cock in her ass soon.” I lifted my hands up her body, first squeezing her slender hips and feeling them rock back and forth as she continued to grind herself into my dick, then moving them up higher to her tits. My hands covered them completely, the firm perky mounds not even a handful each. I rested them there for a time as she continued.

“Maybe a new girl. Would you fuck my ass if I brought you another toy to enjoy?” My hips bucked involuntarily at that thought, and the Sin Demon pounced on my reaction. She lifted herself up, one of her hands sliding between our bodies to guide the swollen head of my cock against the slippery folds of her sex. She very slowly and deliberately lowered herself down and, just as she had promised before, I felt her tight channel stretch and flex to accept me. She only managed to get about half of my length in on the first thrust, then resumed rocking her hips to slowly take the rest of me in.

“Would you let me play with another slut if I gave her to you?” I couldn’t make out Cindy’s expression well in the darkness of my bedroom, but her tone was pleading. “If I wrapped her up pretty in a bow and delivered a new trembling woman, desperate for you to use her, would you let me join in?”

I groaned as I felt her gripping and squeezing my cock, the feel of hot demon cunt an incomparable delight. My hands grasped at her tits, pawing at them until my fingers found her nipples, and then pinching down hard. This caused her to let out a sharp gasp that turned into a breathy moan, and I took that moment to reply. “Maybe. Maybe if you gave me a willing, eager slave, maybe I would let you earn my cum in your ass.” Even as some part of me wondered if I was going too far with my words, something deeper within me exulted in them.

My head rolled to the side as I felt her force her hips down, finally taking the full length of my shaft into her pussy. My eyes drifted closed for a moment to enjoy the sensation, only to shoot open again in surprise. A few feet away, writhing in midair, was Aubrette – but translucent and hazy. Her eyes were locked onto Cindy’s hips, watching my cock disappear inside the slender demon. I whipped my head back to look at the woman actively fucking me, and caught a smirk on her lips, the Sin Demon’s gaze also turning to the side. When I again glanced over, there was no sign of the High Sidhe.

I wasn’t ready to write that little experience off, but also I was balls deep in a woman with phenomenal control over the muscles of her pussy, so investigating felt like it wasn’t a priority. I slid my hands off the tiny tits I had been groping and let them return to Cindy’s waist, holding it firmly while she rode me. She kept her pace slow, letting me enjoy the buildup of sex rather than trying to push me into orgasm quickly, instead looking to build up my Lust, resuming her dirty talk as she did so.

“Would you reward me if she was not just willing and eager, but desperate? A hungry new slut drooling for your cock.” Again, my hips rolled up to meet a downward thrust without any conscious control on my part, as my body answered for me. I couldn’t actually bring myself to admit it out loud, but the thought of my enslaved demon bringing me other women to play with reached right past the conscious, principled part of my mind that wanted decency and fair play all around, touching on something Greedy and hungry and Lustful.

The sound of a soft, ethereal moan had my head rolling to glance once more to my right. Again, hovering off the side of the bed – the equivalent location in the new bedroom, I realized – was my new redheaded vassal. I could see the wall of my own bedroom through her, but there was no mistaking her presence. She was naked, and this time her eyes were squeezed shut. With a literal demon of Sin whispering in my ear, I couldn’t help but take advantage of the opportunity, allowing my eyes to roam down the tall woman’s body and take her in.

She was more lushly built than Cindy. Her breasts were not overly large on her frame, but neither were they small, about the size of a store-bought apple. Her hips were well pronounced – she was lying on her side, and her curves were easily visible in the darkness. I couldn’t make out much color, but her creamy skin all but glowed in the moonlight. Both of her hands were shoved between her legs, and while they blocked my view of exactly what she was doing, the burst of motion from her fingers was an unmistakable clue.

A moment later, she faded – growing more transparent until I couldn’t discern her outline, like a bad 80s special effect. I again brought my eyes to look up at Cindy, who had gone silent. She was turning her head back to look at me, having clearly been seeing the same thing I was. The submissive pleading look on her face was gone, replaced by one of hunger.

The Sin Demon began to pump her hips rapidly, her inner walls squeezing down as she rode me. After a moment, without breaking her pace, she lowered her chest to mine, and I let one of my hands tangle in her short hair to pull her face in for a kiss. I was breathing hard by now, so I kept it short, and once her lips broke contact with mine she leaned in further, whispering hotly into my ear. “Maybe I should bring Aubrette to you. I think I could have her drooling over your cock fast enough.” She punctuated that with a couple rolls of her hips, pulling back until only the tip of my cock was inside her, then slamming down with all of her diminutive weight to squeeze my full length.

The only response I could muster was to wrap my hands around the Sin Demon’s ass, squeezing her pert backside and pulling her against my body so that when my balls tightened and began pumping her full of cum, it was as deep inside her channel as I could manage. She tossed her head back at the feeling, letting out a moan of triumph that Aubrette – not to mention the neighbors on either side of my apartment – couldn’t help but hear.

For several long moments, my entire world condensed down to the feeling of the pussy squeezing rhythmically, milking my cock of every drop of cum I could produce. Then Cindy slowly pulled back, crawling her way down my body to start to delicately lick me clean.

The last sound I heard before allowing myself to drop into slumber while she worshiped my dick was Cindy whispering up to me, “I think you’ll like your new vassal, Master. Just wait until you find out why she was exiled from Faerie.”

Part of me wanted to follow up on that immediately, but it was overruled when sleep overtook me.


CHAPTER EIGHT


WHEN I AWOKE the next morning, it was with a Sin Demon snuggled against my side, and lingering feelings of shame in my heart.

I had come to peace with my relationship with Cindy a while ago. She was a creature of Sins, and while she was literally incapable of acting against her nature, she had made it explicitly clear that she got as much out of our bond as I did.

Aubrette was new, and not even capable of communicating with me, and I had let myself cum inside another woman while fantasizing about the redhead being sexually submissive to me. I didn’t know anything about her, really, outside of the conditions that led her to swear fealty to me. She hadn’t told me what she wanted, about her hopes and dreams, or even whether she was actually going to be happy in service to a mortal who, for all I knew, brought her standard of living down to what she considered squalor.

I also knew that fantasies were just fantasies, and I didn’t directly harm Aubrette by indulging that part of myself, but a faintly grimy sense of disgust lingered within me. I resolved to put those thoughts aside and treat the High Sidhe with the respect she deserved.

Cindy would sleep the morning away if I allowed it. I could wake her just by commanding it, and she would generally rouse if I gave off any significantly Sinful thoughts, so most mornings she rose when I did, but I decided to let her slumber in Sloth for now, and slipped out of bed to take a long shower.

When I emerged 30 minutes later, having taken advantage of the apartment complex’s expansive water heater, I felt refreshed and clean, and had been able to refocus away from my persistent guilt. I patted my body dry with my towel, then walked into the living room with it raised over my head to dry my hair, only to nearly stumble into Aubrette.

While I was fully naked, still damp from the shower.

I froze, a blush rising from deep within my chest. Several months of living with Cindy had gotten me used to having someone in my apartment who was enthusiastic about my getting naked – since that generally led her to an infusion of Lust. It had been years since I had any other kind of roommate to be concerned with, and the idea of running into someone not accustomed to my dick swinging around hadn’t even occurred to me.

My vassal stepped back deftly, her feet dancing across the crappy apartment carpet as she created some space in which to curtsey. Her head dipped low, and I nearly allowed my reflexes with Cindy to kick in by stepping forward and thrusting my crotch in her direction. I realized that I was about to do so in time and, belatedly, whipped my towel down from my head to wrap around my waist and give myself the faintest suggestion of modesty far after the fact.

Aubrette spoke first, and surprisingly enough, I actually understood her. “My Lord.”

My mouth opened and a short torrent of apology spilled out. “I am so sorry, I should have known you could be up and about. Please, forgive me. I’m just not used to having guests over in the morning, and with Cindy being who she is, me walking around… you know what, I’m going to leave that topic alone and go get dressed.”

As I started to edge to the side to step around the Fae creature in my apartment, she spoke again, her speech slightly halting, but shockingly clear for a single day’s improvement. “You Lord. Me vassal. You… have right. No sorry.”

I held up one hand to wave that off – the other holding my towel closed – walking into the bedroom as I responded, “You may be my vassal, but you are also a lady, and that’s not how I treat women. I apologize again, I’ll do better.”

It never even occurred to me to wonder why she was right outside the door to the bathroom.

Cindy was wide awake by the time I made it into my room, sitting up in the mess of blankets on the bed and eyeing me hungrily. It took about half an hour before I managed to start putting on clothes.

Eventually, the demon and I emerged from my bedroom, clothed in our casual wear, and with Cindy wearing a smirk – and with a load of my cum down her throat. That was good, because it meant I was sated and able to think clearly as we joined the newest addition to our household.

I was shocked to see that three cups of coffee were already sitting on the small table in front of my couch. Aubrette was already seated there, dressed in the same green button-down shirt and pair of my jeans she wore yesterday. I was going to need to purchase some new furniture soon, because that was really the only place for us to sit comfortably, and while all three of us fit on the couch, it wasn’t the most conducive to conversation. That said, I had other things to spend money on first, and I planned to make that the first order of business.

I joined my vassal – a phrase I had never imagined myself using – on the couch, and accepted the cup of coffee she indicated. It already had a tiny amount of cream and sugar added to make it to my taste, and as I took my first sip I wondered what exactly the two women were talking about that lead Aubrette to already know that particular piece of trivia about me. I decided to leave that for later, instead looking to Cindy as she took the middle of the couch, and addressing her so she could translate. “I want to have the two of you buy some clothes for Aubrette. We’ll use some of the money Keith gave me yesterday – it won’t be enough for a full wardrobe, but at least she won’t have to keep wearing my old clothes or her one dress. I’m going to have to trust you to take the lead on that, but by now I’m sure you can manage the one shopping trip without getting into trouble. Right?”

Cindy gave me a teasing smile for a moment, but then nodded. “Yes, Master. I can help Aubrette find some appropriate attire. I take it you are to transport us there, but not stay?”

“Yes.” I took another sip of my coffee, letting the life-giving fluid start to work its magic, before continuing. “I’m going to stop by the library and check out the books they have there. I was trying to read up on the Sidhe yesterday, but what I got wasn’t really useful, so I want to expand my search. Maybe I can find something relevant that will help me figure out what to do about Aubrette.”

I gave the women the entire envelope of cash Keith handed over as payment for saving his wife and son from a suicidal fairy, pausing as I did so to wonder if maybe I had actually undercharged for my services. If I was going to do this kind of thing in the future, I would probably need to start adjusting my prices to reflect not just my own new capabilities, but also the risks I was able to take on.

I asked Cindy to try to keep her expenses under $300, but not knowing how much women’s clothes actually cost, I made that a guideline rather than a rule, and sent them off with the full $500 I’d been paid for removing Aubrette. I was under no impression that it would actually be enough for a real wardrobe, but it was the cash I had on-hand so it would have to do for now.

With luck, I’d be able to take Cindy’s advice from the day before and have Aubrette help support herself eventually. Until she could, though, I’d support her while she adapted to her new life.



An hour later, I dropped off the girls at the West County Mall, which was somehow still a thriving commercial establishment despite the decline of malls as an American institution. There were enough stores for Cindy to have a variety of modern styles to show Aubrette, and I left them with a pay-as-you-go cell phone I had picked up a while ago so they could let me know when they were ready to be picked up.

Then I went to the library.

The nearest public library was only a short drive away, and as I walked inside, I was startled at how modern the whole thing looked. I hadn’t had much cause to visit a library in a while, and in my head they were dingy things with long fluorescent light bulbs overhead, a couple museum-piece computers near the reception desk, and then row after row of 20-year old books.

This place was nice. It looked halfway between a community college and a Barnes and Nobles. The carpet was modern and brightly colored, with vivid patterns on the floor. There were several small tables with chairs at the front for people to… do homework, probably. Small reading nooks were scattered around, and the inside was brightly lit. From the ceiling in one corner hung a brilliantly glowing chandelier that was as much an art piece as a light fixture, looking almost like a large synthetic dandelion, with bright white spokes bursting out of a central glowing globe in all directions.

There was an information counter just inside the door, and a pretty Black woman about my age set down her book when I walked in, giving me a quick smile. I approached her, and as I stepped up to the counter, she greeted me. “Welcome to the Grand Glaize library, can I help you find anything?”

It took me a few moments to explain that I was looking for more historical books on Fairy folklore. She straightened a pair of very narrow frame glasses on her nose, then checked the computer at the desk, and only a few minutes after I walked in the door, I was headed down one of the rows of books. I marveled both at how spacious the wide open corridors between the shelves looked and felt, and at how much of the library was dedicated to things other than books. Again, my experiences with libraries were not terribly current, but this one had activity centers, computer labs, and a large children’s section which just did not exist in the mental picture I held before arriving.

It occurred to me that this was the first time in years I had walked into a building this nice without being expected to pay for the privilege. I muttered a curse against the capitalist overlords of the world, then put that from my mind and focused on my research.



A couple hours later, I was rubbing my temple and trying to fend off a growing headache. Not because my surroundings weren’t comfortable – though they were noisier than I expected – but because the material I was reading just… didn’t seem to help. The library’s selection on myths and folklore wasn’t enormous, but even among the limited number they had, most of what I could find was.. well… myths. Some of them contained information that might be useful, but every part of the world seemed to have different ideas of how the Fae behaved. And what they wanted. And what they looked like. And how to spell fae.

Cindy had mentioned that Aubrette would likely absorb some of our culture quickly because of a link between Fae and the mortal realm, but it looked like that meant every part of Faerie absorbed different values from their corresponding mortals.

I pinched the bridge of my nose and brought the books I had found back up the counter so they could be reshelved. I knew I would mess up the placement if I did it myself, so I instead relied on the professionals. The same librarian was there, reading an ancient looking book with a leather cover. Now that I took a moment to examine her, she was probably actually a little older than I was, if only by a couple years. I had been distracted enough when I walked in to note any particular details of her appearance, but from the side she was striking. She had a mass of springy black hair pulled back tight into a single massive pouf behind her head. Her cheekbones were high and well defined, her nose was slightly upturned, and her lips were lush and thick. The glasses she wore were tiny, and had to be intended for reading only. She also had a tiny silver ring piercing the side of one nostril, and I wondered how I could have missed it at first glance. The cardigan she had wrapped around herself was lightweight, and while it concealed the details of her figure, I got the impression that she was both well put together and not unimpressively busty.

As I set down my stack of books, she raised her nose from her book and smiled at me again, asking, “Did you find everything you were looking for? Anything to check out, or just doing some research while you’re here?”

She sounded brightly professional, so – since she was using her customer service voice, I did my best to respond in kind. “I did, thank you for pointing me in the right direction. And no, nothing to check out now. Though… I think I’ve exhausted what I’m going to get on the topic I was looking up, but I don’t suppose you have any books on… well, demons?”

A carefully manicured eyebrow rose on the librarian’s forehead for just a moment, and she regarded me with intent, dark brown eyes. Then she turned to her computer and asked, her tone just as professional as before, “Any particular information you’re looking for? The term demon has been applied to a number of mythological entities from various cultures around the world, usually by foreigners and missionaries looking to fit another culture’s belief system into their own, so it would help if you can narrow it down a little.”

I considered that for a few moments, trying to decide how much information to give out, before biting the bullet and asking, “Can you see if there are any books tagged with information about Sin Demons?”

That got another sharp look from the woman, and this one lingered for a few uncomfortable moments as she scrutinized me. Then, without further question, she typed briefly into the computer and spent some time looking through the results. “I think your best bet is going to be on this list. They’re mostly books looking into the history of the Catholic church with that combination of words. We don’t actually have many on hand, but I can have them brought in by the ILL – the interlibrary loan system – if you want.”

I shook my head at that, stretching to try to work out one of the knots I had developed in my back, and responded, “No, not right now thank you. If I change my mind, though, I’ll be sure to come back and let you know. Thank you again, though, you’ve been very helpful!”

She smiled at me, though this one looked somehow a little more forced than the one I got when I first walked in, and stated, “You’re welcome. It doesn’t seem like you’re a library member, would you like to sign up before you go? Even if you don’t check out books, it helps us stay funded when people sign up.”

I did. The process only took a few moments, and a few minutes later I was walking out of the building with a brand new library card.



I had planned to drive to the mall and see if I could link up with the girls to check on their progress, but I got a call from Cindy while I was still on the way there telling me that they were ready to leave, and would be waiting for me in front of one of the anchor stores.

When I pulled up, I almost didn’t recognize Aubrette. Her brilliant auburn hair was offset by an elegant forest green dress with long ruffled sleeves. It was cinched at the waist by a built-in bow, and ended in a flared ruffled skirt which only went about halfway down her thighs. Her legs looked gloriously long, stretching down forever until they were covered by a pair of beige leather – or perhaps suede – boots.

The look on her face was slightly uncertain as I arrived, and the reason for that was immediately obvious. A group of four men who might have been in their early twenties at the oldest were arrayed around Cindy in a semicircle. The Sin Demon had interposed herself between them and the High Sidhe, and was in the middle of delivering a Wrathful tirade at them as my Honda pulled up to the curb. “...not one of you is worthy to touch so much as a hair on either of our heads. You are incredibly fortunate that I have been restrained from harming you by my Master. Were I given my free reign, this temple of Sin would be four mortals poorer, and four steaming piles of meat richer.” She spun her head rapidly towards me when she heard me stop, and the residual expression of fury on her face sent me reeling even when it wasn’t meant for me. I quickly popped the lock and motioned for the women to get in.

They obeyed with alacrity, one of the boys in the middle of the group calling out, “Look lady, we just asked for your numbers. Couple of pretty women like you could use some good company is all I’m saying.”

Cindy slid into the navigator’s seat, but didn’t stop moving. Instead, she slid half her body over the center console, practically climbing into my lap to shove her tongue down my throat. I was so shocked by the sudden kiss that I could barely respond. The voices of the young men outside the car raised in some kind of additional yell, but the sudden rush of blood to my ears drowned out any sense of what their words might have meant. Perhaps thirty seconds later, the Sin Demon slid back into her seat and dutifully fastened her seatbelt.

Not wanting to exacerbate whatever confrontation was going on here, I quickly checked to make sure that Aubrette was also seated inside, then gently applied the gas to start pulling away. I didn’t manage to leave fast enough to prevent Cindy from lowering the window, sticking her head out, and screaming, “I’m going to go home and beg my Master here to fuck me so hard I forget that half-men like you exist. Perish in flames and agony!”

I was quiet for several long seconds as we pulled out into the parking lot and left the quartet of men behind. I pulled into one of the last spaces before the exit to quickly look back over my shoulder and ensure Aubrette was actually correctly fastened into the car, and was pleased to see that she was. We had spent a couple minutes familiarizing her with the vehicle prior to leaving that morning, and she had clearly absorbed that knowledge well enough to use it. She was still seated far more primly than any passenger I’d had in the back seat, but her seat belt was correctly fastened and she had both opened and closed the door herself.

While leaning over, I noticed that though she also had her purchases with her, the number of bags was far, far smaller than I had hoped. Two large shopping bags sat in the back seat, but it didn’t look like either was particularly full. Still, once I made sure my passengers were secure, I pulled back out and began driving us back to the apartment. Safely away from the confrontation, I glanced over at Cindy and asked hesitantly, “So… how did it go?”

To my surprise, she beamed a bright smile at me. “That is an excellent location you allowed me to explore, Master. The garments within were far more expensive than the ones we purchased together at the Target, so the funds you provided did not stretch far, but the Sins in that building…” The Sin Demon let out an overt moan that had me glancing over at her once more, eventually gathering herself to continue. “I am bloated with Sin. I gorged today.”

I rolled my eyes at her antics, glancing in the rear view mirror at my new vassal, and asked, “How much did you spend, and how many outfits did you get?”

Aubrette noticed my eyes in the mirror and offered her own smile, though hers was considerably more reserved than Cindy’s. To my shock, she answered for herself rather than relying on being translated. “I go to many store, then see one that remind me of home. Many pretty dress inside. Cindy say they cost many, but they so pretty. We pick out many, purchase few. Cindy tell me talk to woman in store, so I do, while Cindy take some few other we find. Thank you, My Lord.”

I nearly swerved out of my lane at that admission, before belting out a laugh. The Sin Demon beside me reached one hand over to squeeze my leg, speaking seriously, “Master, the men who own those stores charge far more than their wares merit. Those are places steeped in greed. The boots your Sidhe wears were priced at nearly one hundred and fifty dollars, but the men who crafted them were paid in pennies. I could grow fat there.”

I let my own hand reach down from the steering wheel to pat Cindy’s fondly, but tilted my head to address Aubrette instead. “Aubrette, you seem to be adjusting well here. Cindy told me you would pick up our language quickly, but this is much faster than expected.”

The voice that called up from the back of the car was melodious, almost singing, despite the choppy nature of the words themselves. “I learn. I adapt. The Sidhe reflect. What men are, we are. What men wish they are, we are.”

I let the conversation die down there, trying to decipher that particular riddle for the rest of the drive back to the apartment. Once we arrived, Cindy handed me back the envelope I had given her earlier. I opened it, and to my dismay discovered that it held a tiny fraction of the five hundred it once had. Sighing, I tucked it away in my pocket and we began ascending the stairs to the third floor of the building.

Arriving home after what felt like a very long morning, I paused as soon as I opened the door. The interior of my apartment had been mostly unchanging for the last year or so, and I had yet to adjust to the sudden addition of a whole room. I shook my head to ward off the disorientation seeing it caused, then stepped through and motioned the two women to follow. Closing the door behind us, I ordered Cindy, “Remind me to find something to put up to conceal that doorway from the hall. I don’t want Sara to stop by and ask awkward questions.” She nodded, and the three of us moved to settle in.

Aubrette stepped through into the bedroom she had, somehow, made for herself. I moved to my laptop to respond to a couple emails – I had some appointments later in the afternoon that I needed to confirm – and Cindy marched straight through to my bedroom. Assuming she was going to go sleep off what was apparently a big ‘meal’ for her, I waved a hand lazily and turned back to my work.

Catching myself up to date on my work only took about fifteen minutes. Aubrette had yet to emerge from her room, so I decided to take the opportunity to change into something more comfortable until it was time to leave the house again. When I walked into my bedroom to do so, I was surprised to see that my bonded demon was not, in fact, asleep in a cocoon of blankets. Instead, she was fully naked in the middle of my bed, bent over on her knees with her ass stuck as high into the air as her diminutive frame would allow. Her face was turned to the side, cheek against the mattress, and her bright green eyes immediately fixed on me when I entered. Her tongue darted across her deep purple lips, leaving them glistening, but she did not speak. Instead, one of her delicate hands very deliberately reached back between her legs. Without taking her eyes off my face, she slid her fingers along the outer lips of her sex, then pushed them apart. The drooling pink inside of her cunt literally dripped lubrication down her hand when she did so, a visible droplet sliding along her arm.

I had the presence of mind, barely, to close the door behind myself. In the two steps it took to close the distance to my bed, I had managed to kick off my shoes and pull my shirt off my head, but I didn’t bother actually removing my pants. Those got unzipped and pushed halfway down my thighs with my boxers as I knelt up behind the hell bitch. Without a word, I lined up the head of my dick with the lips she was still holding open for me, then thrust myself home. Cindy shoved her hips back against me as I did so, pushing back until she was fully impaled on my cock.

Only then did she speak, her voice husky and thick. “Master, those men wanted your women. I was not allowed to unleash my Wrath on them. Please fuck me until I can feel your cum coating my insides so I can forget they ever existed.”

I could hardly refuse such a polite entreaty. My hands wrapped around the Sin Demon’s narrow hips as I withdrew my own, then I pulled the tiny woman back against myself as I thrust forward, slamming myself home and drawing out a wordless moan from her. Then I did it again, and again, and again. Each time I did so, her flesh slapped against mine as I yanked her back hard enough to lift her off the mattress, trying to imprint myself on her flesh. Eventually, without thinking about it, I removed one of my hands from her hips and raised it high, bringing it down across her backside with a loud slap that echoed through my bedroom.

Then I did it again, and then again. I knew that I couldn’t actually harm the body Cindy was wearing – not with my bare hands, at least – so I held nothing back as I spanked her. My hips never stopped moving, and her words came out as an incoherent muttered stream, “Fuckyes spankyourslut. Mmmmake me feel it. Yes, take me, Master, take your little slut. Slut slut slut yesss master fuck me! Yess…”

Eventually my hands began to sting, so I pushed forward on Cindy’s ass, flattening her face down on the mattress. I suffered through the few seconds it took me to kick off my pants and boxers entirely, then straddled her thighs and again lined myself up with her pussy. Again, she pushed the lips of her cunt apart, welcoming me home as I buried myself without preamble. I fucked her hard, taking my pleasure from her eager body, pinning her against the mattress while she moaned and writhed beneath me.

I began to lean forward, my hands again wrapping around the hips of the woman who, even pressed flat to the mattress, was trying to buck her ass up against me, when a sudden motion caught my attention. Just to my right, a translucent leg shifted, the foot at the end of it quivering as a spasm passed through the body it was attached to. I let my eyes trace along the leg, revealing Aubrette. In the light of midday she was much easier to make out than her previous ghostly appearance. She was a few inches above the blankets on my bed, leaning back against the air with her legs splayed out in a wide ‘v’. Her eyes were squeezed shut, and her face twisted into a look of ecstasy – the cause of which was easy to guess. Her brand new dress was pushed up about her waist, and one of her hands was shoved between her legs, fingers pumping as she touched herself. With her legs spread as wide as they were, it was like she was putting on a show for me, exposing a neatly groomed bush of bright auburn hair between her legs, which framed a cunt spread lewdly around her rapidly moving fingers.

The High Sidhe grew more… solid, actually blocking the light coming through the window for a second as her legs spasmed and kicked, an orgasm working its way through her body. And then, as her pace of touching herself slowed, she faded again into first translucence, then invisibility.

I realized that I was buried balls deep in Cindy, unmoving, and that I had been for a few seconds. My eyes flicked up to hers, and while the small woman’s face was still pressed into the blankets, her eyes were open now, turned towards the space where Aubrette had been briefly visible, and her deep purple lips were curled up into a wicked smile. But, then she bucked her hips back against me and I once more decided that the more urgent priority was to finish with the woman wrapped around my dick before investigating the one who was apparently masturbating somewhere in my apartment.

I resumed pumping my hips, squeezing my hands around Cindy’s midsection hard as I started to push my way over the edge. She moaned again, loudly and wordlessly this time, and I could feel her cunt spasming rhythmically around my shaft as she came, her own eyes fluttering shut. That was enough to push me past my limit, blood roaring in my ears as my balls pumped and pulsed, shooting my cum deep inside the demon who called herself my slut.

Still, I couldn’t shake the sight of the High Sidhe’s fingers working at her pussy, and as I emptied my load into Cindy, some part of my head wondered how different it would feel to be cumming inside Aubrette instead.


CHAPTER NINE


SNUGGLED UP AGAINST her in bed, covered in our sweat, I wanted to ask Cindy about the ghostly visions of Aubrette I had seen twice now. The tall redhead had appeared the night before, and then again a few minutes prior, both times while my bound Sin Demon and I were engaged in hot and heavy sex. Somehow, the words wouldn’t quite put themselves in order in my mouth, though. I knew, consciously, that my lover was not a human woman. She had even been the one to first broach the topic of bringing the High Sidhe into my sex life. Still, decades of human socialization had the words dying out unspoken in my throat.

Cindy managed to speak before I could, her words quiet and lazy in our post-sex torpor. “Mmm, Master, you liked spanking me. You have not done that before, but I think you should do it more. It flavors the Lust you give me with just a hint of Wrath and Pride that is delicious.”

I froze for a moment as I realized that I hadn’t even asked prior to spanking the diminutive woman during sex, but then relaxed as her words sunk in. Of course she would find pleasure in the act – I had enjoyed it in the moment, and she literally fed on my enjoying myself with her. Still, that was probably the kind of thing I should bring up with any future partners I would have. A powerful infernal creature like Cindy was one thing, but a mortal woman might not appreciate having her ass reddened without being consulted first. I rolled to the side slightly and peeked down, checking out the slender form snuggling against me.

The Sin Demon’s pert ass was unchanged. No handprints marred her skin, it remained unblemished, and while it was covered in our combined sweat, the fact that my blows hadn’t so much as temporarily marked my demon irked me on a level I was going to need to examine later.

She hadn’t complained, though, and had in fact encouraged me to do that again, so I shuffled closer, half-covering her with my body as I finally responded. “I didn’t know I was going to enjoy that until now.” Of course I had heard about people who like spankings in bed, but something about seeing Cindy face down with her ass in the air had made me suddenly understand the appeal. I chalked this up to my inhibitions being loosened over the last few months of Sin, and resolved to make sure I talked about that kind of thing before putting it into practice, counting myself lucky that what was almost certainly a blunder on my part had still led to a very happy ending.

I lazily pulled the covers up over us, spooning in against the petite woman in front of me, and closing my eyes for just a few moments.

I woke up when my phone played a jaunty and very jarring tune, with a message flashing up on screen to inform me that I had just enough time for a quick shower if I was going to make my first appointment of the afternoon. Fortunately, I had gotten into the habit of giving myself a little extra time on my alarms after the first couple weeks of Cindy’s presence. I had been forced to make a call between being unprofessional because I was late, or being unprofessional because I smelled like sex. I had chosen the former, but then had to take steps to adapt and prevent it from happening again.

Quickly wrapping a towel around myself, I rushed to the bathroom to rinse off. I passed Aubrette in the living room, where she was seated on the couch watching some kind of video on my laptop. Stepping into the water of the shower while it was still cool jolted me out of the last of my drowsiness, and I was able to rinse, dry, and dress in time to make it to my first appointment.

I left Cindy behind – this was an Augury, not one of my new ‘advanced’ services, so her services weren’t required. Instead, I commanded her to spend the time with Aubrette teaching her whatever Cindy thought she needed for her new life, then headed out the door. I passed Sara as she walked between buildings – our apartment complex technically comprised a cluster of three separate structures – waving at her and smiling. She returned the wave, but I was in enough of a rush that I kept heading for my car instead of stopping to talk to her. The last couple months I had been able to make my rent on time, so while I had run into my landlady a few times, we hadn’t needed to talk much. I felt… oddly sad about that. The fact that I was making enough money to not risk eviction was nice, but Sara was a good person and pleasant company, and not having the excuse to talk to her or provide her my services as an Augur was an unexpected absence in my life.

My first appointment was a quick one – a small business owner wanted to know if it was worth opening a second location, and I barely had to read through the documentation she had prepared before my Gift flashed a tranquil blue. I still took the time to glance through the notes she had prepared – by now, I was actually starting to get a feel for small business finance even outside of my Gift – but nothing I read changed the outcome. This was an easy win for her, and probably long overdue.

My second one both took longer, and was far sadder. A married couple that couldn’t have been older than their mid-fifties wanted to know if it was worth pursuing an alternative medical treatment for a condition one had developed recently. I have never been a medical expert, but my Gift can provide feedback even on topics outside of my comprehension with enough preparation. Unfortunately, reading through the information his doctor had provided, nothing I found in my Gift offered even a glimmer of hope for success. I reminded them that I wasn’t infallible, and that they should continue to talk through and explore whatever options the medical professionals had to offer, but no matter how I looked I couldn’t discern even a hint that the treatment would be a success.

When I left, the two men were holding each other, one weeping while the other did his best to console him. My mood was somber as I headed back to my car, and only the fact that they would almost certainly have spent vastly more money on the treatment than my consultation allowed me to feel even a little good about that outcome. I knew that my time and attention were worth compensation, but it didn’t exactly feel good to look at a man with hope in his eyes and deliver nothing but bad news, then expect him to pay me for it.

Someone had asked me once why I didn’t ask for payment in advance, as so many fortune tellers did. I informed him that anyone who purports to see the future, but isn’t confident that you’ll pay when it’s time, isn’t worth your money.

I picked up dinner for three on the way home. Cindy was happy with basically anything I brought which let her indulge in Gluttony, and Aubrette lacked the context to know what kinds of modern food she would like, so I brought home three orders of cheap fast-food burgers, fries, and shakes. Navigating the door with my hands full of both food and a cheap cardboard tray for the shakes was tricky, so I barely glanced around the apartment when I got inside. The two women were seated side by side on the couch, laptop in front of them, again watching some kind of video.

I stepped inside and hip-checked the door closed, then moved to unload the food on the tiny kitchen counter. Then I blinked as my brain caught up to me. Was that porn they were watching?

By the time I turned around to check, the laptop was already closed, Cindy and Aubrette rising to join me. The former did so by tilting her head up to demand a kiss – while she was technically strong enough to pull my head down to her level, I found that to be disconcerting and had asked her to stop. The latter did so by curtseying, her hands delicately holding the sides of the short skirt on her dress. My mind immediately flooded with the vision of her I had seen earlier, of that same skirt pushed up over her hips as she touched herself, and the thought lingered as I leaned down to give the Sin Demon a peck.

Burgers were distributed, fries handed out, and cookies and cream milkshakes delivered. Soon enough, the three of us sat side by side on the couch, with myself in the enviable position of being flanked by a pair of gorgeous women. We dug in quickly, and as I glanced between us I almost laughed at the contrast in eating styles. Cindy devoured her food so quickly I wasn’t entirely sure that she tasted it, let alone chewed. I ate more slowly, but I was hungry enough that eating was a priority, so I was shoving fries in my mouth a few at a time, then taking big bites of my burger, and washing it down with sips of shake.

Aubrette, the tallest of the three of us, was almost dainty. While she was willing to eat with her hands just as we were, her touch was delicate. One fry at a time came out of the little paper envelope, and she chewed each bite of the burger thoroughly. Still, her expression was quite happy, so I assumed she was enjoying this bit of mortal food. That brought to mind a bit of more common lore I had seen in my research, and I asked curiously, “Is there any effect on the Fae if they eat mortal food? Like… I read several things about mortals eating fairy food that suggested it would trap you in their realm, is the reverse true?”

The High Sidhe beside me swallowed carefully before answering, and while she still stumbled over the language, she was a little clearer than even earlier in the day. “Fairy food do not trap mortals, being bad guest trap mortals. What fairy give is given, but if take what not given, can take to make fair.”

I furrowed my brow, trying to make sense of the words, only for Cindy to help me understand. “It’s not the act of eating food from Faerie which led to mortals being enslaved, it’s the act of taking something which was not given. If a Prince of Faerie were to invite you to a feast, you would be safe to eat and drink that which was served. If you were to steal the silverware, though, or even just a napkin, you would have abused that hospitality and their reprisal could be what you would see as disproportionate. I have been speaking with Aubrette, and while I cannot claim to be an expert, I am beginning to put a picture together of how the Fae – and Noble Sidhe in particular – behave. They are much as mortals are, but more. Their passions are more passionate, their art more intense. Their love affairs are legendary, and their betrayals epic. She is tall for a mortal woman, but only average for a High Sidhe.”

I blinked at the sudden reveal of additional information, nodding slowly in understanding. “So… their retribution is more… intense too, I guess? You steal a napkin and show yourself to be a bad guest, and they enslave you forever for it?”

Cindy shrugged narrow shoulders, having choked down another bite of burger in the few seconds it took me to speak. “Yes, though that example in particular is tied to their view of hospitality more than property value. Being a bad guest is far, far worse than theft. You should keep that in mind with Aubrette. She is desperate to be a good vassal to you, and you have not only saved her from certain death already, but you have opened your home to her. You must allow her to redress that balance somehow.”

I nodded again absently, chewing on a few more fries, eventually looking to Aubrette. She had a faint blush on her cheeks and was studiously examining her half-eaten burger. I cleared my throat and told her, “I know you are trying hard to be a good guest – you only joined me a day ago, give yourself the chance to adjust a little. I’m happy to let you earn your keep, but I also don’t expect you to start to do so the moment you swore your oath.”

I still wasn’t entirely comfortable with how that whole series of events had gone down, but maybe the way Cindy entered my life had given me a new perspective on things, because a day later I was willing to just… forge ahead and figure out where to go from here. I couldn’t expect this courtly woman to immediately adapt to my world, though, and did my best to put her at ease. Her expression didn’t look relaxed, but she smiled when she noticed me examining her, so I chalked up at least some of it to difficulty understanding me and finished off my burger.

The rest of the evening passed with the three of us on the couch, watching a movie on a Nautical website. As in – I didn’t feel like paying tribute to corporate overlords so we pirated shit from an offshore streaming site. With the entire library of human media ahead of us, I wanted to find something that sounded like it might be more familiar to Aubrette, so I pulled out my phone and did a quick search. Dangerous Liaisons came up as a well received period drama, and while I wasn’t familiar with it, I figured now was as good a time as ever.

The film was extremely entertaining – if a bit more highly sexual than I had quite expected. Obviously, the name hinted at that, but I figured an academy award winning film would be tame enough that it wouldn’t embarrass me or my new guest.

Far from embarrassed, Aubrette watched the drama with rapt attention. Cindy seemed less interested in the movie itself, but when John Malkovich took a young Uma Thurman to bed, I felt her hand slide its way into my lap under the blanket covering me. I couldn’t think of a discreet way to remove it, so I spent the next few minutes doing my best not to fidget as slender fingers wrapped around my hardening cock through my pants, then rhythmically squeezed it for the remainder of the scene.

Fortunately, the Sin Demon didn’t press for more – though neither did she remove her hand from my lap – so I was pretty sure Aubrette didn’t notice her brazen behavior. Indeed, the tall redhead was leaning forward on the couch, visibly captivated. When the film finally ended, I saw the moisture forming from her eyes and wordlessly reached past Cindy to retrieve a tissue. Handing it without comment to Aubrette, I was surprised to see that even as she dabbed at the tears that threatened to fall, she was beaming a smile at me. “Thank, my Lord. You honor you vassal with you kindness to show her this.”

A little uncertain of the details, but not wanting to ruin the sentiment, I gave her a smile back and responded, “I’m always happy to watch a movie with two beautiful women. I consider myself the lucky one here.”

I headed off to prepare myself for bed, and by the time I finished brushing my teeth, Aubrette was already in her room. Curling up under the blankets with Cindy, I reflected on how strange and wonderful my life had been of late. There was a smile on my lips as I slipped into slumber.

As I emerged from slumber, there was a pair of lips on my dick.

This was not a terribly uncommon occurrence – once every week or two Cindy would decide that she wanted to wake me that way, since it apparently offered her a mix of a few different Sins in addition to the Lust she mainly subsisted on. Sloth and Pride, mostly, as I let someone else do the work, and allowed myself to revel in knowing I had a hot blonde demon who was enthusiastically serving me by swallowing my morning wood.

I pushed back the covers after a couple minutes and unconsciously relaxed just a little when I saw familiar blonde (and green, blue and purple) hair bobbing up and down in my lap. Some part of the back of my mind was still apparently on edge, concerned that the Sin Demon was going to try to push Aubrette into sexual activity she wasn’t comfortable with. Since it was the lusty petite blonde instead, I propped myself up on some pillows, grabbed my phone off the cheap little table I used as a nightstand, and opened up my email.

Cindy was effectively tireless and insatiable when it came to sex. As long as I could keep up with her, the Lust she absorbed would fuel her to continue. The pleasures of a long slow blowjob are not to be undersold, and that same part of me which exulted in having a subservient demon bound to my will thrilled at the idea of doing something else while I got my dick sucked.

With occasional moans and lewd sucking noises drifting up from my lap, I scrolled through the latest emails I had received inquiring about my services. When I expanded my capabilities thanks to the rituals I was able to master from the tome, word of mouth had started to expand my client base, and while most of the new inquiries were looking for my services as an Augur, there were a couple asking for me to perform a blessing ritual on their crops (or in one case, a woman looking to win their gated community’s garden contest), and one asking if I could help his kid bag a buck at his first hunt in the fall.

I methodically typed out answers to a few of them on my phone, doing my best to sound professional, even while Cindy’s head bobbed up and down, her lips sealed firmly around my shaft. She seemed able to sense when I was focusing on my phone, and would slow down her pace to let me concentrate, or just bury the head of my cock in her throat and swallow repeatedly, only to speed up when I actually hit send.

I had just finished letting the hunter know that I thought I had a ritual which would work when I glanced down to my lap. There was red hair there. Or rather, I could see red hair inches away from Cindy’s head. Just as before, it was translucent – nearly invisible – but the ghost of an image of Aubrette was watching the Sin Demon work her Lustful magic on my cock from bare inches away.

My head wasn’t exactly clear, but I was far more awake and alert than I had been the last two times, so I actually spoke aloud. “Ok, what is going on?”

The moment I did, the faint image of Aubrette vanished. Cindy pulled her head back with a ‘pop’, not even missing a beat as she switched to jacking off my saliva soaked shaft instead of sucking it. “I am giving my Master a good morning blowjob. Your vassal is in the other room which she maintains with her magic, that is superimposed over the space your bedroom occupies. She is straining her magic to allow herself to watch what goes on here, but her control is slipping as she gets close to orgasm, so the boundary she is stretching to sate her voyeuristic tendencies wobbles and she becomes visible for a time.”

I blinked, and Cindy moved her hand to fondle my balls, again taking my shaft into her mouth. Her head slid up and down rapidly, as though she was trying to make up for the strokes she had performed with her hand instead.

This did not help me process or understand her words, but it did make me feel better while I failed to do so. Eventually, I asked simply, “She’s… been watching? What we’re doing in here?”

Cindy pulled back just enough to speak, deliberately placing her lips against the underside of the head of my cock so they slid against my skin as she answered. “She has been. And masturbating while she does so. It is the habit of hers that had her exiled from Faerie. Not because she was watching, but because in her spying, she discovered that the Prince of the House she served, expected to give an heir to his family, was spilling his seed in his page boy instead. She let slip that she knew something on the topic to one of the Queen’s other ladies in waiting, and in doing so spelled her own doom. While she had not given details, word spread until she was questioned by her Liege, and soon she was banished to avoid scandal.”

Again, the moment she finished speaking, Cindy wrapped her lips around me and resumed sucking. I, meanwhile, was torn between shock and anger – and maybe a few other things swirling around the back of my head. I spoke without even considering it, my voice nearly a shout, “Aubrette!”

My door opened immediately – so quickly I guessed the Sidhe had been standing just outside. She entered the room before I could register that I was still naked, and the only thing preserving my modesty was the head of the Sin Demon sucking me off. I swiveled to turn my gaze on the Sidhe woman now standing in my doorway, blinking at her in silence for a moment. She was wearing a long sleeved pink mesh top with some sort of floral design, and a swishy little ruffled skirt covered in a flower print. She was barefoot. The tall woman looked adorable.

She was also blushing fiercely – her normally cream-colored skin a bright red from the neck up. I stared at her. She stared back. Cindy slurped noisily.

I eventually broke the not-quite-silence. “Aubrette, have you been spying on us? I command you to tell me.”

The thought that she wouldn’t understand me didn’t even cross my mind – but neither did the thought that she would show a level of fluency far beyond what she displayed just a day before.

“Yes, my Lord. I have been using my talents to let me peek through the veil separating my room from yours.” She squirmed as she spoke, twisting in the doorway without moving her feet.

My mouth dropped open to simply gape at the admission, and I was struggling to come to grips with the sudden turn the morning had taken. Eventually, I stammered out, “And that… you… You didn’t think this was acceptable behavior, right? This isn’t some Faerie custom that you assumed was ok for mortals too?”

Again, she twisted in place, one knee fully crossing in front of the other as she dipped and turned before she managed to answer in a quiet, weak voice. “No, my Lord. This is not acceptable behavior in Faerie.”

Tired of turning my head sharply to face her, I commanded, “Come closer where I can see you more easily.”

She dashed into the room rapidly, standing at the foot of the bed and planting her feet. Then, again, she dipped down, her whole upper torso moving as she squirmed.

And suddenly, I realized that no – she wasn’t just squirming, she was rubbing her thighs together.

“Wait… are you… are you getting off on this?” Realizing that even as much as her skill with English apparently approved overnight, that might not fully include that kind of idiom, I corrected, “Getting… aroused? Horny? At being called out like this?”

The Sidhe woman twisted again, her thighs rubbing together beneath the short ruffled skirt. Before she could answer, Cindy pulled off my dick with another loud ‘pop’ – she had to be doing that deliberately – and replied for her. “She is. She is soaked with Lust right now.”

Saved from answering verbally, Aubrette nodded, her hands reaching down to clutch at the sides of her skirt. She was rocking from side to side continually now, her thighs sliding against each other, but her face remained pointed at mine. And, incidentally, at the back of Cindy’s head.

“Show me.” The words slipped past my lips without registering in my conscious brain for even a moment, such that I wondered briefly if Cindy had been the one to say them instead of myself. Then I realized the command that I had given, opening my mouth to countermand the order, but too slowly. Aubrette’s hands that were white-knuckle clutched around her skirts raced to obey me, pulling up past her waist. The frilly skirts rose with them, revealing that she had not donned underwear to go with the new outfit. The auburn frame of hair around her sex that she revealed inadvertently the day before was on full display in the early morning sunlight. Also immediately visible were the rivulets of moisture running down her thighs. Cindy hadn’t been exaggerating – Aubrette’s pussy was sodden and leaking, a drop running down from her drooling pussy to slide along her thigh until it finally dripped down onto the carpet.

My bound demon took this opportunity to shove her head forward, engulfing my cock with her mouth and throat entirely. I was already close to orgasm from her talented services, and that threatened to push me over the edge, but the simmering outrage at having been spied on roiled through me just enough to distract me and let me keep control. “You are! You’re soaking wet. It’s not just from the spying, is it? Not just at watching us, it’s getting caught, isn’t it?”

The tall Sidhe woman nodded her head miserably, but made no move to lower her skirts and hide herself from me. Instead, I watched as another thick droplet ran down her other thigh to drip onto the carpet as well. Idly, I tried to make a mental note that we would need to clean that, but I wasn’t sure if that particular thought would stick.

My thinking was not… terribly clear at that moment. Cindy had resumed rocking her head back and forth on my dick, I had only woken up about twenty minutes before, and I had a woman I fully intended not to take advantage of flashing me a cunt framed by bright auburn hair while I grilled her about her shame. And by all appearances, doing so was making Aubrette the horniest one in the room, even while I was getting a blow job from a demon linked to the Sin of Lust. Through the haze clouding my thoughts, I barked out another quick command, “No, I said show me. Not show me your pussy, show what you were doing while you watched us.”

In a flash, the Sidhe had one of her hands between her own legs. The other continued to hold the skirt up to prevent it from concealing her actions. Cindy sped up rapidly in response and the sound of lewd ‘gluk’ motions from between my legs filled the room.

While I watched, Aubrette’s fingers spread the lips of her pussy wide, exposing the bright pink of the interior of her pussy, before she curled two fingers inside herself and pumped a few times – in rhythm with the movements of the multicolored hair in my lap. Then she pulled her hand back and with the two fingers she had soaked in her juices, she rubbed rapid circles along her clit. I glanced up and saw that even as she played with herself, the redhead’s eyes were absolutely fixed on what Cindy was doing. Her expression was… complex. She was still blushing a brilliant crimson, but her eyes were pleading and her mouth hung open enough that I wondered if she was going to start drooling from there as well.

The whole tableau was surreal, and just as I felt my eyes close as my orgasm overtook me, I issued one more command to my vassal. “Cum with me.”

She did. I couldn’t see – Cindy’s ministrations were intense enough that my head lolled back and my eyes were squeezed shut – but the sound of moans that were so melodious as to be musical filled the room. I felt myself drawn into Aubrette’s moans, my whole body wishing – just for a moment – that I was emptying my load into the source of that song instead of into my bound Sin Demon’s throat. I came so hard I swear I saw actual stars.

An indeterminate amount of time later, my senses returned to me. Cindy had released my cock from her mouth, but was still positioned between my legs, nuzzling her cheek against it contentedly. Aubrette had apparently already recovered from her own orgasm as well, because she had moved her hand away from her pussy, and was standing right where I had told her to, at the foot of my bed, with her skirt still raised to show off her sodden cunt.

I blinked down at her, my eyes burning that sight into my mind, then eventually realized what she was waiting for and spoke, my voice quiet. “You may lower your skirt. Go… go wash up, Aubrette. We’ll talk in the living room in a few minutes.”

The High Sidhe – once a Noble Sidhe in the service to one of the Royal Courts of Faerie – immediately dropped her skirts, only to touch the sides of them again and give me a curtsey. Her voice was still melodious when she responded, but the quiver in her voice and the flush on her cheek revealed the emotional turmoil within her. “Yes, my Lord, thank you, my Lord.” On her face, fear fought lust and shame and, as she turned to walk out of the room I thought I saw a hint of hope.


CHAPTER TEN


GRUNTING WITH THE effort, I dropped the heavy wooden chair I had just finished dragging into the living room onto the carpet, wincing a little internally at the thumping sound that I knew my downstairs neighbors would have heard.

The piece of furniture was something Aubrette had against the window in the bedroom she had somehow crafted in my apartment, warping space to fit an extra room in my previously one bedroom space. I still wasn’t sure exactly how her power worked – the couple of days since she arrived had been busy ones. I had wanted to question her about it, but while her Fae connection to the mortal realm would allow her to understand our language vastly faster than any mortal could learn it, this was the first morning her fluency had improved to the point that would even be possible. First, though, I had other matters to attend to.

Cindy and Aubrette, were seated side by side on the couch in the middle of my apartment’s living room. The former was wearing a tight t-shirt that fit her like a second skin, and a pair of athletic shorts that rode from her navel to barely the top of her thighs. She had her knees pulled up to her chest, a satisfied smile on her face, and looked relaxed and on top of the world. The latter, Aubrette, was wearing a ruffled skirt and mesh long sleeved shirt, and perched so far forward on the couch that she barely touched the cushion. Her expression betrayed her nerves, with her lips slightly parted and her eyes wide, but I could tell she hadn’t settled between fear and hope.

As I finished wrestling the chair into place in the living room it occurred to me that I could have ordered Cindy to do it for me. She was about a full foot shorter than I was, with a slender delicate build, and so much stronger than me it made comparison pointless. I hadn’t ever actually put her limits to the test – and felt no particular need to do so – but she was strong. I plopped my now sweaty self into the chair, and resolved to have her be the one to put it back when we were done.

I had moved the chair in so I could face both women while we talked, since the only other seating in my living room was the couch. Only when I folded one of my legs over the other did it occur to me that I had effectively positioned myself on a throne in front of two women who were both subservient to me in some way, and who were positioned on a seat that was low enough to the ground that I was looking down even on Aubrette’s more than six foot tall frame.

Doing my best to put that aside, I let my gaze move from one woman to the other for a few moments, before speaking. “Aubrette. Before we talk about anything else, I want to make one thing very clear. I do not intend to send you away or release you for my service, unless that is something you want.” The High Sidhe woman, exiled from the realm of Faerie that she had lived in for hundreds of years, required a certain amount of Glamour – her particular flavor of magic – to survive. Presently, she was obtaining that through an oath of fealty to me. While that magical oath persisted and I was her liege lord, I was able to act as a sort of converter for the demonic Sin magic I drew through my bond with Cindy. I wasn’t fully familiar with the details of how that all worked, but from what I gathered, Sin was in far more plentiful supply than Glamour in the present era. From their perspectives, Cindy had been summoned into the land of milk and honey, while Aubrette was stranded in a barren desert.

At my words, the auburn haired Sidhe slumped in relief for just a moment, before sitting herself up straight again. I held up a hand before she could reply, forestalling her response so I could continue. “I have no desire to abuse the fact that you are currently dependent on me to survive. If you want, we can start looking into other ways to feed you the Glamour you need, or perhaps see if there is a way we can allow you to return to Faerie, but if you choose to you can also remain in my service and sustain yourself through your current Oath.”

She opened her mouth to speak, but I waved her away again so I could finish saying my piece, and she closed her lips once she realized my intent. “I also need to apologize to you for my earlier behavior. What you did in spying on Cindy and myself was not right, but that in no way makes my commands that followed your discovery acceptable. I abused my authority over you without consideration of the consequences, and I am sorry. I will try to do better.”

I dipped my head in apology, finally dropping my hand to let her reply. Her speech still wasn’t perfectly fluid – a fact made more obvious because her voice was melodious and enchanting – and the words she used were simple, but she was perfectly understandable in her response. “My Lord, I will be forever grateful for your grace. I am a Guest in your house, where you welcomed me even before I could thank you in your own language. It was less than a day before I… I shamed myself and your… your…” Her body shifted a little as she spoke, betraying the otherwise prim appearance she projected by squirming from side to side. It was only thanks to my earlier flash of insight that I realized that her actions were not due to discomfort, but because the admission – and possibly the shame – aroused her. Cindy helpfully supplied the word she was failing to find.

“Hospitality.”

Aubrette turned to nod her thanks at the woman beside her, then resumed addressing me, “Your hospitality. You would have the right to take me as a slave for this, but instead you tell me not to worry, that you will still care for me.” She managed to hold herself still once more, and her brilliant pale blue eyes sought mine out as she continued, “If you would allow me to remain in your service, I would stay. I will be your Lady, your humble servant, whatever role you would have of me, if you will permit me to keep my sworn Oath.”

The look on her face as she regarded me was so nakedly optimistic and full of hope that I melted a little inside, sagging and offering her a gentle smile in return.

It was Cindy who spoke next, her husky voice still a surprise from such a tiny woman, “She’s going to keep doing it. Spying on you, I mean. It’s part of her nature, and as a native of Faerie she can no more change than I can change mine.”

I flicked a quick glance towards the demon as she spoke, noting that her expression was not unhappy. Instead, an amused little smirk rode on her deep purple lips, and she reached one hand out to affectionately shove Aubrette’s thigh as she added, “Not that I think she would want to change it if she could.”

Turning my gaze back towards the Sidhe, I asked her, “Is this true?”

The redhead dropped her eyes, but nodded, her voice quiet as she confirmed. “I have done this for as long as my magic allowed. Before my exile, I do not think there was an adult in the court I did not watch fucking.” I blinked at her sudden vulgarity, before realizing it probably wasn’t meant as such, it was just a word she would have encountered more readily. “That is part of why I was exiled and not killed. By our laws, a prisoner who is to be killed has their confession taken and written down all. My confession would have brought shame to most of my court.”

That got a barked laugh from me, as I connected the dots to realize she meant most of the Noble Sidhe Aubrette had previously served were fucking around. I looked at Cindy, who still had a knowing smirk on her lips, and commented, “Like humans, but more, indeed.” I then turned back to Aubrette. “I don’t… I’m not entirely sure what to do about that. If I commanded you, as your Liege, to stop spying on us, would you?”

The question caused Aubrette to freeze, and again it was Cindy who came to her rescue with an explanation. “You might as well command a human woman to stop breathing. Even if she was magically compelled to do so, at some point she would pass out and start breathing again. Aubrette would stop spying for a time, but eventually her nature would override the command and she would find herself doing so anyway. The voyeuristic slut would be so ashamed of herself that she would be dying inside, but you saw what that did to her earlier. She would lose control even faster, and we would wind up right back where we are now.”

“Cindy!” I admonished the Sin Demon reflexively, but my attention was diverted to where Aubrette had begun shifting from side to side, her thighs rubbing together again. I sighed audibly and stated rather than asked, “She’s right. You can’t stop doing it, and ordering you to do so is going to make things better, not worse.”

I brought one hand up to tap my lips while I sat in silent though for a moment, then put as much command into my voice as I could. “Aubrette, you are commanded to not spy on anyone outside of my service. If you must watch Cindy and myself… I will permit it.” I paused very briefly, and then asked curiously, “Would… would it be better for you, or worse, if you were in the room at the time? If you were watching us from where we could see you, instead of trying – and failing – to use your magic?” Before she could formulate an answer, I tacked on, “And what’s with that? How could you not have been discovered sooner in Faerie if you slip into visibility that often?”

Aubrette nodded evenly at my order, before her expression shifted to one of wide-eyed hope at my question. She flushed a deep red, answering the last question first. “I… in Faerie I was not trying to use my Gift to maintain the room I was spying on. I was in a different location, and used my Gift to watch elsewhere in the castle. Here, trying to push my Gift to do two things at once, my control slipped when… when my concentration wavered.” Her eyes dipped down at that, but I again noticed that she couldn’t hold her hips still at the admission. She resumed speaking a couple seconds later, but kept her eyes downcast. “It would be much better for me. I always hoped to find someone who understood and allowed my… wants, no matter how… naughty they were.”

Cindy chimed in with a quick correction, “How Sinful they were.”

The High Sidhe lifted her gaze to the demon beside her, nodding, and repeating her words. “No matter how Sinful they were. I can not ask you to allow it, you have already given a… a Sinful, dirty woman more than she has earned.”

I had dumped a load of my cum down Cindy’s throat less than an hour ago, but something about the way Aubrette made that last statement had me stirring in my pants again. I reflected on what that said about me for a moment, before shaking the thought off and returning to the conversation. “I don’t think I’m quite ready to make a decision on that, or on a lot of this, but I’m going to give you two big commands, as your Liege, that I expect you to obey. I should have given these earlier, but you couldn’t understand, and I was busy, and… those are excuses. Doesn’t matter. Here are the commands.”

“First, as your Liege, I command you to tell me when there is something that you need, and are not getting. You can tell me if there is something that you want as well, of course, but you are the first vassal I’ve had, not to mention the first Fae I’ve met. I can’t be a good liege if I don’t understand your needs.”

Aubrette sat up straight, the blush slowly fading from her cheeks as she listened to me, before bowing her head solemnly and responding, “My Lord. I will tell you when my needs are not met, as you command. I will be the best vassal I can, and will tell you when I want something, if I think it will help you understand.”

I smiled at that, and the auburn haired woman smiled back brightly. Her teeth were a brilliant white, and I was convinced the room literally lit up when she smiled.

“Second, as your Liege, I command you to tell me if you aren’t comfortable with any orders you are given, before you obey them.”

Cindy made her opinion known again, speaking faster than Aubrette could respond. “Master, that order won’t quite work for her. You should amend it.”

I paused, raising an eyebrow at the Sin Demon and gesturing for her to go on. She did so, and the smile on her face turned wicked and predatory. “You need to keep in mind how horny being shamed makes the slut. Maybe something like, ‘Tell your owner if you aren’t ok with an order, unless doing it makes your cunt leak.’”

I rolled my eyes at Cindy’s deliberately provocative wording, but when I returned my gaze to the women, I saw that Aubrette was again squirming in place. Moreover, the wide eyed look on her face was full of hope.

Coughing, I nodded and thought of how best to rephrase the order, eventually settling on, “Aubrette, as your Liege, you are instead ordered to tell me if the discomfort from any order I give outweighs the excitement it gives. I will leave it to you to make the call about where exactly that line falls, but I expect you to keep in mind that your Liege does not want an unhappy vassal.”

Aubrette’s smiled shyly at that, her cheeks still burning red, as she responded, “My Lord, this vassal will tell you when she does not enjoy your orders.” Despite being the tallest person in the room, the redhead’s voice sounded very small in that moment. Very small, but very, very happy.



I spent the next couple hours getting to know Aubrette. Cindy participated in the conversation sparingly – as she wrapped a blanket around herself, it was obvious she was slipping into her Slothful aspect as the morning went on. That was fine – now that my Sidhe vassal had absorbed enough of our language through whatever mystical bond all Fae apparently possessed, we were able to converse well enough.

I learned that her abilities involved more than just warping space. Instead, she was able to make things real that could be. In a way, it was a mirror to my own power – or perhaps an inversion of it. I could look at a situation and see hints and glimpses of what it could lead to. I couldn’t see the outcomes, but some part of the magic I was born with was able to somehow suss out not just possible outcomes, but also how well received they would be. I had wondered for quite some time how that particular judgment call was made, since as far as I knew there wasn’t anything about, for example, breaking my arm that made it good or bad to the universe at large. My Gift would warn me about it in a way that I instinctively interpreted as ‘bad’ though, so there was more depth to my Auguries than was immediately obvious.

Aubrette, in turn, was able to pull things into reality that might have been. There was quite a bit of leeway and depth to it as well. Obviously, my apartment was a one-bedroom space, but since it might have, in some alternate world, been built with a second bedroom, she was able to pull that into being. It wouldn’t fit in the physical space we had to work with, but her magic was able to accommodate that, fitting a second bedroom into the space without moving anything else.

I paused to question her about the bed and chest she had pulled in, and where they had come from. She explained that she couldn’t tell the origin of any items she manifested – so somewhere out there in the world, there was a not unlikely way for me to get a four poster bed ‘for real’ if I wanted, but she didn’t know what those circumstances were.

It made my head spin a little, especially since the Sidhe’s vocabulary was still somewhat limited, but I gathered one of her duties in Faerie had been as something of a handyman – or perhaps quartermaster was a better comparison. If the Prince wanted to go hunting, the Master of the Hunt would bring the hounds, the armorer would fetch spears or bows, and Aubrette would accompany them just in case they needed anything else. If the Prince suddenly wanted to take a nap in the woods, it was possible someone packed a blanket, so she was able to provide it. If one of the Prince’s friends was nicked by a charging boar, she could have bandages at hand.

Nothing in that context was irreplaceable, but the flexibility and sheer power of her abilities staggered me when I realized their implications. She could have anything to hand at a moment’s notice. Well… maybe not anything, but just about anything I might actually want.

The power came with three significant downsides or limitations – one of which she had inadvertently revealed in her indiscreet spying.

First, she needed to spend at least a little concentration to maintain the presence of whatever she brought into the world. My mind immediately went to one of the myths I had read that had to do with ‘Fairy gold’, connecting that legend to her reality. I could ask her to conjure gold bars, sell them, and deposit the cash, but whoever I sold them to would likely have questions about it a couple days later. When she was mid-orgasm from her voyeuristic masturbation, her mind slipped and reality tried to assert itself.

Second, she spent Glamour to do it. The more unlikely the object or change, the more Glamour it cost her to enchant the world. Apparently something like half the apartments on my floor had two bedrooms, so that took so little attention and power that she could maintain them literally in her sleep. I could hypothetically go out and buy gold, so she could manifest that, but maintaining it for long would be expensive and a strain. If she wanted to manifest something like… an atomic bomb, or the Hope Diamond, she would be reaching so far outside of reality that it would burn through her reserves of Glamour in moments.

Third, while she had learned to manipulate objects and space around herself, she needed to physically be there to do so. I wasn’t exactly clear on the distance limitation, but it was larger than my tiny living room, and smaller than the apartment building itself.

Oh, and she couldn’t manifest anything able to think. Or maybe it was anything with a soul. That was a tricky distinction to make in Faerie, from what I gathered, so she wasn’t exactly sure.

Apparently, over the centuries since she was raised to a Noble Sidhe in Faerie, she had learned to play with the edges of her magic and blur them a little farther than they were ‘supposed’ to go. When she was spying on me, she was doing that by maintaining one space, but fuzzing the edges of reality just enough to peek through. She could do that more easily in spaces she didn’t create, as long as they were physically close to her. If I ever wanted to spy on my neighbors, for example, she could just… do that.

On the one hand, I was awed by her abilities. Compared to my family, Aubrette might as well have been a god. A demigod, at least. She had limits on her power, but they staggered my imagination. On the other hand, I wondered if, after centuries of study, I would be able to stretch my own mortal Gift similarly.

We spent a little time discussing some of the more practical ways we could leverage her abilities in the mortal world. Feeding us actually turned out to be one of the better ones. Eating a conjured apple was just as good as the real thing, provided she kept her focus on maintaining it long enough for digestion to occur. I laughed in delight at that prospect, because the variety of foods we could have at our doorstep was – to Aubrette – staggering, but they were all incredibly likely. As such, maintaining them was no effort for the Fae woman at all.

Free food. Forever. I very nearly kissed the redhead then and there just at the joy of the notion.

The ‘sell gold, deposit cash’ idea was floated around and discussed. I was firmly against exploiting actual hardworking people, but the notion of finding a predatory business and defrauding them of some of their ill-gotten gains had a certain appeal. I try to be a basically good person, but some creative pilfering from the elite felt more like redressing the scales than taking advantage of a peer. That said, we would have to be extremely careful, and probably more than a little sparing if we chose to go down that route. The last thing I wanted was for any or all of us to wind up on some FBI watchlist. Even being investigated would be a disaster, since it wasn’t as though either of the ladies had social security numbers. As soon as a cop started asking either of them for ID, we were screwed.

Or at least, that was what I thought. It took a little explanation, but Aubrette was able to produce convincing fake IDs. They were as temporary as anything else she conjured, and they wouldn’t have corresponding database entries if someone tried to actually search for them, but hey – if I wanted to take the women to a nightclub and show off, I could!

Still needed to keep away from the cops though.

The most solid way we could come up with for Aubrette to actually contribute reliably to household income was just by selling her labor. Before she inherited the power she now held and was raised from High Sidhe to Noble Sidhe, the Fae woman had been a townswoman in the local community since time immemorial. Literally, Aubrette’s memories only went back so far, but they did stretch back centuries even before her elevation. She had more than sufficient experience to be a perfectly proficient cleaner, could manifest cleaning tools at need, and was eager to perform the work. As far as she was concerned, it was simply a way she could repay my extremely generous hospitality.

The woman was older than Oxford University, absolutely beautiful, a powerful magical creature, and she was visibly excited – beaming, even – when we discussed her offering her maid services to the other apartments in the complex.

We tabled that discussion after a while – it wasn’t immediately relevant since I was making enough money to get by, and just removing the cost of food from my budget would be a big boon – and eventually spent some time relaxing and watching a couple movies.

I made Cindy put the chair back.



We feasted that night. My schedule was free that day, with my next consultation the following morning. I was also going to perform the cleaning and maintenance ritual for someone else for the first time after that, and was genuinely looking forward both to the results, and to the payday it would lead to, so I needed to avoid a hangover, and we stuck to food instead.

We stuck to so very much food.

Pulling up a couple delivery websites – including one of the ones I still had a driver account on – I was able to guide Aubrette through manifesting a selection of foods that eventually overflowed my tiny kitchen counter. Apparently Noble Sidhe turned their nose up at conjured food of any sort, considering it to be ‘beneath’ them somehow, so this wasn’t a common use for my vassal’s talents. Here on Earth, the chance to just sample whatever foods could possibly be delivered to me was a Gluttonous indulgence. Barbeque, Chinese delivery, Indian, Thai, Pizza, Mediterranean, and Sushi, in a variety of paper and plastic bags, sat next to one another, several of them steaming.

Aubrette was as flabbergasted by the variety of foods available as I had been on learning about the scope of her powers. The three of us sampled liberally, combining flavors in ways I never would have even considered without a literal magic fairy delivering them to me for free. We watched movies, one of us occasionally pushing off the couch to grab another bowl of food to bring back. I tried Poke for the first time in my life.

By the time the evening had begun to wind down, I felt absolutely bloated. Aubrette’s prim manner – the one she showed when she hadn’t been caught spying recently – had begun to relax a little, and broad smiles graced our faces. Cindy looked positively drunk on Gluttony, and she had shoved her tight shirt up to just under her tiny titties, exposing a stomach that was actually slightly less flat than usual. She claimed it was more comfortable that way, but I think she was also enjoying teasing and pushing the boundaries of the High Sidhe.

The best part was… no, the best part was the food itself, but part of what helped me just relax and enjoy it was knowing that when Aubrette stopped concentrating and allowed the food to dematerialize, I wouldn’t even have to do dishes.

There was no hanky-panky with Cindy when we went to bed. She was moving sluggishly, and I felt so full that instead of spooning the little demon, I sprawled out beside her as best I could and let my stomach settle.



I awoke the next day to my phone alarm blaring and letting me know I needed to shower now in order to make my first appointment. I felt… good, if still a little overloaded from my excesses the night before. I needed Cindy for the second appointment, but not the first, so I rinsed off quickly and left the girls alone in the apartment as soon as I could dress, after commanding my bound demon to be ready to go in two hours. She groaned a little at that, clearly enjoying the lingering Sloth and Gluttony, but since she literally could not disobey me, I trusted she’d manage.

This first appointment was one of the ones that had been my bread and butter – sometimes literally – just a few months ago. Young adult, tired of corporate work, wants to take a small business loan and go into business. Is this venture a good idea?

I sat down and – effectively – played the role of magical business analyst. They gave me their pitch, I gave them a quick reading, then they broke down the details for a couple hours to help refine it. In this case, the results were murky – which was actually better odds than usual. I was able to help them identify potential weaknesses and failings in their plans, steered them away from one of the locations they were considering, and walked away with a cashier’s check.

I made my way back to my apartment. I could have just called for Cindy to meet me in the parking lot, but I wanted to see how she and Aubrette were doing, so I slogged my way up three flights of stairs and went inside.

My Sin Demon was walking out of my bedroom as I arrived, hair still wet from her shower, having clearly just finished getting dressed. On time, but she cut it close.

Aubrette was seated on the couch watching movies on the internet. Not Hollywood films this time though – instead, it looked like she had found some how-to guides for people looking to start their own cleaning services, and was taking notes from those.

Both women favored me with smiles, and in that moment, I felt like the luckiest man alive.

I kept my toolbox in the car, but there were a few of the reagents the rituals required that would start to smell if they spoiled, so I grabbed a plastic bag from the fridge while Cindy put on her shoes. We walked out the door, leaving the Sidhe to continue her internet binge, while we went off to ensure a fifty five year old man’s restored 1970s Camaro would run smoothly for the rest of days. Or at least for the next five years, which was the longest I was prepared to promise. I didn’t actually know if the ritual from the book would wear off by then – Cindy claimed it could last forever, but that was in the infernal realm. The Pride Philippos, a Greek immigrant who was wild for classic cars, held in the vehicle would likely perform the same function, but I wasn’t going to promise that and suffer Grecian retribution six years from now.

Phil hovered around Cindy and myself the entire time we performed our ritual, and despite my initial fears, I quickly realized it was out of concern for ‘his baby’, rather than an attempt to creep on a young blonde girl. He mentioned a wife at some point, but from what I could see, his true love was glossy, black, and got terrible gas mileage.

Phil was a superstitious man, which was typical of my customers, but he had clearly held some reservations about the whole deal. He winced visibly when I sprinkled salt over the hood of the car, hissed a sharp gasp when I wafted burning aromatic herbs through the interior, and generally acted like a fussy parent every time we closed the doors a little too hard.

When we completed the ritual and he watched the salt evaporate off the hood of the car, the smudges of smoke fade from the windows, and saw the chrome gleam like it had just rolled off the assembly line, he was all smiles though.

This job had been a referral from one of my earlier customers – a cousin or nephew of Phil’s who lived in my apartment block – and thanks to that connection I knew that he was loaded. As such, I didn’t feel bad about the number at the bottom of the invoice I handed him. It only had three digits in it, but making eight hundred dollars for a couple hours’ work plus travel time would have been utterly unthinkable when I first set out to make my way via my Gift. He wrote me a check, and I handed him a receipt I had pre-printed early the day before. I was now making enough money that I was going to need to actually start worrying about things like taxes and the possibility of being audited, so I had spent a little while a couple weeks back downloading a small business software suite. If things kept up like this, I was going to need an actual accountant.

That was almost as mind blowing as Aubrette’s magic.

Cindy and I took the check and stopped by the bank on the way back. We made one more quick stop on the way, and when I walked into my apartment a little while later, it was with a heavy wallet and a light heart.

I spent the first little bit of time when I got home doing some reading on my phone. I had an idea in mind, but it was outside of anything I had done previously, so I turned to some experts for advice. That took a little over an hour, at which point it was time to eat.

I was still in a celebratory mood, so dinner was followed by a selection of baked treats – cakes, cookies, and pastries – all courtesy of Sidhe magic. We watched another movie – this time an action adventure flick about a couple of treasure hunting thieves. It wasn’t exactly a great cultural introduction, but it was fun and the girls seemed to enjoy it. I had claimed the middle of the couch, Cindy tucked herself into a ball to my right, and Aubrette sat upright to my left. The Fae woman still comported herself in a more stiff and prim manner than either myself or my demon, but when I stretched my arms out to either side about halfway through the movie – placing my arm on the back of the couch, but also generally around her shoulder – I glanced over and saw a smile on her face.

I was careful not to stuff myself overfull this evening, and ordered Cindy to the bedroom a little earlier than we would normally retire. I think the Sin Demon could tell that I had something in mind, because instead of tucking herself into bed, she was waiting for me beside it. The petite blonde was still dressed in her tight t-shirt and shorts, standing nearly at attention. Her hands were clasped behind her back, and she was doing her best to shove her chest out, showing off the way her shirt clung to her tiny tits by turning them from side to side slowly.

I favored her with a smile, then slid my arms around her, leaning down to hotly claim her mouth with a kiss. She returned it fervently, our tongues sliding against each other as she let out a hot moan. My hands slid up and down her back, caressing her while we made out, occasionally dipping down to cop a feel of her firmly muscular little booty through her shorts. After a few moments, I let my fingers slide under the edge of her shirt and began the slow process of peeling it off of her body. We had to part our kiss for her to compliantly raise her hands over her head, but that also meant I got a great view of her titties doing a cute little jiggle when the shirt pulled free of them. As perky as they were, they barely moved, but it was still extremely fun to watch.

She began to lower her hands once I pulled the shirt free and tossed it aside, but I instead reached up and captured both her wrists, holding them above her head. She obediently kept her arms raised, and I took a few moments to kiss her – starting at her lips, then working my way down her neck, pausing a little longer than necessary to lick and suck at her stiffly crinkled nipples, then lowering myself to my knees. My hands slipped onto her slender hips, sliding along smooth pale skin to ease her shorts and panties down her muscular legs. She moved deftly, stepping out of both and kicking them aside in the same motion, leaving her as naked as the first moment I saw her. Even with her arms stretched above her head, and me on my knees in front of her, she was short enough that I had easy access to her entire body.

Without further preamble, I wrapped my hands around her thighs, slid my fingers around to grip her ass firmly, and buried my face against her. I nuzzled her brightly colored tuft of pubic hair for a moment, drinking in the scent of her arousal. The shape the Sin Demon took was that of a petite woman in her twenties, but with the occasional deviation. The most obvious was her hair – both that on her head, and the tiny heart she had above her sex. Both were multicolored, with streaks of bright blues, greens, and purples through the blonde. Her pussy was also, other than that bit of decoration, naturally smooth and hairless – as was the rest of her body from the neck down.

Least obvious to anyone but me, she was also delicious. I buried my tongue in the cleft of her thighs, and was greeted by a delightfully tangy, spicy flavor. It was still distinctly the taste of pussy, wet and eager, but while I loved the taste of a horny cunt as much as anyone, there was something extra to it that I couldn’t get enough of.

I left her standing there, her legs quivering as I went to town on her. With her feet together, I couldn’t get any deep penetration with my tongue, but I slid it across every bit of her pussy I could reach with enthusiasm. When I pushed my tongue past her outer lips, it took only a moment of probing before I found her clit. The little nub was clearly happy for the attention – it had poked past its hood, and as the tip of my tongue flicked along it, the Sin Demon swayed a little in my arms, letting out a low throaty moan. I tightened my grip on her ass, pulling her against my face so my prize didn’t escape me.

The next few minutes were spent with me face first in Cindy’s pussy, while she groaned out her appreciation. Not too long after I started, I pulled back to look up at her, ordering her to play with and pinch her nipples while I ate her out. She did so with alacrity, pulling and stretching the nipples before releasing them to let them snap back into place. I occasionally glanced upwards, enjoying the sight – if not as much as I was enjoying the way my demon moaned and writhed at my attentions.

Eventually, I pulled back, my chin and mouth shiny with her juices. Without raising my voice or rising from my knees, I turned my head and calmly addressed the empty air. “Aubrette, I’m going to send Cindy in to get your chair. I expect you to come back here with her.”

I didn’t hear a response, but a quick check of my Gift informed me that I was right on the money with my guess. I couldn’t hold in my grin as I rose to my feet, using my grip on Cindy’s ass to help steady myself. The tiny woman might have been swaying and quivering while my tongue was lapping at her, but I knew she was strong enough to support me. I then stepped around her and reached down to deliver a sharp smack to her ass, watching her left cheek barely jiggle in response as I ordered. “You heard me, go bring in the big chair and my vassal. Put the chair down against the wall.” I pointed to an empty space next to Cindy’s dresser, then walked over to snag a towel and wipe my face clean.

The Sin Demon pranced out of the room rapidly, still naked, her dainty feet barely making a noise on the carpet as she did so. She returned less than a minute later, easily carrying a chair that was nearly as tall as she was, with my High Sidhe sworn vassal following behind her. Carefully maneuvering it past the door frame, Cindy set the chair down where I had indicated, while Aubrette stepped just inside the bedroom and clasped her hands in front of herself.

The Sidhe woman’s expression was complex and rapidly shifting. Her wide eyes followed Cindy as she moved the chair, but occasionally flickered over to check on me. Her lips were in motion constantly, quirking up into a tentative smile one moment, parting in the next, only to have her tongue slip out to moisten them immediately after. Everything about her spoke to a combination of nervousness, hope, and excitement.

I waited until Cindy was done, then beckoned her over to join me. She did so, and I slipped one arm around her shoulders to pull her body against mine. I leaned in to capture her mouth in another kiss, and she tilted her head back to welcome it. The Sin Demon was not merely passive, though – even as we kissed, one of her hands slid down my body and began to rub at my erection through my pants without prompting. I let her, breaking the kiss a moment later and examining Aubrette.

She was still standing just inside the bedroom door, now biting her lower lip, her brilliant blue eyes unblinking as she watched Cindy’s hand moving. I studied her for a few seconds, then spoke, delivering an order which was probably more uncertain than I meant it to be. “Sit in the chair, Aubrette. But first… lift up your skirt.”

Aubrette had already taken her first step, practically jumping into motion when I mentioned the chair, but she froze at the second order. Then she whirled back around to face me and instantly grabbed her skirt with both hands, flipping it up. It was a frilly green and white floral patterned thing with ruffles, and the naughty girl didn’t have a thing on under it. Seeing her auburn bush framed by green color really was a good look, and I mentally congratulated the ladies on their excellent taste.

Just as the last time I ordered her to expose herself to me, Aubrette’s pussy was dripping moisture down her thighs. I took that as a good sign, amending my order slightly, “Wait, that’s not quite right. Cindy is naked.” I made very deliberate eye contact with the Sidhe, pausing to make sure she was really looking into my eyes as I ordered, “Strip.”

The tall woman was naked in what felt like a single heartbeat.

This was the first time I’d had the opportunity to examine her clearly. I’d seen her naked the first night we met, but it was both dark and she was translucent to me at the time. I’d gotten a glimpse of her breasts and her sex separately after that, but right now she was actually in the room, the lights were on, and she was naked. She clasped her hands in front of herself again, but on seeing my scowl at that quickly brought them to her side, twisting and squirming in place.

Aubrette was tall and perfectly proportioned for it. Her shoulders were narrow, but not awkwardly so. Her breasts were full and high, but not exaggerated – comfortably big enough that each would overflow my hands. Her nipples were stiff, about the size of one of my fingertips, and a pink only slightly darker than the rest of her skin. Her hips swelled out from a narrow waist, and as I watched they rocked side to side as she squirmed.

In short, she was built like a lingerie model. Tall womanly curves and glorious waves of auburn hair. Her squirming intensified as she watched me examine her while Cindy continued rubbing my cock through my pants. Eventually I nodded to myself and ordered, “Ok, Aubrette. Sit in the chair.”

The tall woman practically ran the few steps needed to bring her to the heavy wooden seat. She turned and sat down with her knees pressed together, though the ladylike presentation was spoiled both by her nudity, and by the fact that she couldn’t keep her thighs still. I leaned down to the side of the bed and grabbed a bag I had picked up from a seedy store not far from the bank. Extracting the contents, I then walked across the room and again got on my knees – this time in front of Aubrette. I paused there, looking up at her, and stopped to ask quietly, “You’re sure you’re ok? I know we talked, but you’re sure you’re comfortable.”

The voice that answered me was quiet and almost breathless, but the answer was immediate. “My Lord, this vassal will tell you when she does not enjoy your orders.” I grinned up at her in response, then stretched out one of the black velcro straps I had pulled from the bag. I firmly gripped Aubrette’s ankle and moved it to line it up with one of the legs of the chair, then wrapped the strap around both, strapping her in place. I then repeated the action with her other ankle, forcing her feet apart.

I paused again, this time wordlessly, taking a few seconds to study the Sidhe. Her expression was one of agonized ecstasy, and even with her ankles tied in place, her hips and thighs wouldn’t stop moving. I checked against my Gift, and didn’t see any real negative outcomes, so I continued, taking one of the two remaining straps, and this time grabbing one of Aubrette’s knees. She made no effort at all to resist as I lined up her leg, putting it in place for me to wrap the strap around her calf and hold it immobile. I repeated the motion on the other side, and in the process forced her thighs apart, exposing her sex, which was working to make a small puddle on the polished wood of the chair’s seat.

When I was done, Aubrette’s legs were tied to the chair’s front two legs. Her hips began to roll and rock against the seat of the chair, but otherwise she was immobile and exposed from the waist down.

I rose, once again making deliberate eye contact and waiting until I saw crystal blue focusing on my face. I then very slowly slid my gaze down the redhead’s exposed and naked body. When she saw my eyes land on her fully exposed sex, she let out an involuntary moan, and I could see her pussy squeezing down on nothing, while her hands slapped down on her own thighs to squeeze them hard.

I rose to my feet, having touched the Sidhe woman only enough to tie her legs apart, and paused again. Once more, my voice was probably not as steady as I really wanted it to be, but it’s hard to keep the excitement out when you’re in the same room as two incredibly attractive and very naked women. “Remember, I need you to tell me if you aren’t ok with anything. That includes if you need to be let out.”

Not that Aubrette couldn’t release herself in a flash. Not only were her arms free, but she was the one who had conjured the chair she was strapped to – all she needed to do to get out was send it back to wherever it came from. Still, one of the things I had seen over and over again in my earlier reading was the importance of communication, and I was trying to be diligent. I had no real previous experience with this kind of thing, and it was important to me.

The redhead didn’t respond verbally, but her nod was emphatic enough that I felt comfortable turning and walking back to the bed. Cindy had been waiting there patiently for the last couple of minutes while I tied Aubrette’s legs down, having sat herself down on the edge of the bed. When I approached, she smiled up at me prettily, putting her hands behind herself to prop herself up on the bed and leaning back. Then she deliberately shook her chest a little, showing off her exposed little tits. “Are you going to fuck your little demon now, Master? Now that the dirty Sidhe is all tied up and exposed, are you going to make her watch as you remind me that I’m your bitch?”

I grinned down at her, then nodded. “Yes, Cindy. Yes I am.” I paused only a moment to consider before following that up with a simple order. “Undress me.”

The demon was moving in a heartbeat, pulling my shirt up over my head as she stood up, then quickly shifting to stand in front of me. I was still facing towards Aubrette, and the redhead was watching the whole affair with undisguised fascination and lust. Cindy quickly undid my pants, but then slowly and deliberately bent at the waist to work them down my legs. Since she was facing away from the Sidhe, this had the effect of exposing the Sin Demon’s wet sex to the other woman as she purposely put on a show.

I kicked my pants away as soon as they were past my ankles, then resumed standing to let Cindy relieve me of my boxers. She did so, still bent at the waist, using her hands on my body for support. Her face was inches from my crotch, and she repositioned just enough that Aubrette could see the moment my boxers slipped past my erection. My cock bobbed up immediately, slapping into Cindy’s cheek, and the tiny blonde nuzzled against it affectionately.

I let her finish stripping off my boxers, leaving me as naked as the two women, then reached down and slid my fingers through short blonde hair to get a grip on it. With my eyes still fixed on Aubrette, I made sure she was watching as I pulled Cindy’s mouth closer and closer to the head of my swollen cock. The redhead swallowed visibly as my Sin Demon’s deep purple lips parted to accept my dick, and as I pulled Cindy in closer, guiding her to bury my dick in her throat, Aubrette finally released one of her thighs and shoved her hand between her legs.

I guided Cindy’s head back and forth for a few moments. She was bent over, so she didn’t actually have the best range of motion in this position, but I was enjoying the spectacle we were putting on for our new audience. Both of the women certainly seemed to be into the whole thing. Aubrette’s hand was tracing around the exposed lips of her pussy, circling it without doing more than barely touching it, and her breasts were heaving up and down with her excited breaths. Cindy was moaning enthusiastically, the sound vibrating along my cock as she swallowed it.

I only remained standing for a minute or so before taking a half step back, popping out of Cindy’s mouth in the process. I nearly stumbled when my legs hit the bed, but managed to sit down without falling. Then I beckoned my Sin Demon slut forward, and the tiny blonde dropped to her hands and knees before crawling the short distance to me. Again, her mouth sought me out, and again I slid my fingers into her hair to control her pacing. I wanted slow, both because I was enjoying this and wanted to draw it out, but also because I had something else I wanted to do before I came.

I had actually noticed that my refractory period had been getting shorter over the last few months, which might have just been because I had a hot woman who was literally down to fuck any time I wanted, but was also related to my bond with the demon. She had mentioned that the benefits would flow both ways, and from what she had said it was entirely possible this was one of them. Still, while I might have been able to get hard again quickly, I’ll admit I was also trying to show off for our audience. Call it Pride if you must, but I wanted to look like a suave guy in control of himself and the situation.

I nearly wasn’t. Several times I had to yank Cindy’s head off of me, pulling her in to rub her cheek against my shaft to give myself a moment to calm down, before guiding her to swallow me again.

Eventually, though, I decided I’d had enough of that, and was ready for more. I pushed Cindy’s head back, and scooted back on the bed, still sitting on the edge of it, but now with the mattress more firmly beneath me. My erection wove gently in the air, standing proud and slick with the Sin Demon’s saliva, and as I glanced over at Aubrette, I saw that her gaze was fixed upon it, and she was slowly starting to curl two of her fingers in, letting them push past the lips of her exposed cunt at last. Even from across the small room, I got to watch the small flood of moisture that she pushed out when she started to push her two fingers inside herself.

I tore my gaze free from her captivating spectacle and instead turned to the woman I was going to be fucking. Cindy did not seem at all offended by my occasional inattention. Quite the opposite – she had a hungry look on her face, and when her brilliant green eyes met mine and she spoke, her voice was husky with desire. “Master, I love the Lust and Pride you’re giving off now. I can’t feed off of Aubrette, but the things she’s doing to you are… mmm… delicious. Please, Master, may your slut put that thick cock of yours inside herself? I want to feel what it does when you make your submissive dirty little vassal watch it disappear into your tiny little demon whore’s hungry cunt.”

She said the sweetest things.

I took a moment to steady myself, and then commanded in the clearest voice I could muster, “Cindy, crawl forward to your Master. Kiss my cock, then climb up my body and mount it. I want you to ride your owner until he fills you full of his cum. Make sure you spread your legs wide like a good slut, so the redhead over there has a good view of everything while she plays with herself.”

Cindy began crawling forward immediately to obey my order, and I could hear Aubrette let out a loud moan at my words. Her hips roiled and shifted, legs flexing against the ties that held them apart as she tried again to wriggle and rub her thighs together. She couldn’t, though, so the redhead just wound up squirming around with her hand starting to pump between her legs.

I leaned back, reached out, and grabbed a pillow from the head of the bed, dragging it over so I could prop myself up on it. I wanted to be able to relax while Cindy was on top of me, but I also wanted to be able to peek around the Sin Demon and watch the Sidhe who was in turn watching us. Once I was positioned, Cindy demonstrated her impressive agility – and her negligible weight – by practically launching herself forward. She paused to obey my order, her lips planting a wet kiss at the head of my cock, but then hopped up, her body slamming into mine. I laughed at her enthusiasm, shifting slightly to help her line me up. Then she reached behind herself, grasping the shaft of my cock and rubbing it up and down along her cunt while her hips wove a tiny figure eight. The Sin Demon glanced over her own shoulder to make sure Aubrette was watching, then very deliberately sank down, lowering herself until she was seated on my thighs facing me, with as much of my cock buried in her pussy as she could take.

My thirsty little demon was as tight as ever, and only the flood of lubrication that poured out of her pussy let her get as much of my shaft in on the first stroke as she did. She wiggled her hips a little, forcing them down to try to make sure she had as much of me inside herself as physically possible. Only when she was satisfied that she could fit no more in her narrow channel did she begin to flex her thighs and lift herself up again. She pulled her cunt almost completely off of me, until only the head of my cock remained between her lips, then sank down again. Then she repeated the motion again, and again, and again.

I was focused mostly on the petite blonde wrapped around my dick, but kept glancing over to the redhead in the chair. Aubrette was alternating between sliding two fingers a couple of inches inside herself, curling them in and rocking her hand back and forth, and withdrawing them to let them slide to either side of her clit. She didn’t seen to be touching the nub directly, but was instead taking her soaked and slippery fingers and providing indirect stimulation to it. I knew from past experience that not all women responded the same to direct pressure on their clit, so I tried to keep that particular motion in mind for… later reference.

Even while my eyes were on Cindy, it was just… hot… knowing that there was a gorgeous woman fingering herself to the sight of me having sex. The blonde apparently agreed – or maybe she could just sense what was shaping my Lust and Pride at the time – because she moaned out loudly to the room, “Fuck, I love knowing that dirty little bitch is watching this. The slut can’t take her eyes off the way your huge cock splits me open, Master. She’s sitting in a puddle of her own juices, and I’m pretty sure she’s about to cum.”

I pushed myself forward, leaning up just enough that I could reach a hand around Cindy and slap her ass, the sound sharp in my small bedroom. “She’s… not the only one. Fuck, I’m going to fill you.”

That got a spasm from Cindy, her hips rocking forward as she pressed her body against mine. She was so light that even with her resting her chest against mine I could hold myself up off the bed without issue. She started to pump her hips back and forth, rocking herself to slide my cock in and out of her cunt in short rapid motions as she tried to push me over the edge. I heard a loud moan as my Sidhe vassal brought herself to orgasm, and my eyes flicked over in time to watch her hand suddenly pulling in tight. As the redhead’s body stiffened and quaked, her full breasts quaking with her rapid breaths, I watched her squeeze her fingers against her clit to draw out the orgasm.

Watching the gorgeous Sidhe woman, who a few days ago had been a member of an actual Noble Court of magical fairies, finger her cunt and cum at the sight of my demon girlfriend slave riding my cock, was enough to push me over the edge. My hands grabbed at Cindy’s hips and I pulled her forward, letting out a loud groan and collapsing back against the bed. The demon impaled on my cock pushed herself forward as the feeling of my cum filling her brought her to join me in orgasm. I could feel her cunt spasming rapidly along my shaft, pulsing and trying to draw out every single drop I had to offer.

Eventually Cindy collapsed forward, her body resting comfortably atop mine. Every few seconds, I would feel her squeeze her pussy around me deliberately, sending a jolt of nearly overwhelming pleasure through me in my post-orgasm sensitivity. After the fourth or fifth time, I cracked an eyelid open and peered down, only to see her smirking up at me, clearly pleased with herself. I patted her hair, which was slightly damp with her sweat, and murmured quietly, “Good girl.” That had her preening with Pride – and also squeezing down around me again. After a moment, she relented, shifted her hips upwards, and slid back off of me. She dropped down off the bed lightly, then brought her mouth to my cock to begin delicately licking me clean of our combined juices.

I shuddered at the nearly overwhelming sensation, eventually calming down enough to raise my eyes and look to see what Aubrette was doing. The redhead was still staring at us, but had moved her hands back to rest them on her thighs. She occasionally flexed her legs, reflexively trying to squeeze them together, but was prevented from doing so by the straps that still restrained her.

I allowed Cindy to lick and suck at me for maybe a minute or so longer, then reached out a hand and trailed my fingers along her cheek. For all that she was a Sin Demon, she had the face of an angel – at least when it wasn’t twisted with lust and spitting out the hottest filth I think I had ever heard. I kept my voice quiet as I asked her, “Hey, I think I already know the answer, but just to check – are you still good? All happy and fulfilled and satisfied with the bond?”

She beamed up at me, the innocence of the expression spoiled by the way she gently rubbed my cock along her cheek. “I’m great, Master.”

I nodded at her, smiling back, then groaned a little as I pulled myself up to a full sitting position. I carefully maneuvered around Cindy, walking the few steps needed to reach Aubrette, and knelt down in front of her. I didn’t move to touch her, instead asking her basically the same question. “And you, my beautiful Sidhe vassal? Are you good and happy with your oath?”

The redhead’s brilliant blue eyes shone with gratitude. Her lips parted, and a croak came out, forcing her to swallow a few times to be able to speak. When she did, her voice was quiet, and small. “I am very good, Master. My Lord. Whichever you prefer. Your vassal is forever grateful for you tolerating her perversions.”

That got a full laugh from me, and I reached out to begin unstrapping the Sidhe’s legs from where they were bound. “I don’t tolerate your perversions, Aubrette. The ones you’ve shown me so far? I embrace them.”

Once her legs were untied, Aubrette squeezed her thighs together immediately, which caused an audible squelching noise followed by a soft drip as moisture was forced off the seat of the chair. That, in turn, caused a flush to rise up the Fae woman’s chest from the top of her breasts all the way to the roots of her hair. I started when I heard a voice behind me, Cindy whispering in my ear after having crept up almost silently, “I’ll go get some towels. You should help rub some feeling back into her legs.”

I turned to call out after the tiny woman as she walked towards the kitchenette, “Get water too. And grab something with chocolate.” Then I turned my attention back to the woman in the chair. Despite not having been physically involved in the actual act of penetrative sex, she looked to perhaps be the most physically drained. I wondered for a moment if that had to do with my bond with Cindy, but then shoved that to the back of my thoughts to perhaps examine later, focusing instead on the gorgeous naked woman in front of me. “Do you need me to massage your legs some? Do you want me to do so?”

She nodded without speaking, and I let my hands slide up her legs, squeezing and massaging them for a couple of minutes. It was my first time really touching the Sidhe woman, and while she was gorgeous, with firm muscles that quivered under my touch, the experience was strangely more… tender than sexual.

I continued until Cindy returned. By the time she did, Aubrette seemed somewhat recovered. I made sure she got water and – again thanks to the advice of the internet – chocolate. The once-Noble Sidhe remained quiet and appeared to be completely exhausted, so I told her, “We’ll talk more in the morning – I have some time before I need to be anywhere. For now, beautiful, go get some sleep – unless you need something else first.”

The redhead nodded, rising and departing the room, and even as sexually sated as I was in that moment, I found my eyes lingering on her firm, full ass as she walked out of my bedroom.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


I WOKE UP to Cindy lazily nuzzling me in her sleep, the tiny demon fully under the blankets, with her head buried in the crook of my arm. She must have sensed me stirring and responded instinctively by shoving her face against me, because as far as I could tell, she was deep in the throes of Sloth otherwise.

I took a few moments to disentangle myself from her when I heard the sound of someone moving around in the kitchen. Once free of the sheets – and the tenaciously clingy Sin Demon – I tossed on some clothes and walked out of my bedroom.

Aubrette was standing in the middle of the kitchen, pouring coffee into two cups. Her auburn hair was damp, but no less vibrant or gorgeous as it cascaded down most of her back in wild little ringlets and curls. She was very obviously freshly out of the shower, and the scent of whatever she had used to clean herself, combined with her natural fragrance of fresh plants and sweet strawberries, filled my tiny apartment.

She was also wholly unclothed. She noticed me the moment I opened my bedroom door, but rather than making any more to cover herself, she turned her head to address me, she called out over her shoulder, “I will have your coffee ready for you in just a moment, my Lord.” I noticed that even as she spoke, the parts of her back and neck I could see flushed a bright red color to match the hair concealing it, but her motions remained smooth, measured, and graceful.

I took the seat on the sofa closest to the little table which presently held my laptop, made myself comfortable, and waited, watching with interest while she finished her preparations and brought over my coffee.

The redhead held a cup in each hand and as she walked over from the kitchen, I saw that the blush extended to her chest – her breasts were flushed crimson. Her nipples were also stiff enough that she was either cold, or enjoying herself. I accepted the cup she offered me, and did my best to keep my eyes mostly on her face as I took my first sip, before finally speaking, trying to keep my tone light. “Good morning. I’m… I’m not complaining, at all. In any way. But I am curious about, well…” My gaze flicked down over her naked body as she stood in front of the couch. “Why exactly you’re naked. Again, no complaints, just wondering.”

The blush the Sidhe woman was showing intensified, to the point that I was a little concerned for her, but when she spoke her voice was even. “You ordered me to strip last night, my Lord. You never gave me permission to put my clothes back on, so I thought it safer to remain unclothed until I could get that permission.” She moved to seat herself on the couch, taking the cushion opposite me, then took a dainty sip of her own coffee. Coffee was apparently something that existed in Faerie, but was a luxury there reserved for the elite. That meant that prior to her exile, she enjoyed the privileges of being a Noble Sidhe in service to the royal court of her kingdom and she was in a position to drink coffee – just not every single morning.

I noticed that she did not, in her explanation, actually ask for that permission. She was also clearly embarrassed by her unclothed state, but wasn’t attempting to hide herself or edge towards her bedroom now that I was up and about. I’m not always the most insightful man, but given her behavior the day before, I decided to let this particular experiment play out for a while.

I did check in just a little, though, because while I was pretty sure I wasn’t making any major missteps, I was also inexperienced enough that I wanted to double-check. “I understand. And you… you’re still keeping that second order in mind, yes?” I was referring to the second of two permanent orders I had given her: the one where I had told her to inform me if the discomfort she got from obeying any order of mine outweighed the excitement.

She bobbed her head quickly at me which did fascinating things to her chest, and said simply, “I am, my Lord.”

I took another slow sip of my coffee and watched Aubrette do the same. Or at least, I stared at Aubrette’s full breasts as she lifted her cup to her lips, I will freely admit I wasn’t really aware of what she was doing with her coffee. Eventually I dragged my gaze away, looking up to meet her clear blue eyes. She was still blushing, but her full lips were curled up into a slight smile. I cleared my throat, took another small sip of coffee, and spoke. “Well… I should check in with you after last night. I know… I know that was a little outside of what we had talked about, but…” I trailed off, shook my head quickly when I realized I didn’t know how to finish that sentence, and instead just asked, “Are you doing ok today? Any regrets, or things you want to change, or would have changed?”

The Sidhe woman’s eyes closed, and she took a deep breath, then let out a happy sigh. The blush had begun to fade from her chest, and her voice was steady as she responded, “Yes, my Lord. And no, my Lord. That was… exactly what I hoped for and more. I would not have thought to ask for it, but neither would I change anything about the evening.”

The flush suddenly returned in force as she added quietly, “Except perhaps to be closer. And to be permitted to… lie against you after.”

A wave of dismay hit me like someone had dumped cold water over my heart. I had all but chased Aubrette out of the room the night before, after only a few minutes of attention. Granted, she and I had both clearly been exhausted, but she deserved more than water and a chocolate chip cookie.

I quickly set my coffee down, turning to face the redhead and addressed her as earnestly as I could. “I’m sorry, Aubrette. Of course you’re allowed to snuggle. Do you… do you still need that? Do you want it?”

She nodded sheepishly, and I immediately motioned for her to put her own cup down, shifted a little on the couch, and beckoned her over. She complied, and a few moments later she was curled up in my lap on the couch with her legs to the side, her neck pulled in tight to put her head on my chest and her still damp hair starting to slowly soak my t-shirt. My arms were around her shoulders, one hand gently stroking her head, while her hands were tucked up in front of her. Feeling her curl into a tight ball as I embraced her, I felt suddenly very protective of this strange, beautiful, magical woman.

We remained that way for what must have been fifteen or twenty minutes, before eventually Aubrette shifted to smile at me, saying a simple, “Thank you, my Lord.” I squeezed my arms around her for a moment, then released them, and she sat back up. We both reached for our coffee cups, and we both let out a laugh when we realized what we were doing. The whole moment felt intensely intimate, for reasons that had little to do with the redhead’s nudity. In fact, it felt in a very real way to have been more intimate than anything Cindy and I had done, and I had been cumming inside the little blonde Sin Demon’s mouth or pussy on a literal daily basis for months.

I took a large gulp of my coffee, now cooled to the point that I could do so safely, and proclaimed, “I have some work to do today, but I also have an assignment for you. Give me a couple minutes to get it ready, and I’ll explain it.”

I then opened up my laptop, made sure my printer was powered on, and pulled up a bookmark I had saved on my phone. A couple minutes later, I handed Aubrette seventeen pages, freshly printed and still warm, and a pencil. Then it was my turn to blush.

“This is a… list of kinks. Of things some people like to do, or watch, or have done to them. I want you to fill it out, as completely and honestly as you can.” I paused, took a breath, and added, “I’m going to do the same thing. It’s one of the things I read about yesterday that people in a power exchange relationship should do, and it makes sense. Now… here’s the tricky part. Because of how you came into my life, we’re already in the relationship, and I still really don't want to force you into anything, so I’m also going to order you to only show me the results you’re ok with me seeing. I know that’s not exactly an easy distinction to make, but… try.”

Strangely, it wasn’t the list, or my order that gave Aubrette pause. The redhead raised an eyebrow at me, her voice musical and curious as she inquired, “Mortals are able to exchange power through their relationships? I knew that Wizards could bind others with a Geas or their own Glamours, but I was not aware that these practices were common.”

The Fae woman’s misunderstanding pulled a guffaw out of me before I could choke it down, and I nearly spilled my coffee. Eventually I managed to shake my head and explain, “No, that’s… not the kind of power they’re exchanging. Many humans are… well… like you, in that being humiliated, or controlled, makes them horny. They seek out humans who enjoy humiliating or controlling them. Or hurting them – some people are sexually aroused by receiving or giving pain. The relationships they make with each other are called power exchange relationships, because one human gives that power to the other.” I paused, realizing that for the High Sidhe woman who had literally given her power to me, that was probably still unclear. “It’s not… it’s not binding, the way yours is. Not exactly. Humans can take their power back. Sometimes. Look, I’m not an expert, but I would be happy to spend some time reading up on it, and talking over the topic with you.”

That explanation, stumbling though it was, seemed to sate Aubrette’s curiosity for the moment, and we sipped our coffee in relative silence – the Sidhe reading through the papers, me checking my emails. It was nearly surreal – I had only met the redhead a few days prior, and now she was seated naked on my couch, the blush having faded from her face, looking perfectly happy and content. More, I was just… comfortable having her there. That actually gave me pause, and I stopped reading my emails to ask about it. “Aubrette, I’m… again, I’m not complaining here, I’m just curious. Is something about your Oath to me making me comfortable? Or some of your Glamour?”

She nodded her head almost immediately. “Yes, my Lord, most likely. My Oath included swearing my magic to you. You own my Glamour, so it is no surprise you would feel comfortable with it. When you accepted my Oath, it bound itself to you until such time as you release it.”

I blinked at that, having not really expected that answer. Eventually, though, I shrugged and turned back to my phone. Maybe I shouldn’t have been comfortable with it, but I was having a hard time convincing myself of that fact. A beautiful woman had given me part of herself, and what was wrong with that?

About an hour later, Cindy emerged from the bedroom. While the little wench could – and would – happily slumber the day away in the embrace of Sloth if I allowed it, I had given her a standing order a month or so back which forced her to rise if she had been asleep for more than ten hours at a time. I had gotten tired of having to fight to get her conscious enough to comprehend my order to wake, but had discovered that if the order was there before she fell asleep, it would cut through the Sloth and get her up. True to some of her earliest promises, she didn’t even seem to mind – she beamed a bright smile at me as soon as her eyes landed on me. Then they took in Aubrette’s state of undress. As Cindy walked over to the kitchen to get herself coffee, she stripped off her shirt and dropped the pair of panties she was wearing on the floor without prompting.

I laughed at the Sin Demon’s antics, a warmth of affection for the magical women glowing in my chest.



I eventually ordered both Aubrette and Cindy to put clothes on. It was difficult enough to concentrate just knowing there were two drop-dead gorgeous women in my apartment, let alone having them naked and sharing the couch with me. Both had obeyed without complaint – though my Sin Demon stuck out her tongue at me – and we got on about our day.

My agenda was pretty simple for the day. I had some things I needed to read ahead of time for an appointment the following day, and I wanted to study and practice some of the rituals in the tome. The consultation I was studying for was going to be a quick one – the local business director for a nearby branch of a large corporation had heard about me, but only had fifteen minutes to actually talk, so they had violated all sorts of corporate policies and sent me a dump of information to read through ahead of time. I felt… dirty… at contributing to the corporate culture even in this kind of indirect way, but the payday was good enough that I had agreed to go through with it.

The study was something ongoing. I had barely scratched the surface of the magic contained within the book Mycah had used to start the ritual which summoned Cindy to our world. The handful of rituals I had managed to work successfully though were amazing. My whole life, I had thought of myself and my family as being, well, the have-nots of the magical world. I didn’t know exactly how our Gifts worked. They were passed on to children, but I had no idea how far back they had stretched, and if there was a grand patriarch or matriarch somewhere in the past who had been powerful enough to found this dynasty. Today, though, the wisdom every single member of my family had whispered to me was simple: Avoid notice. You’re the small fish, and if you catch the attention of the big fish, they will gobble you up.

The book promised to maybe change that. I didn’t think I’d ever be able to match some of what the Wizards of legend – and my family’s stories – would do, but maybe I’d be able to raise myself up to the point that I was something other than a bottom-dweller.

Deciding to get the unpleasant work done first, I read through page after page of emailed PDFs, Excel sheets, and Word documents on my laptop. Aubrette sat with my cell phone in one hand on the opposite side of the couch, using it to look up terms from the checklist she wasn’t familiar with, and occasionally reaching down to mark the papers. Cindy had pulled a blanket around herself and occupied the middle of the couch, watching someone stream their drawing on Twitch, somehow absorbing bits of Pride as she did so.

I was about halfway through my own ‘required reading’ assignment when Aubrette held the stack of printed paper over to me – reaching right over Cindy to do so. My eyebrows raised in surprise, and I looked up from my laptop, accepting them but not looking at them immediately. “You don’t have to tell me all of this immediately, Aubrette. Remember, only the things you’re comfortable with.”

To my surprise, the Sidhe sounded confident when she replied, without any of the hesitation she sometimes showed around sexual topics. “I know, my Lord. You have already shown yourself to be more accepting than my previous lieges ever were. I see no choice but to reveal every part of myself to you and simply beg you to use me and my service in the way you best see fit. I am yours, my Lord, however you will have me.”

I blinked in surprise at the sudden declaration, and was trying to form an appropriate response when Cindy ruined the moment – just a little – by adding, “Plus she’s super wet at the thought of you finding out just how perverted a slut she really is.”

That brought a frown to my lips, and I was about to admonish my Sin Demon for her crass words, but I caught Aubrette rubbing her thighs together in response, so I let it slide. Instead, I simply gave a shorter version of what I was trying to say in the first place, deliberately ignoring the little demon brat. “Thank you, Aubrette, for your trust. I will try to be the Liege you deserve. And the one you want.”

That said, though, I needed to finish my paying work before I got to more fun topics, so I set the papers aside, rubbed my temples, and pulled up the next spreadsheet. As I let myself get absorbed in sales figures and supplier rates, I also privately vowed to myself not to let the corporate world get its hooks in me.



An hour later, I was done with my reading, and pretty sure I knew enough that I’d be able to get whatever questions my customer wanted answered pretty accurately when it came time to meet.

I also had a headache. I stood up, got some water, and stretched, then paced around my apartment a little to clear my mind. Then I looked at where Cindy was still curled up in a lump in the middle of the couch and my face lit up in a grin. A slightly pained grin, but a grin just the same.

“Cindy, my ever enthusiastic evil… ingénue.” I stumbled over the last word in my alliteration, and she pounced on that immediately.

“That starts with an ‘i’. Also you can’t have an evil ingénue, that’s an oxymoron. If anything, I am your cute compliant carnal cumdump.” She only turned her face when she was done speaking, and that was to flash a bright smile at me. “What can I do for you, Master? Along those lines…?”

I laughed and resumed my spot on the couch, stripping off my shirt. “Come rub my shoulders and my head. I need to clear my thoughts and relax before I try anything from the tome.” Even as Cindy stood to obey my command, I closed my eyes and put my arms out to either side to relax, kicking my feet out ahead of me as far as they would go. Soon enough, I felt dainty, but inexorably strong fingers rubbing in slow circles at the base of my neck, beginning a massage there and starting to slowly work up. Only a few moments after that, my eyes shot open in surprise when I felt another set of hands begin rubbing at my feet.

I hadn’t noticed Aubrette getting up when Cindy did, but she was now kneeling at my feet, giving me a foot massage while my Sin Demon worked my head and shoulders. I raised an eyebrow down at her for a moment, and got a gentle smile in return. Shrugging, I closed my eyes and allowed myself to be pampered.

About twenty minutes later, I decided that having a pair of beautiful women just… touch me, even in a non-sexual context, was one of the best things to ever happen.

Eventually, I had to admit to myself that I was probably as relaxed as I was going to be, and if I allowed my vassal and my bound demon to continue, I would just fall asleep and get nothing done. That was… tempting, but I was excited enough about learning new rituals that I forced my eyelids open and mumbled, “Enough. That’s… that’s enough. Thank you both.”

Aubrette gently lowered my foot to the ground, while Cindy stretched forward over the back of the couch to plant a quick kiss on my cheek – and reach a hand down to tweak my exposed nipple. I yelped and turned around to glare at her, but then laughed at the innocent expression she was wearing. She simpered and in her husky voice said simply, “Ingénue, remember?”

I didn’t really have room in my apartment that I could use as a ‘ritual space’ or anything like that. There just weren’t enough square feet available. At least… until Aubrette came along. When I explained that Cindy and I were going to go find an empty parking lot to study in, she asked, “Why don’t I simply create a temporary space for you?”

I blinked, then smacked my own forehead lightly. Why didn’t I just have Aubrette create a space?

It turned out that maintaining an empty additional room for us to use was not something that the Sidhe would be able to do long-term, but she could manage it for short stints while we practiced as long as I was willing to feed Cindy some additional Sin to compensate for what I drew through the bond to pass on to Aubrette through her Oath.

Trying to follow – let alone make sense of – the flow of magic through our complicated three way link was enough to make my head spin a little, so I pushed that aside, and trusted that the magical creatures bound to me would help keep everything working as needed. It would probably mean I’d have to spend a little extra time during the day topping Cindy off, but that was a “sacrifice” I was eager to make.

The room we wound up in was in a vaguely similar style to the rest of my apartment, but with hideous yellow linoleum tiling covering the floor. Several of the rituals I wanted to try to decipher required circles or diagrams on the floor, so carpet wouldn’t cut it. This was the easiest non-carpeted room for Aubrette to maintain that fit our needs – no matter how ugly it was. The door was on the wall of my kitchenette, right next to the fridge, and I tried not to think of what kind of reality resulted in its presence.

Cindy had brought up the toolbox from my car once we realized we wouldn’t need to leave the apartment to practice. We unpacked it a little, set the first required reagents aside, and I got to work. Before long, I had an inscribed circle of runes drawn in salt on the floor, each carefully connected to the next. My handwriting was never the cleanest, but with Cindy helping make minute corrections, it appeared to match the drawings in the tome. I carefully lit the small bundle of herbs with a cheap Bic lighter, and started trying to work through the pronunciation of the chant required.

My Gift was of help here, but there was an enormous amount of trial and error as well. The time I had completed the ritual to bring Cindy fully into the material world, I had let myself be guided by the certain death which was the result of any missteps. I had been walking a tightrope over a yawning chasm. The path was easy to find, because there was only one way forward that didn’t lead to my doom.

Deciphering rituals was more like trying to navigate an old-growth forest. There were dozens, hundreds of paths ahead of me, and even the ones that didn’t result in the ritual working might lead to an outcome I would consider positive. As such, all my Gift could really do was steer me clear of the obvious pitfalls, leaving me to figure out the ‘correct’ way forward by trying over and over until I succeeded.

After the third time I started the chant over, however, a melodious voice cut in, interrupting me. “My Lord, would you like me to assist? I believe the language you’re trying to read is a transliteration of proto-Germanic. It is quite similar to what my nation spoke most commonly in Faerie.”

I turned to stare at Aubrette for a moment, before blurting out, “Yes, of course!” Then I caught myself and asked, “Wait, proto-Germanic? Aren’t Sidhe from Ireland? Or Scotland?”

The Fae woman favored me with a warm smile, but shook her head. “No, my Lord. Not all of us. The portion of Faerie I lived in was once connected to somewhere in what is now southwestern Germany, I think. We haven’t had much contact with the mortal realm for some time, but there was a shift in our connection perhaps… two hundred years ago or less? It was in the midst of an ongoing conflict with our neighbors, so I don’t know that it was ever truly investigated.”

I listened in rapt attention, fascinated by the information and its implications as she continued. “There are connections to Faerie across the mortal realm, though, and the denizens will likely reflect the nations to which they are most closely connected.” She twirled her fingers through a loose curl of hair, and added, “There are redheads in Germany and France too, my Lord.”

I smiled at that, nodding. “I… well, to your original question, yes, I would love to have your assistance. I’m not sure why a tome of infernal rituals has some of them in proto-Germanic, but if you can help decipher them, it is more than welcome. I do want to learn more about your people and your home later, though, if you’re still up for talking about it.”

Aubrette curtseyed – she was once again wearing her forest green one piece dress, and the motion was both fetching and delicate – before walking up and kneeling smoothly behind me. Reading over my shoulder, she brought her lips to my ear and whispered, slowly and carefully enunciating to make it easier for me to follow.

I had a little notebook I had been keeping records in – which at this point, probably qualified as a spellbook of its own – and I dutifully recorded the High Sidhe’s pronunciation as best I could in it. Then I repeated it out loud, and let her correct me, making a couple adjustments in the notebook and trying again. The third time, the Fae woman murmured behind me, “Very good, my Lord. Perhaps not perfect, but close enough I think.”

With that endorsement, I lit a fresh bundle of herbs – thankful we wouldn’t have to clean up the ash left over in the room when we were done – and began my chant. The bundle wove a pattern through the air, but this time when I spoke the trail of smoke left by the burning herbs hung in place, forming complex three-dimensional shapes. When the chant completed, the smoke-runes lit up abruptly before bursting into a flash of fire that vanished as quickly as it had appeared. I blinked away the sudden white spots in my eyes and looked around the room, remembering after a second the last step – I picked up a shot glass containing a tiny amount of liquid and downed it.

“Well, that clearly did something. I guess… time to head somewhere to check it out. I’m going to go pick up Chinese food!”

With Aubrette’s Gift, I didn’t need to actually go get food anymore, but that wasn’t the real reason for the trip. My local hole-in-the-wall Chinese place had a vocal staff, and the Hong Kong emigrant cooks were constantly yelling to each other in Cantonese. Picking up food there would give me the chance to test out the ritual without having to explain what I was doing.

Thirty minutes later, I stepped through the glass door into the fluorescent-lit interior of the restaurant, all but quivering with excitement. Of all the rituals Cindy and I had looked at to date, this was the one that spoke to me the most. Lots of the other ones had the potential to be useful, but the idea of being able to travel anywhere in the world and both understand and be understood was just so damn cool.

At first, I didn’t think it worked. The older Chinese woman at the counter waved me over, asking in English what I was there for. Hazard of being white – she obviously pegged me as an English speaker. I got to the counter, gave her my name and told her I was there for pick-up, and waited. She turned and yelled back to have my order brought up, and I heard the response. The cooks paused their conversation, then resumed talking about how their kids were doing at school, gossiping and bragging.

Only as the brown paper bag with my order was being delivered did I realize that the words I was understanding weren’t the result of the staff speaking English. Nothing I heard from the moment my order was called back had been English, that fact just didn’t bother my brain any. The words just… worked. The sounds weren’t what I was used to, the word order was different, I just… knew what they were saying.

I practically skipped to my car.

Cindy and Aubrette could obviously sense my good mood when I returned, because both of them immediately congratulated me on my success. Aubrette did so with some light applause, while Cindy waited until I had set dinner down, then launched herself at me, wrapping her legs around my waist and pulling me into a kiss. Then she yanked herself up my body while I struggled to stay balanced, whispering hotly into my ear, “Reward Aubrette for that. And me. Especially me.”

Her advice delivered, the Sin Demon lowered herself to the ground gracefully. I eyed her briefly, trying to decide how much stock to put in her advice, ultimately deciding that rewards of some sort were probably in order. In a bit.

I set out the food I brought back – the cheap plastic containers suddenly seeming paltry compared to the past couple nights’ feasting. That thought brought me up short, and I dwelled on it while the three of us ate Schezwan chicken, Mu Shu pork, fried rice and egg rolls.

My recent run of success had been exhilarating, but… I didn’t want to get lost in that, and lose track of the world outside of myself and my new magic. I didn’t know how to guarantee that I wouldn’t, but I resolved to try.

I put on a movie, letting the girls pick the first thing that looked interesting to them, while I paid attention to something far more important. I pulled out my laptop and Aubrette’s completed checklist, and started reading through the latter, while taking some notes for myself – and doing the occasional bit of research – on the former. What I found was… eye opening, and not exactly what I had expected. She had even made notes beside some items. I also knew she was very aware of me reading it, because more than once I glanced over at her, only to see her looking back – usually before she flushed a bright red and abruptly looked back at the tv.

I had printed out a list to fill out myself, but hadn’t yet done so. Still, just reading through Aubrette’s responses gave me lots of ideas to try. Some of my ideas needed props and tools to carry through, so I mentally filed those away for later, but several of them I could manage tonight if I wanted. I thought about Cindy’s advice earlier, looked through the sheets of paper again until I found the section I wanted, confirming that I remembered the Sidhe’s selections correctly.

I carefully re-stacked the completed checklist, placed it and my laptop aside, then settled in to join the girls for the remainder of the movie.

The evening was yet young when that film ended, which fit nicely into my new plans. I got up, stretched, used the restroom and washed up a little, wanting to be ready and in good shape to avoid being interrupted. Then I made my way back to the couch, where the women were still seated. I picked a new movie, this time selecting something decidedly targeted towards a young adult male audience – lots of explosions and exposed skin – but also one I had seen before. I wasn’t planning on paying the most attention to it, and didn’t want to miss out. Then I stood back up and looked back and forth between Cindy and Aubrette, before barking a single word order. “Strip.”

Cindy’s shirt hit me in the chest about half a second later. My Sidhe vassal was a little slower to respond, but soon enough she was rising from the couch to remove her dress, revealing that she was once again flushed a bright red, her lips parted in excitement. My Sin Demon had just finished wriggling her way out of her shorts and panties, dropping them unceremoniously on the floor by the couch, when I made a shooing motion at her. “Scootch, I’m claiming the middle.” She complied, I took the middle seat, and then I beckoned for both girls to sit down as I hit play.

As the movie started playing, I stretched out my arms to either side, wrapping them around both women’s shoulders. Cindy responded by snuggling in close on my right, pressing her head to my chest while she watched the movie. Aubrette wiggled in a little bit on my left until her hip pressed to mine, but otherwise remained seated upright. Glancing over revealed that though her eyes were fixed on the screen, she was still blushing a bright red at her nudity. Still, she made no move to pull away from my touch – even leaning into me a little – which I took as a good sign.

The movie started, and while all three of us had eyes on the screen, I don’t think any one of us was actually paying attention to the plot. Dozens of explosions and about twenty minutes later, I shifted slightly to sit up straighter, and let my left hand drift off of Aubrette’s shoulder and over onto her chest. I didn’t grab or squeeze, or even particularly move my hand once it was there, instead letting it lightly cup one of her full breasts, but I felt her stiffen in response. Then I felt her melt against me, slouching down a little to make it easier for me to reach without having to raise my arm quite so much.

Cindy perked up at that – whether she felt my motion or the Lust in the air, I couldn’t guess – and she began slowly wriggling against me, just tiny constant motions from the petite blonde as she worked her body against my side.

I had actually been waiting for that, and took it as my cue to advance to the next step of the plan. I took my right arm off of the Sin Demon’s shoulder, instead slipping it up her neck and letting my fingers grip her hair. I then slowly pushed down, forcing her head into my lap. Well, ‘forcing’ – she moved along with the motion eagerly. The compliant demon’s face was soon in my lap, and I didn’t even need to encourage her before she was nuzzling my incredibly hard cock through my pants. Releasing her hair, I instead carefully unzipped my jeans.

Cindy, insatiable slut that she was, didn’t need further prompting. A delicate hand worked its way into my pants and – with some careful finagling – extracted my shaft. I rested my hand on the back of the Sin Demon’s neck, fingers lightly curling around it, and soon after her head was bobbing up and down in my lap.

I felt Aubrette’s reaction more than seeing it, since I was steadfastly keeping my head facing forward to watch the movie. The Sidhe woman was trying to do the same, but failing in a big way. Her head kept moving to glance down at where Cindy was fellating me. The blonde was alternating between short sharp bobs of her head to slide her lips along my shaft, and wrapping her hand around the base of my cock while she sucked and licked, making no move at all to be subtle – or quiet – about it. The explosions from the movie occasionally drowned out the noises coming from my lap, but any time there was a lull in the action, the slurping noises were abundantly obvious.

All the while, I did my absolute best to just… ignore what was going on. I kept my left arm wrapped around Aubrette, my hand resting lightly on her breast, but didn’t make any move to do more than that. My fingers on my right hand remained at the back of Cindy’s neck, just over her shoulders, but aside from shifting slightly to maintain contact when she adjusted her position to be better able to shove my cock down her throat, I didn’t so much as squeeze.

Months of living with a sex fiend like Cindy had heightened my control beyond anything teenage me could have imagined, so despite the absolute ecstasy of the little blonde minx sucking me enthusiastically, I kept stoic and still as the movie played on. Before long, I started to feel movement to my left as well, a quick shift from Aubrette, followed by a slow rocking. Glancing over quickly, I saw that she had slipped one of her hands between her thighs, and was gently shifting her hips to grind against her own fingers.

That wouldn’t do at all for my plan, so I removed my hand from Cindy’s neck, reached over, and grasped Aubrette’s wrist. She made no move to resist as I gently pulled her arm away, her fingers slipping from between her thighs. Instead, I shifted it over until her hand was resting on the head which bobbed up and down in my lap.

The redhead froze when she realized what I had done. Cindy paused in her attentions – taking the opportunity to bury the head of my cock in her throat and swallow a few times, but then resumed her motion, and this time Aubrette’s hand moved with her.

The three of us stayed like that for… a while. I watched the movie – or at least, my eyes stayed pointed at the screen – but the only reason I could tell you what happened is that I had seen it before. For all the stern front I was putting up, having a tall gorgeous redhead fairy naked and pressed to my side while an elfin blonde sex demon gave me an avid – if leisurely – blowjob did not leave me with a great deal of brainpower to spare.

Eventually, right as the movie began to reach its climax, I realized I was in danger of doing the same. I bought myself just a little time by pushing Cindy’s head down, and she compliantly relaxed her throat to take me in, swallowing as her lips pressed into my pubic hair. I squeezed the hand on Aubrette’s breast once, unable to resist feeling how it filled my hand, giving and pliant beneath my fingers, then released her and pulled my arm back. I pointed to the empty space on the carpet in front of me, turned my head to the left, and ordered my vassal, “Kneel. Knees apart, on the carpet in front of me, butt on your feet.”

The Sidhe woman let out a breathy squeak and scrambled to comply, and soon enough was looking up at me from the floor. With her knees apart, I could watch moisture dripping down both of her thighs, and glancing back to where she had been sitting, I realized she had left a sizable wet spot on the couch. A distant part of my mind noted I was going to have to clean that later, but I dismissed the thought as non-urgent. I slipped my fingers through Cindy’s hair, pulling her off of my cock with a wet pop – I was sure by now that she did that on purpose – and looked at the redhead in front of me. I ordered, “You may touch yourself – but you may not cum until I do,” then I shifted forwards, scooting to the edge of the couch. This put me close to Aubrette – specifically, it brought my cock to less than a foot away from her lovely chest.

I turned to my right, only to see delicate features sporting a lascivious grin looking back at me. Patting the Sin Demon on her multicolored hair, I commanded her in turn. “My dear little slut-slave, be a dear. Your sister-in-service can’t cum until I do, so I need you to jack me off onto her fantastic rack.”

The “Yes, Master!” that Cindy gave in response was loud enough that the neighbors had to have heard it. The tiny blonde scrambled up onto the couch, confusing me until I realized what she was doing. She slipped her legs around me, scooting between me and the back of the couch until she was embracing me from behind. I felt the heat of her cunt against my back as she ground her body against mine, before reaching around my body to wrap her hand around my cock. I was still slick with her saliva, so her grip moved easily, the small fingers making my shaft look huge in comparison.

As close to Aubrette as I was, I couldn’t really see past her tits to watch her hand at work, but the movement of her shoulders – and the way she was shaking and quivering – told me she had taken advantage of my permission and was fingering her soaked slit. I couldn’t decide which was hotter to watch while she did – the way her chest arrhythmically shuddered and quaked, sending delightful ripples through her full mounds, or the look on her face as she gasped and moaned. Her eyes remained fixed on my cock as my Sin Demon jacked me off less than a foot from her face.

That, ultimately, was what pushed me over the edge. Cindy had been sucking me off for nearly an hour prior, but seeing the helplessly fascinated way the normally stately and prim auburn haired Sidhe watched me get jacked off had me finally lose control. I groaned loudly, my balls pulling up and then pulsing as I shot ropes of cum onto Aubrette. The first strands missed her chest, instead aiming high and splashing along her cheek and lips. The next few, though, Cindy was able to adjust, and soon sticky white cum was landing all over the impressive tits of my Sidhe vassal.

The moment my cum touched her face, Aubrette let out a moan of her own, her orgasm following instantly on the heels of my own. While I fought to keep my eyes open, she seemed to have no such trouble – her gaze was fixed on my cock as I shot my load over her, and after a moment her free hand slid up her chest to begin smearing my cum over her breasts as she writhed in ecstasy. That was maybe one of the hottest things I had seen in my life, but as addled as my wits were in the moment, the only way I could sum up my thoughts was to all but shout, “Fuck, yes!”

A few moments later, I managed to come to my senses. Cindy’s fingers were wrapped around the base of my cock, squeezing in time with my heartbeat. Aubrette had her eyes closed and her lips parted in delight, both of her hands sliding lazily over her breasts to rub my cum into her skin. I could feel the Sin Demon behind me slowly undulating, her lithe body pressed to my back as she wriggled delightfully against me.

I blinked a couple times to clear my head, then managed to speak. “Cindy, you can stop.” She released her fingers from around my dick, speaking right next to my ear while still wrapped around me.

“Thank you for allowing your slutty little demon slave jack you off over the tits of her fellow fucktoy, Master. That was an excellent reward, Master.” I wasn’t entirely sure about her characterizing Aubrette as a fucktoy, but I also couldn’t deny the way my dick twitched at her words, so clearly some part of me approved.

I waited until the Sin Demon had slipped to the side, lazily sprawling naked on the couch to my right, before turning to look at her. When she saw that my eyes were on her, she beamed a smile up at me and spent a moment letting her hands play over her tight, athletic body, tweaking one of her nipples hard in the process. I watched for a moment, then eventually told her, “You are very welcome, but… that wasn’t your reward, that was Aubrette’s.”

That done, I turned back towards the redhead. She had dropped back to put her butt on her heels once more, but was still obediently kneeling where I had ordered her, knees spread apart. She had done an admirable job in smearing my cum over her breasts, and the full mounds were slick and shiny with it. They were also a bright red, as her entire upper torso was gripped in a brilliant blush. Her brilliant blue eyes were pointed fixedly forward, staring straight through me as she tried to power through and ignore her shame.

I took in the sight and couldn’t help myself. I slowly and carefully rose, letting my still hard dick make contact with the redheads slippery cleavage and drag along the top of her breasts. She groaned softly, shifting her torso to try to maintain contact, but I eventually moved past her, stepping away. Then I turned back to look at both the Sidhe and the demon. The two women were physically as different as they could be: one tiny and athletic, a tightly wound package of sexual energy; the other tall and all gentle curves, and a continually flowing waterfall of perversion and depravity that she had been trying to keep concealed from the world for centuries. They were also both naked, wet, and mine. As that thought sunk into my head, I knew that I was in no danger of actually going soft just yet.

I walked around to the back of the couch so I could lean down. I had intended just to whisper in Cindy’s ear, but she spread her legs, showing off her slippery bald cunt to me, and I couldn’t help but accept the invitation. As I put my lips near her ears, I slid two fingers inside of her, pumping them in and out slowly. I murmured a few instructions, and they had her eyes lighting up before she rushed off towards the bedroom.

I then turned to Aubrette, grinning when I saw the look on her face. She looked… happy. She burned with embarrassment still, and her hips occasionally rocked from side to side, reflexively trying to rub her thighs together even while she obeyed my order to keep her knees spread, but her lips were curled up in a smile that reached all the way to her eyes. I beckoned her towards me.

“You, Aubrette, are a dirty girl. You and I are going to go shower and clean you up.”

My shower with the Fae woman was immensely fun. I had just sprayed my cum all over her tits, and she then proceeded to rub it all over herself, so I naturally had to begin by ensuring those got cleaned up. I spent a number of minutes in the confines of my slightly-too-small shower, soaping up the redheads breasts and then scrubbing them clean. With my hands. The slippery mounds were firm, but yielded easily under my fingers, each one well more than a handful for me. They were easily the biggest breasts I’d had the chance to play with, and from the look on her face – and the way she kept biting her lower lip – they were delightfully sensitive.

Eventually, I let my hands wander elsewhere. It was the first time I had really touched Aubrette – prior to then, most of my contact had been incidental or in passing – so I took advantage of the endless hot water from my apartment to really explore her body. I did take the time to wash the apparently endless nectar she had gushed while fingering herself from between her legs, but deliberately didn’t linger there. Ok, I may have allowed myself the luxury of sliding my fingers along the slick lips of her auburn-framed pussy, but only briefly, before forcing myself away so we could actually get clean.

We took turns patting each other dry when I finally turned off the water, and I wasn’t sure which I enjoyed more: toweling off a gorgeous redhead dry, or having a beautiful submissive redhead towel me dry.

Eventually, High Sidhe in tow, I walked back towards my bedroom – naked erection bobbing proudly ahead of me to lead the way. Inside, face down and ass in the air, was Cindy. She had dutifully spread towels across the bed over the sheets. Much like the last time I walked into my bedroom to see the tiny blonde already bent over for me, her hand was already between her thighs. Unlike last time, her fingers weren’t touching her clearly sodden pussy. Instead, they were probing gently at the slightly darker ring of her asshole, pushing just inside. They also gleamed and glistened as they moved, and the bottle of lube laying on the towels beside her was a clear indicator of why.

I grabbed Aubrette’s hand and pulled her along with me. Climbing onto the bed, I moved to kneel between Cindy’s feet, pulling my redhead vassal along beside me. There wasn’t a great deal of room on my bed, so I very rapidly found myself nestled between the two women, with Aubrette having to press herself to my back. I reflected for a moment on the delightful differences between the full breasts squishing into me and the earlier sensation of the tiny Sin Demon basically crawling over me, but then focused on the moment again. Reaching past Cindy – the head of my cock sliding along thighs slick with her juices as I did so – I grabbed the bottle of lube and passed it back to Aubrette.

“Vassal. I need you to use this to lube up my cock, so I can finally take my demon-slut’s asshole.” Cindy wiggled her hips in response to that, letting out a pleased wordless hum, while Aubrette’s body slumped forward against me a little, pressing her breasts against me firmly. When she spoke, her voice was a little unsteady, but thick with lust.

“Yes, my Lord, this dirty vassal will help prepare you to… to… to claim her sister-slut’s asshole.” I loved the sound of that.

Soon, Aubrette’s hand was pumping along the shaft of my cock. She had squirted lube first onto the top of my shaft in a line, then another into her palm, before wrapping her fingers around my length for the first time. Bound by duty – and clearly not just a little turned on – she jacked me off, the tip of my cock bobbing inches away from Cindy’s little pink glistening star, which flexed and squeezed rhythmically.

I slid my hands forward, letting them wrap around the Sin Demon’s narrow hips, as I instructed, “Now, Vassal – guide me into my fuckhole demon’s ass.”

I thrust forward slowly, and Aubrette moved with me. Her body remained pressed to my back, and her fingers wrapped around the base of my cock to help steer me home. The swollen head of my dick pressed into the slicked up ring of muscle, feeling it flex and twitch against me. And then it continued to do so, pushing farther forward. Slowly, inexorably, I felt Cindy’s ass slide open around the slicked up length of my cock, gradually opening to accept me.

The tiny demon let out a long moan of satisfaction as she finally felt the head of my cock pop past her sphincter, groaning out, “Fucking at last. Thank you, Master.” I paused there, looking for any signs of discomfort from the girl. Instead, she wiggled her hips from side to side, and then abruptly pushed back on the bed. Trapped between the blonde woman and Aubrette, I had nowhere to go as my Sin Demon slut shoved back until half of my cock was up her ass. The only thing that stopped her was that she ran into Aubrette’s hand, still wrapped around the base of my dick.

I turned my head to look over my shoulder at the Sidhe woman, doing my best to keep my words intelligible. “Good job, Vassal. You may play with yourself and cum as much as you like while you watch from the bed.” The redhead’s fingers reluctantly slipped from my dick as she moved, and Cindy took that opportunity to push back again, the firm muscles of her backside slamming into my hips as she fully impaled her asshole on my rock hard erection.

As Aubrette slipped to the side, her lube covered hand instantly slipping towards her own sodden hole, I focused my attention on the eager blonde in front of me. The sensation of being inside her asshole was different from what I had expected. The tiny woman’s cunt was incredibly tight and wrapped itself snugly around the length of my shaft and head. The ring of muscles around the base of her asshole was, if anything, tighter still, but beyond there, there weren’t any muscles to grip me, just silky intestine coated in lube. I wouldn’t have said that it was inherently better than her greedy – and talented – cunt were, but neither was it anything less than wonderful.

There was also something incredible in knowing that not only was I taking the Sin Demon’s ass for the first time, but I was doing so after her begging me to, rewarding her with my cock up her butt for her excellent service. I pulled back experimentally, having room to move now that my redheaded Sidhe was fingering herself to the side instead of pressing up behind me. My cock slipped halfway out of Cindy’s ass, the copious lube helping it slide along easily. The squeezing of the tight ring of muscles followed, and I added another point towards fucking the demon’s butt: watching my dick sliding in and out of the tiny demon’s ass was incredibly erotic, her tight body looking tiny compared to the girth of my erection sliding into her.

She turned her head back to look up at me, face still pressed to the towels on the bed, as she asked coyly, “Master, will you do this unworthy whore a slut a favor?”

I cocked an eyebrow at that, looking down at the woman whose ass I was half buried in. “What favor would that be?”

She smiled languidly up at me as, in her husky voice, she begged. “Will you please destroy this wanton fuckhole’s ass? Will you break her in and fill her asshole with your cum so she can finally feel like a complete and worthy fucktoy for you?”

My hips slammed forward, sending Cindy’s face sliding along the towels. I buried myself in her, then pulled back. Using my hands on her narrow hips as handles, I pulled her back against myself, seeking to carve myself into her flesh. I felt the ring of her asshole squeezing around me, pulsing as I fucked it. Again and again, I pulled back until the head of my cock was barely inside her, before pulling her against me and slamming home again, all while she spewed barely coherent filth from her delicious mouth. “Fuck, yes, fuck I love your cock! Fill your fucking whore-slut’s ass, Master, finally! Split me open with that massive meat-stick, make my body understand that you fucking own it!”

After a few minutes, I pushed the tiny blonde forward, shoving her flat onto the bed, while I followed – never letting myself slip out of her tight asshole. I trapped her body against the mattress, the box spring beneath us letting out the occasional squeak of protest as I slammed my hips down into my eager fucktoy. Her face ground into the towels, but that wasn’t enough to stop her speech – it just meant that much of it came out muffled. “Fucking use my asshole like it’s your right. It is, Master, fuck my asshole any time you want. All the time. Fucking wear my ass like a condom. I live to be filled with your massive dick, my master, my lord, my owner.”

My hands tightened on her hips, squeezing hard, using my grip on her body to hold me up while I plundered her tight ring. Feeling the muscle sliding up and down my shaft was incredible – it was like she had her fingers wrapped around me and was jacking me off, even while the depths of her bowels slid along the head of my dick to add their own lighter stimulation.

A moan to my side caught my attention, and I flicked my gaze up long enough take in Aubrette. The tall redhead had shoved herself up on the bed where it met the wall, using that for support as she lewdly spread her legs to either side – nearly kicking Cindy in the head in the process. She had one hand between her thighs and was frantically fucking herself with two fingers, while the other grasped and squeezed at one of her breasts. Her eyes, though, were fixed at the point where she could watch my cock sliding in and out of the depths of my bound demon’s ass.

Either Cindy happened to catch my gaze, her Lust-related powers told her, or she just had great timing, because she added without hesitation, “The only time I want you to take your dick out of me is when you’re fucking your redheaded pervert. I want you to lube up your cock in my drenched pussy, then fuck her fat tits and cum on our faces. I want you to cum inside her then make me lick the cum out of her cunt. I want you to make her sit on my face so I can lick your balls while you make the dirty bitch squeal and fill her womb to overflowing.”

That… was enough. I pumped my hips a few more times, then slammed them forward, letting out an incoherent groan of my own. My balls churned, and while I had cum once less than an hour before, it felt like I filled the petite blonde’s ass so full of my cum she had to be overflowing. I was dimly aware of Aubrette’s legs spasming as she brought herself to her own orgasm, and the “Fuckfuckfuckyess! Finally! Yess fill your fucktoy’s ass Master! Thank you! Thank you!” from Cindy – combined with the way the tight ring of muscle wrapped around the base of my cock twitched and spasmed around me – told me that the Sin Demon was cumming as I filled her bowels.

Cindy was the first to recover, but trapped between my body and the mattress, all that meant is that she started shifting her hips gently and deliberately flexing her asshole around me. That sent shockwaves of pleasure through my almost over-sensitive cock, and my eyes shot wide open. I took in the lewd tableau – my Sin Demon covered in sweat and lube, my cock still buried in her tiny asshole, a bright smile on her elfin face. Aubrette, all but collapsed to the side, leaning against the wall with her hand absolutely soaked in her juices and lube. My Sidhe vassal appeared to be all but insensible, her eyes closed, and her lips parted as she panted to catch her breath.

Slowly, carefully, and very reluctantly, I pulled my hips back until I escaped the grip of the wanton demon’s asshole. She pouted up at me cutely, but didn’t otherwise comment. I reached one hand over the short distance to lay it on Aubrette’s leg just above her knee, rousing her. Then I ordered, “C’mon. We’re all going to squeeze into the shower and get clean, then we’re all going to go snuggle in Aubrette’s big bed for the night.”

That got a warm smile from the redhead, and an expression of glee from Cindy as she eyed the Sidhe’s big tits eagerly. This was going to be fun.


CHAPTER TWELVE


AS MUCH FUN as it was squeezing myself into the shower with a Sin Demon and a High Sidhe, there were limits to my endurance – both sexual and otherwise. I had plenty of fun caressing and groping both slippery bodies as we wriggled around gradually getting clean, but in the end, the three of us wound up piled in a heap on Aubrette’s big bed that she had magically conjured. I worried initially that I would have difficulty falling asleep in a new environment, on a new bed, but those worries very rapidly proved to be baseless. Within minutes of feeling Aubrette curl up against my side, while Cindy half-draped her tiny frame atop mine, I was comfortably unconscious.

I awoke the next morning to find myself wrapped around the tiny blonde demon, with my redheaded Sidhe nowhere to be found. Carefully sliding off the bed, I realized that I hadn’t actually brought any clothes into Aubrette’s room, so I was going to have to freeball through my apartment. That was… honestly fine. It wasn’t like there was anything dangling around that the ladies hadn’t seen the night before, so I strutted into my living room in the buff.

Apparently, that was the dress code of the day. The curvaceous redhead Fae woman who had given me her Oath and bound her fate to mine as my vassal was as naked as I was, looking at something on my laptop while she sat on the couch. I blinked in surprise for a moment, looking around and realizing that my apartment was also spotless. Despite having been a bachelor for quite some time, making the place technically a bachelor pad, I tried to keep the mess to a reasonable level, but this morning everything glowed. The kitchen was cleaned, the dishes put away, the carpet even looked vacuumed.

I looked back to my vassal and saw that she had noticed me, and was in the process of putting the laptop away and rising. I thought about trying to stop her, but before I could come up with the words, it was too late, and she was curtsying to me. Watching a beautiful woman curtsy while nude wasn’t something I realized I had on my bucket list, but I added it and checked it off in the same moment.

Aubrette managed to speak first. “My Lord, good morning. I hope you found my bed to your liking. And… the company.” The blush that had been threatening since she saw me began to creep up the redhead’s chest, but didn’t yet bloom into fullness.

I walked the short distance to her and held out my arms. “Aubrette, I… I am happy to play the role of Lord, I am happy to be your Lord. Very happy. Incredibly happy. But I can’t do the full formal thing all the time. I’m going to hug you now, and then unless you tell me you don’t want me to, I’m going to kiss you. I had a wonderful time with you last night, but I haven’t tasted your lips yet, and I don’t want to keep missing out.”

She practically slammed her body against mine. I was used to Cindy flinging herself at me, but she barely broke 100 lbs, while Aubrette was full figured and slightly taller than I was. I didn’t care. I rocked back half a step to catch my balance, squeezing my arms around the Sidhe woman in a full bodied hug. We embraced for a good long minute, just holding each other – though I couldn’t help but delight in the feel of her breasts pressed into my chest. Then I shifted slightly, and I tasted Aubrette’s mouth, pressing my lips to hers and slipping my tongue past them. She tasted even better than she smelled, like strawberries and honey, sweet and inviting.

When eventually I pulled back, I found her crystal blue eyes staring at me, and she didn’t quite manage to close her mouth when it parted from mine. I inhaled deeply, let it out in a happy sigh, and muttered, “Should have done that last night.”

The Fae woman still in my arms nodded her head, whispering softly, “I… I feared perhaps you didn’t want to, and that was why you neither kissed me nor claimed my womanhood.”

That got a laugh out of me, and I let one of my hands dip down to idly fondle the woman’s full backside. “Far from it. I’m… still feeling my way through all of this. I know you’re going to keep spying, and you made it pretty clear you were enjoying yourself with everything I involved you in, but I didn’t want to just… announce that we were going to have sex. I realize having Cindy jerk me off onto your tits wasn’t exactly keeping you separate from my sex life, but I don’t know, it just felt more right in the moment. If you want me to claim your womanhood…” Aubrette nodded fervently, but then blushed until her face practically matched her hair, “Then I’m happy to do so. Soon, even. But maybe coffee first…”

I grinned, and while I hadn’t intended it as an order, my vassal squirmed her way out of my arms to quickly begin pouring and fixing coffee for the both of us. She spoke as she did so, her tone melodious and happy. “I woke early this morning, and felt so… inspired, so energized. It was as if the Glamour you were feeding me through the Oath redoubled. I took the chance to practice my cleaning skills, so I may better serve you with them. Plus, you had not yet given me permission to dress, so I thought it wise to remain inside the apartment.”

I looked up and down the redhead’s naked body as she put the creamer back in the fridge, and reflected that yes, it was probably wiser for her not to cause a riot by walking around outside the apartment naked.

A few minutes later, Aubrette and I were both dressed in the same basic outfit – a pair of my boxers and a t-shirt, sipping coffee on the couch. Cindy was still in the embrace of Sloth, so I took the chance to get to spend some one on one time with my new vassal. She regaled me with tales of life in Faerie, which sounded endlessly interesting to me even as it was humdrum to her. Admittedly, her life before she inherited the power which raised her to Noble Sidhe sounded not terribly different from how I imagined life in medieval Europe, but some of the tales she had to tell of the goings on in the royal court would have fit right in alongside the legends of Arthur and his knights. Granted, the versions of the legends I read in school didn’t contain anything close to as much licentious behavior as the Noble Sidhe royal court apparently got up to. I certainly don’t recall the Death of Arthur involving a scene where Guinevere walked in on Arthur and Lancelot banging and resolved a potential conflict by joining in, but maybe the versions I read were sanitized for school and that was in the original.

In turn, I told her some about my family and our history. I had never been that big into genealogy, but when your family has a secret as big as mine does, you tend to keep track of the other family members, so I had a decent idea of what life had been like for us for the last century or so. We had immigrated to the US from England a while before then, but I was hazy on exact details. I was able to tell her of some of the more notable and unusual Gifts my family had possessed, about the great-(and then some)-Uncle who had worked as a professional dowser during the American westward expansion, and the aunt who had inherited his same Gift. That was the same aunt who had told me about the Vegas Vampire Mafia, and she was an absolute hoot; I resolved to take the girls to meet her at some point. Of all of my family, she was by far the one most likely to see the humor in the situation, and she teased me about finding a girlfriend every time I saw her.

She lived in Nevada now – not in Vegas, though – and much as I did, she made her way through the world by leveraging her Gift, helping people find water in the desert.

The morning was… nice. Aubrette had, in the handful of days I had known her, picked up our language well enough that I wouldn’t have known she wasn’t a native of the US by talking to her, and she was just… pleasant company. From time to time I did have to guide her out of formality, since her Oath required that she treat me as her Liege, but occasionally having a gorgeous redhead call you, “My Lord”, was the kind of thing some folks would pay good money for, so it’s not like it was a hardship.

Eventually, Cindy roused herself when my orders kicked in, and it was her time to make her walk of shame out of Aubrette’s bedroom. Except the tiny blonde made it a walk of Pride, strutting out naked and owning it. Where my High Sidhe vassal would blush the moment she so much as thought about me looking at her naked – a trait which I found perpetually fetching – my Sin Demon might well be incapable of blushing. She strolled over to where we were seated on the couch, bent to give me a kiss, and whispered in my ear as she did so. “Thank you for cumming in my ass last night, Master. I can’t wait for next time.”

I was instantly hard as granite, my cock tenting my boxers. Aubrette pretended not to notice, but the sudden change in her posture and the flush creeping up her neck gave it away.

The tiny blonde took in our wardrobe and turned, model-walking into my bedroom, with her tight ass swaying with deliberate grace and two sets of eyes fixed on her the entire way. When she emerged a few seconds later, she was wearing one of my t-shirts as well, the garment long enough to reach the middle of her thighs. She poured herself coffee, dumping in her usual load of cream and sugar, then walked over to us and deftly slipped into my lap.

Since Cindy was up, I announced my plan for the day: more ritual study in the morning, followed by work in the afternoon. I wanted their help with the ritual study, but later in the day I wanted them to work together to start getting Aubrette’s small business venture underway. It might not make a huge amount of money, and it might not be a long-term project, but I wanted to find a way to let the Sidhe interact with some humans other than me in a slightly-controlled environment, and this seemed like a good way to make that happen.

The ritual work went well, if more slowly than I preferred. Aubrette and I spent some time going through the book looking for anything else that looked like it leveraged Glamour. She was able to spot a few, and with a demon over one of my shoulders and a fairy over the other, we were able to decipher them and figure out what we would need, and what they would do. Some of them would even be pretty easy to manage – but most required some additional reagents that I didn’t already have. I spent a while making a shopping list, eventually handing it to Cindy to let her price hunt later in the day.

The only new ritual I was able to actually use immediately was ‘Befuljenan Majikos’, which as far as we could tell was supposed to be some kind of protection or warding spell. It wasn’t clear how long it lasted or what exactly it warded against, but the stuff I needed to perform it was cheap as hell – much of it coming from a variety pack of herbs & spices I had picked up a while ago – so I gave it a whirl. Nothing flashy or impressive happened, even after I repeated the ritual a few more times in case I was doing something wrong, so I eventually gave it up as a project to revisit later. It’s even possible the ritual itself was either recorded incorrectly, or just never really worked, but there was no easy way to tell.

The rest of the day went by quickly. Both of my consultations were quick, and better still, both were new customers who were paying cash. As I drove back to my apartment – squinting past the setting sun as I did so – I resolved to give some of it to the girls and have them expand Aubrette’s wardrobe some. I really hoped the next trip would go a little farther than the first one. Not that her new outfits weren’t incredibly cute, but $500 in women’s clothing from the mall did not go far. I didn’t really have any girl friends I could ask for shopping tips, but did have the idle thought that Sara was probably a decent resource – she was in the right age range, and could probably at least point them in the right direction.

I wanted to talk to her regardless – if Aubrette was going to be offering cleaning services in the apartment block, I wanted to clear that with Sara first. My pretty landlady had helped me out more than once, the least I could do for her was check in before running a technically illegal business under her nose. I did know that not everyone who lodged in the apartment was legally allowed to be in the states, so I didn’t think she would have a problem with it, but it was still worth asking.

I arrived home to find Cindy and Aubrette on the couch. Snuggling. With Aubrette’s head in Cindy’s lap.

I will fully admit that was not on the long list of potential activities I expected. The tall redhead scrambled to her feet as I arrived, curtseying to me. She was dressed in one of her ruffled skirts and a floral patterned top that I didn’t think I had seen yet. My little blonde had donned some of the clothes Mycah had purchased for her – in this case a knee length mesh layered skirt and lacey green top combo that was surprisingly more classy than I would have expected from literally Hot Topic.

Cindy spoke first, as I managed to jolt myself out of my surprise and closed the apartment door behind me. “Hello Master! I have talked to my sister-slave and she wants you to take us out to dinner before you bring her home and officially take her as your concubine and claim her slut-body.” I rolled my eyes a little at the Sin Demon’s deliberately provocative word choices, though I couldn’t deny the stirring I felt in my pants at them.

“Cindy, neither of you are slaves. I mean, fun-time slaves sometimes sure, but Aubrette can ask me to release her, including finding someone or something else to sustain her Glamour, any time she wants. And you’re free to tell me that you want to go back to the infernal realms. I’m not going to release you to wander about the world, but we can work on returning you if that’s what you want.” I paused a moment, looking over to Aubrette to ask her about the plan, when the blonde on the couch interrupted me.

“Master, I literally cannot disobey an order from you, and the Fairy has sworn her eternal service to you. You can deny it if you want, but you have two women who are fuck slaves. We’re happy with that. Aubrette is never going to ask you to release her, even if she were welcomed back to Faerie, you’re letting her inner slut out in a way they never did and it makes her cunt go all gooey. I’m never going to ask to go back to the hells, because the Sin up here is the most delicious thing I’ve ever tasted, and if I go back, I’ll never convince you to pound my ass into the mattress while I’m face-first in Aubrette’s cunt.”

I knew she added that last part just to get a rise out of me, but my treacherous imagination immediately started picturing it, robbing me of my ability to respond. Eventually, after a few moments of silence where Cindy stared me down and my Fae Vassal blushed at me, I managed to clear my throat and speak. “Yes, well… Aubrette, I don’t have any problem with taking you two lovelies out to dinner, especially since you took the time to dress up nicely for me. Is the plan my foul-mouthed demon put forth something you would enjoy?”

The redhead bobbed into another curtsey, the action seeming like a reflexive reaction to being addressed by her liege more than a conscious choice. “Yes, my Lord. Your vassal would like it very much if you were to allow her and your bound servant to accompany you to a dinner, and then…” She looked to Cindy for a moment, and I caught the blonde nodding out of the corner of her eye. “And then fill up her needy… her needy cunt. With your seed. Your cum.”

Well that was clearly coached. Also hot. Still, I glared at Cindy for a moment before looking back to Aubrette. “My lady vassal, I would be honored. Gimme a couple minutes to change into something nicer so I don’t look like as much of a schmuck when I walk into a restaurant with the two hottest women in town.”

That got me a blush and a smile from the redhead, and a cheer from Cindy.

An hour later I walked into an upscale fondue restaurant with a beautiful woman on each arm. Admittedly, it was a chain place, and not exactly Michelin Star rated, but I had gotten a reservation on no notice.

The experience was lovely and surreal. The booths weren’t private enough for Cindy to get away with any obvious shenanigans – much to her disappointment – but they allowed for private conversation, so the three of us were able to speak freely. As such, the next couple hours were spent with us swapping stories, aspirations, hopes, and dreams. For all that my dates were a literal Fairy and a Demon, both from other realms, it was surprisingly down to earth. Except when Cindy started talking about her plans to eventually crush one of the demon princes and institute her own rule over one of the realms of the hells. That got a weird look from one of the waiters as he topped off our drinks.

I learned that Aubrette had always dreamed of having a horse, but while she got to ride as a Noble Sidhe, her position didn’t allow her the freedom of her own steed.

I learned that Cindy couldn’t actually get drunk. Her body just broke down alcohol the same way it did anything else that went into her stomach.

I got to tell the girls about my first girlfriend, the first person outside of my family I’d been able to talk to about my Gift. Her family had moved away midway through High School, and we’d lost touch a couple years back, but she was still the source of many pleasant memories.

I left the restaurant almost two hundred dollars poorer, but smiling from ear to ear. And with Cindy leaning up to speak into my ear. “Neither of us are wearing panties. You can bend her over as soon as we get home if you want. Or you can warm yourself up inside me before you take her.”

I was almost certain the hostess at the front of the restaurant heard her. I didn’t care.

We arrived home at the apartment in record time, despite Cindy’s best efforts. The little minx had put Aubrette in the passenger’s seat, while she had taken the back middle one. She had then bunched her skirts up about her waist and played with her hairless pussy the entire drive back. It was fully dark out, so I didn’t think anyone in any other cars saw her, but the flashes of pale skin and pink pussy I caught in the rear view mirror were… distracting. Aubrette must have known something was going on, because while she never looked back over her shoulder, she blushed the entire duration of the drive.

The three of us made it as far as the door to my apartment, but I was still trying to grab the keys from my pocket when Cindy insinuated her body around mine, all but crawling up me to kiss me. Then she snatched the keys from my hand and spun me around to face Aubrette, displaying her surprising strength as she did so. She shoved me lightly and I stumbled into the redhead, my hands rising up to embrace her as I let my tongue dive past her lips to taste strawberries and honey. My eyes drifted shut as we kissed, and I was vaguely aware of the sound of the key in the lock. I felt Aubrette stiffen suddenly, and opened my eyes to see her crystal blue ones staring back at me. Breaking the kiss to ask her what had startled her, I instead felt Cindy sliding two fingers past my lips. They were wet with sweet nectar. Without even a hint of the Sin Demon’s spicy flavor. I blinked in surprise, only to be met with a cheeky grin from the little imp.

She slid her fingers from my mouth and then fled through the door. I kissed Aubrette quickly before moving us both inside. Cindy had already stripped off her shirt and was sashaying her way towards the Sidhe’s bedroom, her skirt swishing as she wiggled her hips. I took my gorgeous vassal’s hand and lead her with me, following the temptation of Sin. Once in the bedroom, I took charge, pointing at the heavy chair by the window and ordering my demon. “You, sit there. No words. Touch yourself or something, you get to be the one watching this time.” The slender blonde smoothly moved to comply, showing no hint of disappointment at having been dismissed from the proceedings.

Not that the thought of enjoying both women at the same time wasn’t an appealing one, but this was the first time I was going to be having actual penetrative sex with Aubrette. I’m not the kind of guy who dismisses anything outside of p-in-v as ‘not real’ or anything like that. As far as I was concerned, Aubrette and I had sex already when Cindy jerked me off onto the redhead’s tits. Still, this felt like enough of a special occasion that I wanted to keep it focused on the Sidhe. My Sin Demon had something of a way of making sure any Sins committed around her revolved around her, so she was banished to the corner.

I took Aubrette into my arms and kissed her deeply for several minutes, letting my arms stroke up and down her back and feeling the whole world spin around us. When I finally let my lips part from hers, she was panting, and the look on her face was one of longing. I reached out and gently guided her arms up above her head, before carefully tugging her shirt up over her head. Watching her breasts bounce and jiggle as they dropped free of the lacey garment was hypnotic, and I couldn’t help myself. I lowered my head, wrapping my lips around one of her erect nipples and suckling at it, letting my tongue swirl and flick at it inside of my mouth. The Sidhe’s shirt was still up about her arms, and she kept them obediently raised, letting me have my way with her chest. I switched back and forth between her tits, licking, sucking, and gently biting at them, occasionally nuzzling my head into her cleavage, before eventually forcing myself to move on, finally pulling the shirt free completely and looking at my vassal’s face.

Crystal blue eyes looked back, pleading. The Fae woman kept her arms raised, and I reached out to guide them down and onto my shoulders, before pulling her in to kiss her once more. She pressed herself against me, molding her lush body to mine. I let my hands slip down to her hips, beginning to work her skirt free of them without taking my lips away from hers. Eventually, the garment dropped to the floor at her feet, and my hands caressed up and down her naked hips. The curvaceous redhead wasn’t wearing panties, and according to Cindy hadn’t been the entire night.

I glanced over to Cindy on the chair, who was seated with her legs spread wide and her skirt up, showing off the two fingers she was slowly working into her cunt. Her other hand was on her bare chest, grabbing and squeezing at one of her tiny tits, rolling the nipple between her fingers. She very deliberately wiggled her eyebrows at me, then turned her eyes back on the Fae woman.

I returned my attention to Aubrette as well, guiding her hands to my shirt. She took the clue and helped pull it off of me, dropping it beside her skirt as I unzipped my pants and kicked off my shoes. Quickly enough, I was as naked as my curvy Sidhe, and I again wrapped my arms around her. This time, as my lips met hers, my newly freed erection pressed into her thighs, and I felt moisture as she slowly rocked her hips, sliding the outer lips of her soaking wet pussy along my shaft.

That was all the encouragement I needed. I broke the kiss and guided Aubrette onto her own bed. She crawled back, never taking her eyes off of me, eventually pulling her knees up to reveal her red furred pussy to me in all its glory. I reveled in the sight and crawled after her, noting as I did that while her blush had returned, flushing her upper torso crimson, the Fae woman made no attempt to conceal a single part of herself from her Lord’s gaze.

I paused as I crawled over the sexpot, the scent of her pussy capturing me, and I couldn’t help but lower my lips to it. My tongue dragged along her slit, pushing her lips apart, and I was met with a gush of sweet nectar. The same sweet nectar I had tasted earlier on Cindy’s fingers. At least now I knew why Aubrette had suddenly gone rigid while I was kissing her. I spent a few moments licking and kissing at her pussy, making a note to my future self to put both women side by side so I could perform some taste testing.

The Sidhe’s lips parted in a wordless moan as I tongued her pussy, and that was all the encouragement I needed to help myself to her delicious flavor. Dessert at the restaurant had nothing on the taste of my women, and my tongue pushed deeper and deeper inside of her in search of more of the honeyed flavor. I could feel her hips quivering as I explored her, occasionally bucking slightly to press her against my face as I enjoyed my unplanned detour.

Eventually the cries Aubrette let out took on a plaintive tone, and I took that as my cue to finish my journey. I crawled up, pausing only briefly to nuzzle at her breasts – leaving them coated in her own juices as they rubbed off of my now soaking wet face – before arriving face to face with her. I thought back to her questionnaire, having difficulty focusing at the moment but remembering a couple key points that seemed especially relevant. I locked eyes with her, kissed her quickly, and then ordered with as much authority as I could manage, “Vassal, take your Lord’s cock in your hand, and put it against your needy cunt. Guide me into your depths as I take you and make you my concubine forever.”

Her hand instantly slid between our bodies, fingers wrapping around my shaft and guiding the head of my incredibly stiff cock to nestle at her entrance. I could feel her trembling beneath me, but the look on her face was one of undisguised longing. Again, I kept my tone as firm as I was able as I added, “When I take you, you will belong to me. You will serve me not just as my vassal, but also concubine, my mistress, and my bedwarmer. Do you understand, and agree?”

The Sidhe redhead practically shook her head off nodding the instant I asked. When I didn’t move, and instead just stared down at her, she stilled, then realized what I wanted. Her voice tiny and quiet, but with my face inches from hers, I could clearly make out her, “Yes, my Lord.”

I slid my hips forward, letting her guide me into the folds of her pussy. Her cunt was soaking wet, offering no resistance to my passage as I slowly and inexorably claimed her. Her fingers slipped from around me, letting me continue to push until my hips met hers, my cock buried in her to the very hilt. I moved my face to the side, whispering into her ear. “You belong to me now.”

She came, her cunt pulsing and spasming around me rapidly in response to my words. I started to pump my hips back and forth, loving the feel of her luxurious sex. Fucking Cindy was always, as fun as it was, just a little bit of a struggle at first, because as tight as she was, it always took some time for her to adjust to my girth and let me more freely. Aubrette’s pussy welcomed me home like a 1950s housewife, taking my coat and begging me to put my feet up while it got me dinner.

Her channel rippled and squeezed along my length, and I slid in and out of her easily. She was so soaked I knew without checking she was leaving a wet spot on the bed, and her head pushed back into the mattress as she let out melodious moans of pleasure.

For several minutes, I kept my pace even and steady, just reveling in the feel of my Sidhe woman’s cunt, but eventually I needed more. I shifted up on the bed, moving up to my knees and pushing Aubrette’s legs apart. She complied instantly, letting me position her freely as I pushed her knees back and up, putting myself in a position to simply start pounding away. The moment I pulled back and thrust into her hard, I felt her cunt spasm again, another orgasm rippling through her when my hips met hers.

Strident moans that were almost musical spilled from Aubrette’s parted lips with pauses only to inhale, and the way her large breasts rocked and jiggled on her chest in response to my thrusts was fascinating and delightful. Her hands clutched at the covers desperately, which gave me a wicked and delicious thought. I barked out a sharp order, finding this one came very naturally. “Grab your tits. Play with your nipples for your Lord.”

Instantly, the Sidhe’s hands released the covers and all but flew to her breasts, grabbing and squeezing them lewdly, the flesh bulging out from between her fingers as they sought out her nipples and squeezed. Hard. Far harder than I likely would have thought to, I saw the tips of her breasts go white with the pressure before she released them and did it again.

I grabbed her knees and pushed them back, using them to force her hips up so I could slam my cock home into her again and again. As I did so, I heard a new voice adding itself to Aubrette’s moan, a throaty sound from the corner of the room. Despite my intention to focus on the woman I was actively inside, I found myself looking up to see Cindy frantically fingering herself, her lithe body writhing nonstop in the chair as she masturbated to the sight of me claiming my vassal’s lush body.

Another spasm passed through Aubrette’s cunt, and I buried myself inside it, then pulled out almost entirely. Looking at where our bodies joined, I could see her pussy flexing rhythmically around the head of my cock, visibly squeezing to try to pull me in.

I obliged. Slamming myself home rapidly, I knew I was close to my limit. I released Aubrette’s legs and felt them slide around me, wrapping about my waist. I pumped my hips hard and fast, letting my head fall down to press against the Sidhe’s breasts as I finally yelled out, “Fuck, yes, take it all!” My hips met hers and I ground forward, balls pulsing as spurt after spurt of my cum coated the inside of Aubrette's cunt. She moaned out again, all but singing her pleasure as she felt me filling her, just as she had asked for earlier in the evening, her voice joined by a deep moan from the far wall.

I’m not sure how long I remained buried to the hilt inside my first Fae pussy. Conscious thought fully fled my mind as I lost myself in the feel of claiming and taking Aubrette. When I began to rouse, it was because I felt my vassal still obediently squeezing her breasts, the large mounds rubbing against my head and face where I had fallen atop her.

I lifted my head to look up at Aubrette, who was gasping for breath, and whispered quietly, “You can stop, little Fairy.” I wasn’t sure entirely where that came from, but I felt her cunt lurch around me when I said it, so I figured it didn’t exactly miss the mark. Her hands relaxed, and she and I both spent some time catching our breath, me resting against her chest, until I heard a wordless whine come from across the room. I glanced over to see Cindy, skirt still up over her waist, squirming on the chair. When she saw me looking, she immediately pointed to her mouth, opening it wide.

It took my addled mind a second or two to realize what she wanted. “You may use words again, Cindy.”

She immediately begged, “Master, please may I get up out of this seat. Please may your little horny fuckdoll find out how her new sister slave’s pussy tastes when she licks it off of your cock? Pleeeassse?”

It was my turn to twitch inside of Aubrette. I nodded, slowly withdrawing from the redhead – which was met with a wordless whine – and flopped onto my back. In a flash, I felt lips wrap themselves around the sensitive head of my dick, and I hissed in a mixture of pleasure and overstimulation. Cindy took that cue and slowly, delicately, used just her tongue to bathe my dick, licking it clean over the course of several minutes. In that time, Aubrette eventually pushed herself up enough to look down and watch, one of her hands creeping towards her pussy. As my Sin Demon licked at my cock, I watched the Fae woman’s fingers find her channel, where some of my cum had started to leak out. Without taking her eyes off of the pink tongue making quick light sweeps along the shaft of my dick, Aubrette started rubbing and smearing my leaking cum into and over her pussy.

Eventually the little blonde demon between my legs apparently decided my dick was clean enough, but also that she wasn’t sated. She raised her head, looked around, and then practically lunged at Aubrette. Nuzzling the redhead’s hands aside, Cindy buried her face in the Sidhe woman’s pussy. Her tongue swirled around, seeking out first the cum that my vassal had been rubbing into her pussy, then plunged deeper, trying to extract everything I just finished putting in there.

I watched in shock – I knew from both her questionnaire and from the stories she had told me that most of the denizens of Faerie didn’t really do binary sexuality the way lots of mortals did. Some of them had dicks and some of them had pussies, but most of them didn’t differentiate between them when evaluating sexual partners. I also knew that Cindy was DTF. Period. She had, on more than one occasion, promised that as soon as I gave her the chance, she’d, and I quote, ‘tongue-fuck a bitch’s cunt to get it ready to take your big dick.’ I had also kind’ve figured that the two would wind up sexually involved with each other. I just thought that maybe we’d talk about it first, or… or something.

I kind’ve lost track of my train of thought as I watched the Sin Demon go to work. I was reminded again that Cindy didn’t actually need to breathe, beyond what she needed to use to talk, because I was pretty certain she was nose deep in the auburn haired pussy, going in search of every drop of my cum she could find. Aubrette, for her part… didn’t seem to mind. Her back arched, and her hands slid down to settle on either side of the blonde head between her thighs, but far from pushing her away, it looked like she was trying to hold her in place.

My newly minted concubine wasn’t much for words during sex, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t vocal. Her musical moans again filled the room, wordlessly praising Cindy’s clearly expert pussy licking.

I realized after watching for a couple minutes that not only was I still rock hard despite my orgasm, but I was ready to go. Turning my gaze down, I also realized that even while ensconced firmly between Aubrette’s thighs, Cindy had her ass in the air, wiggling back and forth every time the redhead she was eating out bucked her hips. I had a standing invitation, so I sat myself up and repositioned behind the blonde. My hands found her hips, holding them still while I lined myself up, before I thrust forward again, finding myself within a different woman’s pussy about five or ten minutes after I came inside the last one.

The blonde’s cunt was sopping wet, but it still took effort – and more than a few heavy thrusts – to get her to open enough to take my full length. Each time I slammed my hips into hers, it rocked her face forward, rubbing it into Aubrette’s pussy. Judging from the moans that elicited, the redhead didn’t mind. She had given up on grabbing Cindy’s head, since I was doing a more than adequate job of rubbing the Sin Demon’s face into her cunt, and had instead brought her hands up to her chest, to grasp and squeeze at her tits.

Eventually I got up to speed and the slap of my Sin Demon’s firm athletic ass against me added a counterpart to Aubrette’s wordless moans. By then, the little slut had apparently decided that she had gotten as much of my cum out of the redhead’s pussy as she could with just her tongue, and had started pumping two of her fingers in while she lapped at the other woman’s clit.

While I watched on in fascination, my cock sliding in and out of Cindy’s tight channel, the insatiable little demon brought Aubrette to yet another screaming orgasm, showing no signs of stopping. I raised one hand high and, without even thinking about it, brought it down on the Sin Demon’s ass in a sharp slap. Then I spoke, my voice a little unsteady with exertion. “Cindy, on your back. Aubrette, sit on her face so I can kiss you while I cum in her.”

The girls scrambled to obey, my little blonde beneath me shifting and slipping her legs around me smoothly, bright green eyes searching out mine and to make sure I could see the look of ecstatic lust she wore. That look was soon concealed as one of Aubrette’s thighs slid over her face, obediently shoving her dripping cunt onto my demon’s face. I leaned forward, slipping one hand behind Aubrette’s neck to pull her into a fierce kiss. Then, as my tongue slipped in to taste her strawberry and honey mouth, I resumed slamming my cock into Cindy. I could tell the Sin Demon was still fervently working her lips, because every once in a while, my concubine would moan against my mouth in response to the tongue lashing she was enjoying.

Soon enough, just as I felt my balls begin to tighten, I felt the tight walls gripping my cock begin to contract and flutter. Cindy and I raced each other to orgasm, and I’m pretty sure we both won. As I pumped her achingly tight cunt full of pulse after pulse of my cum, my mouth broke from Aubrette’s. The redhead chased after us into orgasm, her hips bucking wildly as she rubbed herself into completion against Cindy’s lips and tongue.

I half collapsed forward, Aubrette and I holding each other up as we caught our breath. Occasionally I would feel Cindy squeeze her cunt down around my cock, still buried to the hilt in her, and from the musical little yelps my Sidhe woman gave, I guessed she was receiving similar treatment.

I pulled my length free of the demon’s tight channel. While I was exhausted, I felt… strangely good. Well, it wasn’t strange that I felt good, I had just banged two incredible women in a threesome my sixteen year old self would have been ready to literally kill just to watch. But as I flopped over onto my back, letting my head rest on the pillows, I noticed that even after all that exertion, I felt strong. My dick might not be ready to go again quite yet, but it felt like my body was telling me that it could keep going, if called on. Maybe athletic sex with an insatiable fiend was the miracle workout routine I had been searching for my whole life.

I beckoned, and both Aubrette and Cindy began crawling their way up to me. The former soon nestled herself into the crook of my arm, her head resting on my shoulder as she snuggled into my right side. The latter paused to lap at my softening cock, licking and sucking it clean once again. Even those ministrations weren’t enough to revive me just yet, though, and soon afterward the diminutive demon was across from my Sidhe, resting her head on my left shoulder and pressing her lithe body against me.

I let my head drop back against the pillows again and promptly passed out.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


SEVERAL THINGS HAPPENED over the next few months.

Aubrette helped me decipher and decode several new rituals in the book I had come to think of as my spellbook. I received the reagents and tools I needed, and with her help I learned to perform a couple of them successfully. Unfortunately, more than half of the new rituals were, to my mind, useless. Glamour as a power was tightly tied to the magics of the Fae. While there were denizens of Faerie who had the ability to, for example, heal wounds or change into animals, the Sidhe specialized in charming and manipulating minds, and it was those rituals that my Fae concubine could assist with.

Don’t get me wrong – the ability to make myself look like someone else was damn cool, but it also wasn’t something I really had much call for in day to day life. Further, since that particular ritual made other people see something that wasn’t there, it turned out to be ineffective against cameras. I had Cindy record me with my cell phone the first time I managed the ritual, so I could see what I looked like, only to be disappointed when I discovered that as far as the camera was concerned, nothing changed.

Worse still, several of the other rituals left a bad taste in my mouth just learning about them. I had enough of a moral conundrum around having Cindy and Aubrette tied to me. Some of the rituals my tall fairy was able to decipher revolved around compelling people in one way or another – either by temporarily wrapping Glamour around myself so that I became so fascinating that people would obey me, or by lacing another’s thoughts with Glamour such that they were compelled to behave a certain way. I had already decided, months back when I first met my Sin Demon, that I wasn’t the kind of person who would force that kind of thing on anyone.

Still, with Aubrette’s help I was able to master a couple of rituals that were both ethically sound and practically useful. Specifically, I had added two services to my repertoire of offerings for sale: Motivation, and Sleep. The former was vaguely adjacent to the compulsions I avoided, but instead of forcing people to do any specific thing, it made it easier for them to do whatever they set out to. Kind’ve like a magical Adderall. The latter made me laugh when I realized what I could do, and it did not take long before I had a couple repeat customers in my contact list – chronic insomniacs who were willing to pay for a solid night’s sleep.

A couple weeks after Aubrette joined my household, I finally introduced her to Sara. The apartment complex rules about long term guests existed, but I knew the pretty Hispanic landlady never made it a point to enforce them, so I wasn’t worried about her knowing that I had the two women living with me. A bigger concern was that she would figure out that neither woman was actually human. I solved that hurdle in a particularly ingenious way: I told her.

I don’t know if Sara fully believed me when I informed her that my new roommates were a demon and a fairy, but I was actually consistently paying rent on time, so she didn’t make an issue of it. More importantly, I talked her into taking Cindy and Aubrette out shopping somewhere other than the mall. Maybe the outfits my fae concubine came home with weren’t quite as trendy as her initial few, but thanks to Sara I didn’t go broke trying to let her build up a small wardrobe.

I’m not entirely sure what the three women talked about while off on their shopping trips, but I did notice my short landlady – barely taller than Cindy – near my apartment more often after that. I was mildly concerned she thought I was sex trafficking the girls, or abusing them somehow, or something, but she never did more than eye me speculatively, so I didn’t press the issue.

Aubrette officially started her cleaning service. We printed out some flyers and dropped them around the apartment building common areas – with Sara’s blessing – and she got some customers. Not many at first, but word spread and her business picked up. It didn’t offer a ton of additional income, but since her business expenses were basically null thanks to her unique power, it meant money started to pile up in my bank account.

I got an accountant. She was a grizzled old battleaxe of a woman who brooked no nonsense, took no shit, and had a rasp in her voice reflecting a pack-a-day habit she had never broken. I absolutely loved her – the first meeting I had with her, she pounced on any evasions I tried to make about where any of my money came from and where it went, refusing to drop the topic until she had shaken the full truth from me. And then she proceeded to swivel one of her surprisingly new computer monitors around so I could follow along as she helped me structure my finances.

I have absolutely no idea if Trudy – Ms. Gertrude Miller – actually believed in what I was doing at all. She certainly never asked for my services. Instead, she helped me set up a business bank account and file my taxes, without making me want to tear my hair out. Aubrette told me that I should hire her as my seneschal when I founded my House. I told her that I didn’t think Trudy would accept, but that I would keep her in mind.

I learned more about magic. Not just deciphering rituals from the book, but between Aubrette and Cindy I started to learn a little about how magic worked. Not much, admittedly; both women were enthusiastic, but the direct connection they had to their inherent magics wasn’t a good analog to how I interacted with magic other than my Gift.

What I did figure out was that infernal magic tended to revolve around the idea of sacrifice. Usually sacrificing in one area to make something happen in another area, but also sometimes literal sacrifice. Fortunately that didn’t always mean chickens and altars and entrails (or worse), but most infernal rituals held some component of giving up something – such as the diamond dust used to summon Cindy – to get something else. Like, again, Cindy. Fortunately, whatever cosmic scales once balanced those had the forces of capitalism and the internet leaning heavily on one end. I guess the infernal stock exchange, or whatever, hadn’t been updated in the last millennium because many of the things that were exchanged to fuel rituals were dirt cheap now.

Glamour, in turn, leveraged the mind’s ability to make up stories. Or perhaps the universe’s ability to make up stories. Most of the things Glamour could do either twisted how people perceived the world, or – as in Aubrette’s Noble Talent – basically asked the universe ‘What if?’. That, unfortunately, was not any cheaper or easier now than it was when my spellbook was written. It wasn’t necessarily harder now either though. People today were just as likely to want to imagine a different world than people were a thousand years ago.

I picked up several new customers, to the point that my calendar filled up. It turned out that Cindy – once directly ordered – was a perfectly able secretary and receptionist. True to the promise she made within days of being summoned, she was perfectly happy and compliant fulfilling my orders on the mortal realm, even if those orders were as mundane as answering the phone and using a calendar app.

New customers lead to a phenomenon I had literally never experienced in my life: Disposable income. Not a ton of it, but enough that I didn’t feel bad about minor things like giving the ladies a clothing budget, or going to the doctor. The former of those resulted in, among other things, waking up to Cindy and Aubrette kneeling side by side next to the bed one morning, wearing identical revealing french maid costumes, the latter having been coaxed into purchasing one to match the costume my Sin Demon had worn the morning I would first meet Aubrette. The redhead was flushed with embarrassment from the moment I woke up to find the two of them awaiting ‘the young master’s orders’. She was also soaked, and I enjoyed every single moment of watching the two of them putter around my apartment uselessly dusting already clean surfaces with a feather duster, flashing tits and asses and sopping wet pussies.

The doctor's visit – something I had put off probably far too long – forced me to confront something I had suspected for a while but hadn’t wanted to admit. I was taller. Not enormously so, but I was now at least eye to eye with Aubrette.

Cindy theorized that it had to do with the Oath my Sidhe vassal had sworn to me, and the magic – specifically Glamour – that was flowing through my body as a result. Aubrette admitted that she hadn’t ever heard of a Noble Sidhe swearing fealty to a mortal before, so she couldn’t tell me that it was impossible. She had been stripped of her title when she was exiled from Faerie, but the mantle of power that went with it had remained. When she had first inherited that mantle centuries before, she had grown from being slightly short for a High Sidhe to her current height.

That night, my Sin Demon – kneeling between my legs while I played video games on the couch – nuzzled her cheek against my cock and told me that it had also gotten bigger. I wasn’t actually sure that I believed her, but watching the way it forced her throat to bulge when she swallowed it a few minutes later, I decided I didn’t care.

Some discreet inquiries through some of my earliest customers put me on the track of someone who could – supposedly – fabricate identities for the ladies. It was likely going to be expensive, assuming I could even convince the guy to do business with me, but I got that ball rolling as soon as I was able. The very last thing I wanted to happen was that either Cindy or Aubrette was discovered as an ‘illegal alien’ and detained away from me. Both cases would lead to disaster – either for Aubrette, or for everyone around Cindy – so I figured basically any price I could afford to pay was worth it to make that never happen.

That would likely take a while to pan out, so I tried hard to keep the girls low profile in the meantime.

I also had an incredible amount of sex.

Aubrette proved to be less insatiable than Cindy, if only because she was perfectly happy to be an observer. The three of us slept in the redhead’s larger bed most nights, but much of the time it was my Sin Demon taking my cock in the bed, while the incorrigible voyeur fingered herself insensible on the chair. That’s not to say I neglected my concubine, nor that she was anything less than enthusiastic when called, but the Sidhe woman loved watching other people fuck. All the better if she was then called out on her behavior and embarrassed. Something about being shamed got the woman’s motor running in a heartbeat.

I had endless fun with that. Cindy’s claim that the Sidhe was incapable of change proved out over the short term. Every time I ordered my redheaded concubine to pull her tits out, she flushed crimson. Any time we were in public and I ordered her to find a restroom then come back and hand me her panties had her both blushing and dripping down her thighs. Every time I took advantage of my Sin Demon’s standing offer to fill one of her holes, Aubrette found a way to watch.

They weren’t shy about contact with each other either. More than once I came home to discover Aubrette dutifully licking Cindy’s bald pussy, or the Sin Demon suckling at the redheads big tits and working her fingers between the other woman’s thighs. Or her own. Or both. I wasn’t sure how much of that was because Cindy knew it would lead to a spike of Lust from me – and usually one or both of them being pumped full of my cum – and how much of it was because the women were naturally sexual, but I wasn’t going to complain either way. When I asked my little blonde, she gave me a sweet smile and informed me, “Master, Fae Sin may not be as… filling… as your mortal Sin. Or your cock. But your big-tittied Sidhe slut’s Lust is absolutely delicious.”

I had to agree.

Aubrette’s only response when I asked her the same question was to flush from the waist up and leave a wet spot on the bed.



The first Halloween I shared with Cindy and Aubrette was promising to be a good one.

Cindy had begged and begged, on her knees, for the three of us to dress up and have a night on the town. I probably would have agreed if she had just asked, but the little blonde demon has taken no chances and recruited my Sidhe concubine for her efforts. Listening to my Sin Demon beg me for permission to dress up ‘your two pretty sluts’ in costume so ‘everyone else can see what a stud my owner is’ was persuasive. Adding ‘and maybe finding some new pussy to stuff’ was a nice touch. Having her do that while she knelt behind Aubrette and used the redhead’s lubed up tits to jerk me off until I coated them with my cum was probably overkill, but I wasn’t complaining.

The evening of October 31st had me dressed up in jeans, a button-down black shirt decorated with silver fringe, and a big black ten gallon hat. I had been waiting for the ladies to emerge from Aubrette’s bedroom for about half an hour, idly playing on my phone the whole time. They hadn’t yet revealed their costumes to me, having purchased them on a shopping trip with Sara a couple days prior, and the anticipation was killing me.

After what felt like an eternity, the door opened, and Aubrette stumbled out. She caught herself after only a few steps, but it was pretty obvious that the Sin Demon had pushed her physically through the doorway to make her go first.

My Sidhe concubine was dressed as a sexy fairy.
The outfit probably didn’t violate any decency laws, but it was still likely to stop traffic. It consisted of a shiny blue metallic bra that barely contained her full breasts, the flesh threatening to spill out if she leaned too far over, a set of what I could only call high waisted panties, and some silk draped between them. Behind her poked out little iridescent fabric wings. Only a fraction of Aubrette’s skin was covered, and I wondered idly if she was going to keep blushing like that the entire night.

Having seen the Fae woman’s costume, I fully expected Cindy to match it with some kind of sexy devil. When the door opened again a few seconds later, though, that was not what greeted me. Instead, the Sin Demon literally skipped out of the bedroom wearing a white blouse tied up around her midsection and a purple and white plaid skirt that barely stretched past her upper thighs. She flounced up in front of me, kicking one foot up behind her when she arrived, and reached up to pull a large red lollipop past her shiny purple lips. Putting on a surprisingly convincing innocent expression, she fixed her green eyes up at me and said, “Mister, we’re just a couple of innocent girls, I hope you can protect us tonight. It makes my special place feel all… tingly… knowing that everyone is going to see that we both belong to you.”

As she finished, she plopped the lollipop back in her mouth and reached her hands down, lifting the skirt a short distance to reveal the innocent white panties she was wearing underneath.

Having been living with Cindy for more than six months, I was used to this sort of behavior from her – but that didn’t mean she was any less sexy. I pulled her into a kiss, tasting a cinnamon heat from whatever lip gloss she used to make her naturally purple lips glossy. Then I stepped back to evaluate – and appreciate – both women. Neither of their costumes was any more revealing than what you would see at a beach, but the women wearing them were so attractive that they felt somehow more lewd than any bikini I had ever seen.

We weren’t actually planning on leaving the house just then – it was still too early for a good trip to the club to begin, and drinks at clubs were expensive. As such, Aubrette and I did some pregaming, thanks to her ability to conjure objects. The three of us lounged around my apartment’s living room in costume playing an old racing game that had a mode based around crashing your car as extravagantly as possible. Go figure, Cindy was incredible at the game mode – though oddly, not at the actual racing part of the game – and we whiled away some time passing the controller around and taking turns.

The three of us passed around a bottle of dark honey colored mead – even Cindy taking pulls from it just to engage in the Gluttony of partaking in drink – laughing and jeering at each others’ success and failures in the game over the next hour or so, just relaxing and enjoying ourselves before the big night out. At some point, my concubine pointed at the boots I had picked up to go to my costume, informed me that they were missing something, and handed over a pair of spurs she pulled from the ether. I shook my head, laughing that I didn’t need them, but she insisted, so I eventually slipped the leather strap of the spurs over my boots, holding up my feet for her approval.

My bound Sin Demon couldn’t actually get drunk, since she processed foods and such differently from mortals, so she was our designated driver. Some of our time recently had been spent getting her the practice she needed to operate a car. She was maybe a little more aggressive of a driver than I would have preferred, but her reflexes were literally superhuman. Also, it was kinda hilarious to hear the profanity she could spout any time someone else cut her off in traffic. I had ordered her not to do anything to deliberately trigger road rage in other people on the road, because while it was apparently an easy source of Wrath, I was also strongly opposed to having some asshole rear-end us or shoot at us because my little blonde demon brake checked him.

Aubrette absolutely could get drunk but thanks to her High Sidhe biology, she tended to have higher highs and lesser lows. While drinking, she flew in high spirits, the blushing and reserved nature she so often displayed slipping away after the first couple drinks. The morning after, she suffered from ‘hangovers’ which were completely unfair to humanity, mild and brief things that usually went away after a glass of water and some aspirin.

As a result, by the time the three of us had parked and made our way the couple of blocks to the club entrance, I was lightly sauced from the mead we had been drinking, Aubrette was soaring high and demanding to be let in to start dancing, and Cindy was pulling the two of us behind her like loosely tethered balloons.

The line to get into the club stretched around the corner of the building, but the little blonde Sin Demon marched confidently up to the front of the line. I didn’t actually catch what she said to the bouncer, but after he looked over the three of us, he waved us in. Both girls immediately wrapped their arms around one of mine, and I strutted into the booming music and heavy air of the club with the eyes of the entire line on me.

The club itself was packed – though not quite as densely as I expected. The music was loud enough to feel like a physical presence, and the smell of both cigarettes and weed hung in the air. We passed through a short hallway, Cindy shoving her way through the crowd with Aubrette and me in tow, eventually bursting out into the main room. The dance floor of the club was packed full of bodies, nearly all of them in costume. Sexy nuns ground against shirtless Supermen, Playboy bunnies in little black teddies and tights wiggled fluffy cotton tails at young men in togas, while a clearly off the rack Pharaoh pumped his fist and cheered. Multicolored spotlights spun and whirled through the dance floor while an honest-to-god disco ball spun and sparkled overhead.

The music was so loud that speech was nearly impossible, drowned out by the thumping electronic pop song that filled my chest with every bass thud, so I missed whatever it was that Aubrette tried to yell out at me. It also didn’t matter, because her intent was clear: She was going to dance. I let myself be dragged along onto the dance floor behind two of the hottest women present.

I don’t think of myself as much of a dancer – or even much of a club goer – but something about being there with my Sidhe and my demon made the whole thing more appealing, more natural. I danced with Cindy and Aubrette freely, occasionally taking a turn with any pretty woman nearby who seemed interested. That was actually more common than I expected. I was in better shape now than I had ever been in my life, and apparently a tall, fit cowboy was actually an appealing dance partner. Two sexy nurses, two sexy cops, one girl with cat ears, and fully three different Harley Quinns – as well as a few more I didn’t recognize well enough to identify – bumped and gyrated their way around me.

The two women who came in with me were, obviously, popular dance choices, and more than a few people of both sexes took their turn dancing around or with them. Some part of me had worried that I would be jealous of the attention, but I just… wasn’t. For one thing, I was hard for me to feel righteously jealous that a dude dressed as a ‘sexy delivery man’ was doing his best to impress Cindy when a blonde co-ed in multicolored shorts and a ‘Daddy’s lil Monster’ t-shirt was wiggling a not unimpressive ass at me. For another, well… I knew who they were coming home with. Even through the haze of music, dancing, and alcohol I could actually feel Cindy and Aubrette through the bonds we shared, and I knew that at the end of the night they were both mine.

Eventually, breathing hard and sweating, I made my way over to the bar to grab a drink and take a break. The ladies moved along the dance floor to remain close, but didn’t actually join me at the bar, so I found a pillar and leaned against it while I waited for the bartender to actually pay attention to me.

Moving had placed the ladies into a new section of the crowd – one which apparently hadn’t noticed them previously, because they rapidly became the center of attention to a fresh audience. Perhaps because I wasn’t participating, and was instead just watching, Cindy started pulling girls towards herself and Aubrette. Very rapidly, the demon and the Sidhe were at the center of a mass of about a dozen women in costume, all dancing together, while a small ring opened up around them to watch. It was an incredible spectacle, and I grinned as I watched Cindy – the tiny thing all but disappearing in the press of bodies – as she gyrated and spun. She had managed to find two other ‘sexy schoolgirls’ and as I watched, she carefully steered the three of them to face away from me, then flipped up both of their skirts at me while the one to her right did the honors on her own. Two pairs of white panties caught a beam of light from above, while the girl to the right – the one holding up Cindy’s skirt – revealed a toned and bronzed ass covered only by a skimpy thong.

Aubrette was… honestly not actually a great dancer in this context. The Sidhe was normally incredibly graceful, but her experience with dancing tended towards the more formal ballroom setting than the impromptu motion of a mortal dance club. She didn’t care, though, and that made the curvy redhead all the more appealing, as she wantonly moved herself with an abandon only possible through booze. As I watched her, a tall woman dressed like Morticia Addams – all pale skin and sweeping curves in a skin-tight long black dress – marched up to the Sidhe holding shot glasses. The two of them both tossed the drinks back, then began swaying and dancing together. The new woman wasn’t quite as tall as Aubrette, but had enough height that the two of them stood out in the crowd. She began to nuzzle my Sidhe’s neck as they ground together, and – unbidden – Cindy’s comment about finding someone to bring home with us popped into my head.

I heard a voice shouting to be heard over the crowd and spun my head, looking towards the bar to see if the bartender was finally ready to get me a drink, only to see the man at the far end of the bar. Confused, I looked around again, but only managed to find the source of the sound when I heard it again. Looking down when I heard it, my eyes got lost in a sudden sea of cleavage that seemed to stretch for miles. I blinked, refocusing on the face attached to it, only to be greeted by a pair of coyly smiling black lips.

The woman standing next to me was dressed in a black bustier, sporting poofy frilly skirts that I realized were actually close enough to press against my jeans. She was a few inches taller than Cindy – maybe five foot five – and had to be twenty percent tits by volume. Ok, that might be an exaggeration, but staring down into the shelf of boobs held up by the bustier, it was easy to get lost in the dark valley between her breasts. A plain silver chain draped around her neck dipped down, becoming lost in the depths below. She was incredibly pale skinned – though whether that was makeup or natural, I could not possibly have guessed – but wore thick black lipstick, eyeliner, and mascara. Her hair was pitch black and glossy, long and straight and held back by a hair band, and in the flashing lights of the club her eyes seemed to glow with golden color. As I took her in, her lips parted and she shouted up again, so I leaned down to bring my ear closer to her mouth. Eventually – on what must have been the fourth try – I was able to pick up what she was saying over the music.

“They look like fun!”

I stood up again, nodding at her in emphatic agreement. She motioned for me to bend down again, so I did. “So do you!”

For all that she was costumed up like a goth princess, the woman’s voice was surprisingly bubbly, even as she had to scream to be heard, and she had a trace of an accent I couldn’t quite place. I grinned down at her, and winked, then bent again at another motion. “Sounds great, let's dance!”

And with that, I left the bar, never having gotten a fresh drink. The goth woman grabbed my hand and lead me back to the dance floor, somehow navigating through the crowd easily while I had to stumble and shove my way through. When I arrived, Cindy had found a few new dance partners – her other sexy schoolgirls having dispersed through the crowd – but Aubrette was backed up to the tall Morticia, slinking her way up and down the slightly shorter woman. Morticia, in turn, had her hands on Aubrette’s hips and was wiggling her own gently while she let the Sidhe grind on her. When my concubine stood up, I watched the woman – a beautiful Mediterranean woman that I couldn’t place an age range on – bury her face in the redhead’s hair and breath deeply. I couldn’t exactly blame her – the Sidhe’s natural body scent was intoxicating.

The goth woman didn’t actually lead me into the knot of women Cindy had gathered, but instead stopped at the edge. We danced together for a while, but we spent about as much time watching the circle of attractive women. The goth’s dancing was teasing, but despite her extravagant figure, she actually kept it more playful than intense. She would guide my hands to her wide hips, wiggling her skirts at me, but never tried to make things more than that, just seeming to enjoy dancing for the sake of dancing. Cindy worked her way through partners, and while Aubrette and ‘Morticia’ had more than a few others join in with them, they stuck together, the black-clad woman apparently enamored of my Fae paramour.

Eventually, Cindy reached out and grabbed Aubrette’s wrist, dragging the Sidhe through the crowd – with Morticia following along hungrily behind her. She approached me, and I tapped my new goth friend on the shoulder, tilting my head towards a clear spot on the far side of the bar by the wall. As a group, the four women and I made our way over to take a break.

The music was quieter there, though the base still pulsed in my chest, so when the curvy goth I had been dancing with shouted, all of us were actually able to make out the words. “Follow me, I know a way out the back where we can get some air!” Then she grabbed my hand and lead me through a curtained door. Aubrette and Morticia followed behind, arms around each others’ waists, and Cindy brought up the rear.

The hallway beyond was dimly lit and undecorated – probably intended for staff only – but my guide showed no hesitation, stepping to near the end, then opening an unmarked door. Past that door was what looked like a break room of some kind, with an exhausted looking man seated on a beat up old couch, eyes closed as he tried to catch some kind of nap. He barely stirred as we paraded through the room through yet another door. That one brought with it a sudden snap of cold as we emerged into a dimly lit alley behind the club. The air was cold and wet – not actually raining, but filled with a light fog that left my skin prickling with the chill. Compared to what I just left it felt suddenly freezing, but the shock of the bracing air was more invigorating than unpleasant. I was shoved forward and almost stumbled into the stacked goth girl as Aubrette and her new biggest fan joined us in the alley, stumbling and laughing against each other. The tall leggy woman in the tight black dress used me to right herself, and the sensation of having a reasonably well costumed Morticia climbing me was an unexpected delight, but soon enough she had returned her attention to Aubrette, laughing while embracing her and nuzzling at her neck.

Cindy closed the door behind us, leaving me to wonder if she had just locked us out. The Sin Demon had a well pleased expression on her face, and I knew that the inside of the club was probably a feast of Sin for her, as Lust, Gluttony, Envy and Pride warred for domination within. I was about to start asking for names – and maybe try to peel Morticia off of Aubrette, when I felt a tug at my hand. I realized the goth girl who lead us here had never actually let go of my hand, and I turned my bemused expression on her. She beamed up at me, black painted lips and pale skin shining up over a vast expanse of uncovered cleavage. Then her face took on a mischievous expression and when she spoke, her bubbly voice was surprisingly loud against an alley that was deafeningly silent after the noise of the club. “C’mon, let’s move around some! It’ll do you good.” She tugged at me again, this time leading me only a few steps down the dark alley before abruptly turning and presenting her back to me.

Somewhere behind me, I heard Aubrette’s voice, slurred a little with drink, as she called out suddenly, “Horsey! Always wanted a horsey!”

The goth woman in front of me, nearly a foot shorter, yelled back over her shoulders, “C’mon, hop on cowboy!” It took me a moment to figure out exactly what she meant. Surely she couldn’t intend to give me a piggyback ride. She was tiny, and especially with my new height I wasn’t exactly lightweight. I glanced over my shoulder at Cindy, got an inscrutable smile back, and shrugged. Sure, fine, why not?

I hopped up onto the woman, letting her give me a piggyback ride. Being a gentleman – or at least, trying to be polite, I tried to support my weight with my legs, leaving my hands on her shoulders instead of anywhere more intimate. She staggered forward half a step – far less than I expected – then started moving. Her first few steps were just a little unsteady, but then she began to pick up speed. I was surprised at first as she managed to carry me more than a couple steps. Then I was shocked as she broke into a run, leaving the sound of laughter from Aubrette and another cry of “Horsey!” to drift into the still air of the night.

Then I was shocked. The unpainted bricks of the walls around us started to blur past. In the dark of the alley it was impossible to get a great sense of speed, but to my somewhat inebriated mind, it felt like we were running as fast as the wind. I tried to yell at her to stop, but the air whipped the words out of my mouth. If anything, she seemed to speed up. I blinked, suddenly dizzy as she whipped around the far corner of the alley, quickly tearing down a deserted narrow street. The world seemed to spin around me in response, and I desperately looked for somewhere to dismount.

The sound of laughter from beneath me was the first clue that something was actually wrong. The goth woman’s tone wasn’t menacing, exactly, but there was something wickedly mischievous to it. I tried to release my legs from around the curvy woman’s hips, but found that they wouldn’t obey. No matter how I tried, I couldn’t get my thighs to release her.

As she ran, the woman’s sleek black hair whipped up into the wind like a mane, occasionally brushing against my face and leaving me sputtering. My hands were fixed to her shoulders, and all I could do was hold on for dear life as she sprinted along the alleys. As we turned a sharp corner, my heart leapt into my throat. Facing us, driving down the alleyway was a car. It was so big that it looked like it barely fit between the buildings, its blinding headlights making it little more than an ominous shape in the alley. It couldn’t have been moving more than maybe twenty miles an hour, but combined with my malicious mount’s speed, it seemed like it was on us in an instant.

My heart lodged firmly in my throat, I let out a panicked scream, sure we were about to be crushed beneath the vehicle – or sent sprawling after it slammed into us – only for the woman carrying me to leap gracefully into the air, her heeled shoes clattering on the pavement in a staccato series of clicks as she landed on the other side of it. My breath exploded out of me as we landed, but I didn’t even have time to turn around and see how the vehicle reacted before she had whirled around another corner, leaving them behind.

The woman again started building up momentum, dashing towards a brick wall and bringing me another surge of panic as I remained unable to release my arms and legs from their grip on her, only to swerve at the last moment and dart down a fresh alley. I was thoroughly lost by now, uncertain if I could find my way back to the club even if I managed to get free here.

As another mirthful laugh bubbled its way out of the creature carrying me, a stray thought managed to finally work its way through the haze of terror and inebriation. Instead of trying to release my thighs from around the woman, I flexed them firmly, and brought my heels in. The spurs Aubrette had provided to me to complete the costume dug in to the woman behind me, and she abruptly stiffened. She kept moving forward, but her pace slowed just a little. That was all the encouragement I needed. I slid my hands along her skin, letting my fingers wrap around the silver chain she wore around her neck to use it for leverage. I flexed my legs again, once more applying the spurs, and found myself with a little more motion in my limbs. I still couldn’t actually let go and dismount, but I was able to shift my position, sitting up a little.

The walls of the alley continued to whip past me, but the terror started to recede as I started to feel more and more in control of myself. The chain I was holding gradually slipped back along the woman’s pale neck, eventually pulling taut. I kept the spurs gently but firmly pressed against her, gradually yanking on the chain until she stopped moving, her feet clicking to a halt on the pavement. My panting was the only sound I heard for a long moment, which made me realize that despite her mad dash, the mad woman – or whatever she was – wasn’t even winded. My legs wouldn’t quite let go, so I tugged on the necklace, using the silver chain as a sort of set of reins to turn the woman. She grumbled something that I didn’t quite catch, but when I jabbed back lightly with the spurs, she turned around to face the direction we had just come from.

I managed to gasp out between pants, “Take us… take us back. To the club.” Punctuating that with another light kick of my heels, the woman started running again. I was struck by how smooth the ride was. In the terror of bolting down blind alleys in the dark, I hadn’t realized it, but I should have been jostled up and down nonstop. Instead, the woman’s back seemed barely to shift as I clung to it, rising and falling only a couple inches as she ran. Anytime she slowed, I let my spurs jab her gently – not actually trying to hurt her, just reminding her of their presence, since they seemed to be the only thing keeping her from whatever crazy mischief she originally had planned. Each time I did she shuddered slightly but kept moving, weaving her way through the streets with easy familiarity.

I couldn’t even guess at how long her initial sprint had taken, but it took about ten minutes at a more sedate pace before the woman brought me back to the alley containing Cindy and Aubrette. ‘Morticia’ was nowhere to be seen, and under other circumstances I might have been disappointed about that. Now, though, it was something of a relief to not need to worry about what a random stranger thought about things.

The curvy woman I was still clinging on to stepped up in front of the Sidhe and demon, eventually coming to a halt. She made no attempt to run, nor did she move to dislodge me, instead just standing and shifting her weight slightly from side to side. I tentatively moved my legs, discovering eventually that I could finally relax them enough to slip off the woman’s back. I almost collapsed when I did, my legs tingling with suddenly released tension, and in doing so I nearly yanked the woman off her own feet since I hadn’t actually released the chain necklace she wore.

I found myself stumbling against the alley wall, with her falling against me, her hands pressing against my chest as she batted golden eyes up at me, the color popping out against the dark makeup she wore in the flickering light of the alley. Her expression was curiously complex, mixing trepidation and resignation with an occasional flicker of that same mischievous smile she had shown earlier. Her eyes studied my face for a few moments, before she inhaled deeply – doing fascinating things to the vast expanse of cleavage visible past her face – and let it out in a long sigh. Then she shrugged and said simply, “Well, I could’ve done worse I guess. Hi Master! Can I have your name?”

I blinked down at her. Then I looked over to Cindy and Aubrette for support. The former flashed me a wicked grin. The latter – who by now was leaning on the tiny demon for support, pointed a finger at the new woman and proudly announced to the world, “New horsey! Always wanted a horsey.”

Not getting what I needed from that pair, I tried to muster my thoughts, struggling through the fading adrenaline and alcohol to put together the questions I needed to have answered. The first one I managed to ask was simple. “What… are you?”

The goth woman tossed back her head and laughed – pulling the chain I still held taut against her neck as she did. “I’m your mount, Master. You tamed me with Faerie silver spurs, so now I belong to you to ride. Should’ve checked for that, but… I mean, what are the odds, right? But really, can I have your name? Unless…” Suddenly the woman pressed her body against mine, pinning me against the cold wet bricks of the outside of the club, her enormous breasts squashing themselves against my chest. “Unless you just want me to keep calling you ‘Master’ forever?”

I stared down, trying hard to meet her golden gaze and failing about two thirds of the time. Eventually I figured out what she wanted, some part of my research from a while ago dimly ringing alarm bells in the back of my head and causing me to somewhat awkwardly state, “You can call me Jack.” I paused for just a moment, then followed up with, “What’s your name? And really, what are you? You’re not human, I don’t think you’re Sidhe…” I indicated Aubrette with my eyes as I did so. The woman, still pressing herself against me, flicked her gaze over her shoulder and let out a long ‘Ahhhhhhhh’ of understanding.

“Should’ve known. Mom and dad always said the stupid Sidhe never let us have any fun. Figures I’d take the one man in the club for a ride who knows one of the hoity toity ones.” Golden eyes met mine for a moment, seeming to ripple and shift, the pupil stretching and becoming a line – not vertical like a cat’s, but horizontal like a horse’s. A set of jet black whiskers sprouted from her cheeks, like a cat’s. She wiggled wide hips, causing her skirts to dance in the air for a moment before suddenly shifting back – as though something had just pushed up at her skirts behind her. A tail? Her breasts actually swelled further, becoming even more exaggerated. She backed up a half a step from me, stopping when the chain I still hadn’t dropped pulled her up short. “Master – Jack – I am your humble mount, a Puca of Faerie.” She had a faint Irish accent suddenly, one that I hadn’t picked up even a hint of before she changed her form. The name came out as ‘rosh’, or maybe ‘rawsh’ in the slight brogue. “Though most of my friends call me Rose, and I hope you will as well. Ye survived the ride and tamed me with silver spurs and so by our laws, I am yours now for a year. Unless you die, then I’m free again. But until then, I’m your mount to ride when and how you like.”

She winked at that last part. I managed to finally drop the chain I had been holding, shaking my head slowly and trying to gather my wits about me. Cindy moved forward slowly, still supporting the giggling Aubrette. The Sin Demon spoke, her voice practically dripping with amusement. “Puca are creatures of a different part of Faerie than Aubrette. One of the common races, in fact – shapechangers with a mischievous but not usually harmful bent. Even had you not tamed her, I suspect Rose would not have actually harmed you.” The Puca nodded her head firmly at that.

“Aye, just a bit o’ fun. Ye seemed the sort to make for a good rider, and with the cowboy costume, I couldn’t help m’self.” The curvy goth woman seemed quite proud of that, and perhaps only slightly miffed at having her ‘fun’ spoiled. “Still, fair’s fair, I can’t claim to have expected a Master, but neither can I deny it happened. So, where to, Master Jack?”

I shook my head again, looking to Rose and asking, “Can you… change back? It’s Halloween, or…” I pulled my phone out of my pocket, grateful it hadn’t slipped free in the Puca’s mad ride, “Or at least it was until half an hour ago, so nobody should comment on your ‘costume’, but no reason to confuse people.”

What little color Rose’s face held drained from it. The woman looked like she had just seen a ghost, while I told her that her parents just died. Suddenly all mischief and mirth was gone from her tone as she asked, “It’s… not… Halloween anymore?”

I shook my head, turning my phone around so she could see the date. “Nope, it’s a little past midnight. November first.”

The curvy woman slowly dropped to one knee right in the alley, lowering her head towards me. When she spoke, she was quiet and somber. “Then I must beg your forgiveness, Master. I spoke untruthfully before, in my ignorance. Today is the Puca’s day, and a rider’s claim today is a claim for all our lives, yours and mine. I belong to ye. Forevermore.”

I stared down in shock, and the only words I was able to muster were, “It happened again.”



An hour later, I was sitting on my couch with Cindy to my right and Aubrette to my left. Seated across from us, on the heavy wooden chair I had made my Sin Demon bring in, was Rose.

Aubrette spoke first. The Sidhe was coming down from the peak of her drunkenness, but was still clearly a little tipsy as she giggled out, “My Lord, you got me a horsey. You didn’t even mean to, but you still brought me home a horsey. You’re the best Liege.”

That got a raised eyebrow from Rose. The Puca was still dressed in her full goth getup, but had resumed her initial apparently human form. She had been attractive in the inconsistent lighting of the club, but looking at her in the bright lights of my apartment, she practically oozed sex. Her breasts were absolutely enormous, each larger than her head, and pushed both up and forward thanks to the bustier she was wearing. Her flouncy skirts were pushed out to either side by the wooden chair, exposing thick pale thighs covered in fishnet stockings. Her face was round, with a pouty mouth further exaggerated by the thick glossy lipstick she still wore, and I could finally see that her eyes were not just a brown that caught the light oddly – they were actually golden in color. My brain – or maybe my dick – immediately started to wonder what it would look like to see those golden eyes looking up at me while those pouty black lips wrapped around my cock.

I had sobered up most of the way over the drive home, which had occurred largely in silence. Now that we were here, I took a deep breath and prepared myself. This was not my first rodeo. And I was even wearing the right hat for it.

“Ok, Rose. First question: Do you want me to free you? I didn’t set out to bind either Aubrette or Cindy to my service, and I certainly didn’t plan to tame a Puca mount tonight, so if you want me to set you free, I will.”

The Puca in question shrugged. “You can’t, even if I wanted you to.” Oddly, when she wasn’t manifesting her non-human traits, the new Fae woman’s accent basically disappeared. “And it’s my own fault, so don’t go feeling bad about it. We Puca are creatures of mischief three hundred and sixty four days of the year, but on Puca day, agreements are binding. Permanently. If I had realized it was past midnight, I probably wouldn’t have even taken you on the ride and put myself at risk. I did though, and you met the ancient challenge, so my life belongs to you now.”

I nodded slowly, having honestly expected that answer by now. Still, I persevered. “Ok, but can I just… order you to go about your life as you would have without me? I would have done that for Aubrette, but she would die without constant contact with me. Is this… the same thing?”

The laugh Rose let out was bubbly and amused. She shook her head. “No. I mean, you can, and I’ll do my best, but I’m going to need to spend a fair amount of time around you in the future. You’re my rider, I am your mount. I can go about my life, and if you can honestly tell me that you’ll never want to ride me, maybe I can go about it somewhat unchanged. I’ll still belong to you, and I’ll always know it, but I don’t mind that. The issue is…”

The Puca woman licked her lips and let her gaze drop down to my pants. “I felt that earlier. That tug. I don’t know what exactly you were thinking, but I felt it.” Her hands reached up, squeezing her breasts together, causing them to jiggle deliciously in her hands. “If you want to ride me, Master Jack, I’m going to be available. No matter where I am, no matter what I’m doing. If you tell me to go about my life, it just means that some nights at two in the morning, when you decide the little one’s tits are too flat for your purposes, I’m going to have to race my way here as fast as I can so you can use mine instead.”

I swallowed hard at that mental image, watching Rose suddenly lurch forward in her chair until she was barely perched on the edge. Her voice was still bubbly and cheerful, but there was a smoky note to it now as well as she added. “Yeah, thought so. Felt that too. So no, Master. You’re just going to have to keep me nice and close.”

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to focus enough to get through the rest of this conversation. “Ok, understood.” And surprisingly, I did. This wasn’t what I set out to do, but by the third time a strange beautiful woman tells you that she’s bound to you forever, you start to get used to it a little. “Still, I have to try. I know you say you’re ok with what happened, but really… is there anything you want me to do to try to help you out? You say you’re going to be here anytime I think about riding you, and I can’t deny that’s happening… right now, actually, but do you have to participate? Do you want to?”

Rose slid forward, dropping off the chair and walking the short distance towards me. She slowly bent down, and my eyes dipped automatically to take in the massive depth of cleavage between her huge tits. One of her hands reached out and she gently took my wrist between her fingers. Without straightening, she pulled my hand up under her skirts. I was greeted by heat and moisture as my fingers slid across the sodden silk of her panties. “If you want to ride me, Master, I want you to.” She rocked her hips slowly, rubbing the lips of her pussy along my fingers. Then, suddenly bright and bubbling again, she added, “Besides, it should be fun! I’ve never had a rider before, this should be a blast. You want me, Master Jack.” That came out as a statement, but I nodded anyway, fascinated by the woman in front of me. “So tell me how you want your second Puca ride.”

I glanced from one side to the other, checking the reactions of Cindy and Aubrette. The former had flipped her purple plaid skirt up and shoved those innocent white panties to the side so she could get at her hairless slit, trailing her fingers up and down the outside of her vulva. I wasn’t exactly surprised by that, but neither had I expected it. The latter had apparently sobered up enough to blush, but not to act reserved. My Sidhe vassal leaned forward so she could ‘whisper’ in my ear loudly enough that all three of us could hear it clearly, “Ride your new horsey, my Lord, I want to watch the new filly break on your big fat dick.” She then squirmed, rubbing her thighs against each other at the mental image she herself put forth.

Rose let her gaze follow mine, taking in both the Sidhe’s whisper, and the Sin Demon blatantly fingering herself. Neither seemed to particularly phase her. In fact, when her eyes caught the little blonde’s fingers toying with her slick cunt, I felt the Puca’s thighs squeeze down around my hand. That brought my attention sharply back to the fact that I still had my fingers up the layered skirts to rub her soaked panties, and my gaze snapped back up to her face. Her yellow eyes narrowed for a moment, then she let out a bubbling laugh. “Oh, I don’t even know why I asked, I know what a boy like you wants to take for a ride first.” She turned her head to Aubrette while reaching behind her waist, and asking lightly, “Be a dear and help me with this contraption?”

The Sidhe stood slowly, carefully taking the couple of steps needed to put her behind the other Fae woman. Despite her lingering inebriation, the redhead was graceful in her motions – if a little more deliberate than usual. She leaned down to begin undoing the laces down Rose’s back, while the Puca wiggled her wide hips and slid her skirts down over them. I had to move my hand to let the skirt slide past, but the moment they dropped to the floor she snaked out a hand to grab my wrist, returning it to place. Without her skirts, the curvaceous woman absolutely rocked the garter and fishnet stockings look. Her newly exposed thighs were milky white and thick, and I strongly suspected I was going to spend a lot of time between them in the near future.

After a minute or two of working at Rose’s bustier, Aubrette finally got the laces loose enough to unhook the clasps in the back. The Puca reached up both hands in the air, and the High Sidhe woman behind her wordlessly helped lift the garment up over her head. Rose was wearing some kind of thin cotton chemise underneath, but she didn’t stand on ceremony, whipping it off with a practiced motion to finally set her breasts free.

They were absolutely enormous. Each was noticeably larger than my head, and while they settled lower out of her bustier than they had while supported by it, they dropped less than I expected. They were capped with pale areola that were all but indistinguishable from the mountains of flesh surrounding them, only slightly pinker than the rest of her skin. Her nipples poked out only a little, perhaps a quarter of an inch, both about as thick as my thumb.

As I watched, she preened a little, shifting from side to side to show off for me. Each motion and turn sent her breasts jiggling and wobbling. She kept her garters, stockings, and panties on for now, and the effect was truly magnificent. She turned her head to look up at Aubrette, beckoning the redhead to lean down, then whispering in her ear when she did. Whatever she said had the Sidhe woman blushing and scampering off towards my bedroom. I barely had time to speculate before I felt Rose’s thighs release my hand, the Puca lowering herself to kneel in front of me. Those golden eyes met mine and her pouty black lips curled into a smile. “Now, let’s get my rider’s pants off of him and make sure you’re… up… for the ride.”

Rose didn’t wait passively for me to strip – even as I started reaching for my fly, she batted my hands away gently and unzipped it, grabbing both the jeans and the boxers I wore beneath them and starting to pull them down. I lifted my hips to assist, and soon enough my pants were around my ankles, trapped by the boots and spurs I still wore.

I was rock hard, and probably had been since Rose shoved my hand between her thighs, and my erection bobbed gently in the cool air of my apartment once freed. The Puca eyed it speculatively, moving her head around to check it from a few angles. She apparently decided that it met whatever standard she had in mind, because she nodded to herself, then spit in her palm and wrapped that hand around it to begin to stroke slowly. Her other hand reached out, fingers cupping my balls and starting to massage them gently.

She worked her hand along my shaft for no more than a minute or so before Aubrette returned, still blushing. In her hand, she held one of the bottles of lube we kept around, passing it to the Puca silently. Then she darted around to the side of the couch, squatting down a short distance away to watch. Rose flashed a quick smile at the Sidhe, removing her hand from my junk as she looked up at me from between my legs. Her tone was serious as she spoke. Almost. She couldn’t keep the slightest hint of a giggle from creeping into her voice, but she did try. “Ok, Master, I need your help with something. I’m going to need you to push my boobs together for me. Can you do that?”

My hands moved without any hint of conscious thought or command from my brain. Less than a tenth of a second after the Puca made her request, my palms were at the front of her tits, sinking into the pliant and yielding flesh. I grabbed, squeezed, and kneaded for a moment, while she patiently knelt up and waited, until eventually I got around to doing what she had actually asked for. I moved my hands to either side of her massive breasts, pressing them against each other. As I did so, she smiled her thanks at me, then lifted the bottle of lube dramatically up into the air. Then she turned it upside down and squeezed, hard. Rivulets of translucent gel poured out, splashing across the tops of her tits, then running down to cover her cleavage. She clicked the bottle’s pop open lid closed, then set it aside, before lowering her hands. Placing them over mine, she helped guide me towards squishing and rubbing her huge breasts together, smearing the copious lube she poured onto them across her cleavage.

Then she looked up at me with a mischievous glint in her eye. “I always love this part.” Gently pulling my hands apart to give herself the freedom to move, she scooted forward, lifting her chest with both hands. I watched in utter horny fascination as she raised her tits up into my lap, then dropped them down over my cock.

I was suddenly engulfed in slippery titflesh. She quickly brought her arms in, using her elbows and hands in concert to guide her massive mammaries to ensure that my rock hard shaft was fully covered. Only once she was in place did she raise her golden eyes back to my face, her black lips curling up into a smile. “Never gets old, watching the look on a boy’s face when he finally has his dick between the Girls. Now, you just lie there and let me take you for a spin. You two…” She quickly glanced between Cindy and Aubrette. Seeing where the other denizen of Faerie had positioned herself, she focused her gaze on my demon instead and amended, “Ok, I guess you’re already entertaining yourselves. I plan on making this take a while, so settle in.”

Cindy quirked an eyebrow in amusement at the busty woman suddenly giving orders. She didn’t object, though, instead languidly moving to comply. While Rose started lifting and lowering her tits, sliding their slick flesh along my shaft, the demon pulled her legs up, briefly contorting to slip her panties off, before flinging them idly at Aubrette. Then she scooted up a little closer to me, grabbed my hand, and pressed it to her slick naked cunt beneath her skirt.

I really only had the attention to idly move my fingers against the Sin Demon’s greedy pussy, as I was focused on receiving an incredible titjob from someone who clearly had done this many times before. The Puca kneeling between my knees used her incredible rack to masturbate me, sliding her tits up and down and creating a tunnel of slippery flesh to massage every single inch of my dick. She varied her pace, never letting it grow monotonous, sometimes moving her tits in concert to give me the sensation of fucking her cleavage, sometimes alternating her motion so that one tit rose while the other fell, creating a vaguely swirling sensation different from anything I had previously experienced.

Fucking Aubrette’s tits was always fun. She had great boobs, and I loved playing with them, sticking my dick between them, sucking on them, or even just curling up against her and resting my head on her chest. It was always entertaining to watch her shamefaced lust when she realized I was going to use her full breasts to get myself off.

Fucking Rose’s breasts was an experience. The Puca was an expert at titfucks, and more, she clearly enjoyed doing it. She moaned, alternating wordless sounds of pleasure and short bursts of dirty talk. “Mmmm… yeah master, fuck my big fat tits. Mmm love it. Love dick. Love your dick. Gonna ride this thing all night. Gonna beg you to ride me. Gonna get filled up by your cum. First, though, gonna get covered in your cum.”

Cindy wasn’t idle either. As my attention was just as wrapped up in Rose’s tits as my dick, the little demon just started using my hand to masturbate. First, she positioned it so she could grind against my fingers, flipping my hand so it was palm down and rocking her hips so her clit rubbed against my skin. Then, when the massive breasts wrapped around me started rising and falling faster, she carefully rotated my wrist and coaxed two of my fingers together, lowering them to her channel and guiding me to slide them into her hairless pussy. She resumed rocking her hips then, fucking herself with my digits.

A moan a few feet away caught my attention. I glanced over to watch Aubrette, both her tits pulled out of her costume bra, squeezing one nipple so hard it had gone white. Her other hand was shoved down the front of the costume bottom, visibly working at her cunt beneath the metallic fabric while she watched the debauchery on the couch. She caught me looking at her, blushed harder as she averted her eyes, and her hand began working faster.

I noticed two things, as Rose continued rubbing her tits up and down along my shaft. The first was that she seemed to be very good at controlling her pacing. I was starting to build towards orgasm, but any time that approach started to accelerate, she would slow down, spending a little time just rubbing her boobs from side to side a little. It meant that while I was going to orgasm soon, she was taking the time and effort to ensure that it was going to be a good one. The second was that she didn’t seem to tire. Her tits were slick with lube, shining in the lights of my apartment, but while the rest of her skin showed signs of sweat, it was mild – just a light coating of perspiration. Lifting her massive rack that many times with her arms should have been exhausting, let alone when she spent time bouncing her entire torso, but she never seemed to fatigue. I tried hard to tuck that question away in the back of my mind, because I knew there was no way in hell I was about to ask it now.

Eventually, the Puca seemed to decide she had enough. She looked up at me, deliberately making eye contact even while she continued to bounce her tits up along my dick, leaning forward enough that the head of it just barely managed to peek out through her cleavage. Then she asked, bubbly and cheerful, “Hey, new Master, can you please be a nice kind Rider and coat your Puca with your cum? I really, really want you to paint my face and tits. Pleeeeaaase?”

Then she started jiggling her tits up and down, just shaking them along my shaft. The sensation was incredible, and it pushed me over the edge in a heartbeat. As my balls began to twitch, I gasped out, “Fuck yes I can!!”

Rose made a wordless sound of glee and shoved herself forward, wrapping my dick in her cleavage such that the head just barely poked out. From there, she closed her eyes and leaned her head forward so that the first spurt of my cum splashed across her face. She caught the second and third on her forehead and cheek respectively, before the next few had just enough force to spray into the air and drop down across the tops of her breasts. I was vaguely aware of Cindy’s pussy squeezing down hard on my fingers as I came, but I don’t think I contributed much more to her orgasm than having fingers she could use to get herself off.

A few moments later I realized my eyes had closed. I had to think for a moment to figure out how my body worked, eventually managing to flutter my eyelids open. It took another moment for my eyes to focus well enough to actually see, but I was eternally grateful that they did.

My newly acquired Puca was absolutely covered in my cum. Her face had strings of it slowly sliding down her cheeks, occasionally letting a fat droplet of it splatter onto her cleavage below. As I watched, her black lips parted, and a tiny pink tongue darted out to catch one of the drops rolling down her face, pulling it into her mouth with a happy ‘Mmm!’ Her eyes were closed – probably to avoid getting my cum in them – but despite being effectively blind, the stacked goth woman’s expression showed she was extremely pleased with herself.

I collapsed back against the couch, my dick finally slipping free of Rose’s cleavage. It was shiny with lube and cum, and I had to angle my hips a little to avoid dripping on my couch. I noticed that even while blinded, the busty Puca was holding her tits firmly together, trapping a small lake of cum at the top of her cleavage.

I tried to rise, only to discover that my legs were presently too weak to move. Also my hand was trapped between Cindy’s thighs, and the little blonde demon showed no signs of wanting to release it just yet, instead slowly grinding her hips to rub herself against my digits. So I instead turned to Aubrette. I needed to clear my throat a couple times before I could speak, finding my throat somehow dry, but I eventually managed to command, “Vassal, your liege lord and his new mount are a mess. Fetch us some towels.”

She nodded, and began to rise to obey, when I suddenly felt a surge of wicked playfulness touch me and added, “Naked.”

The High Sidhe froze, shuddered, and nodded again. She quickly shed her costume wings, stripping off the fairy outfit in moments, before stepping off towards the bathroom. I noticed as she did that her blush only stretched a little way down her back. I was going to have to experiment with that someday and see what kind of limits it had.

She returned a few moments later bearing several towels, and the four of us collaborated to mop up the cum and lube coating my crotch and Rose’s cleavage. I noticed that while Aubrette dutifully started by toweling down my slowly softening dick, Cindy all but leapt at the chance to get her hands on the Puca’s big jugs. Also that she continued toweling them off for probably a good thirty seconds longer than was strictly necessary. I didn’t complain, though, watching the little demon make the massive mounds shake was… highly engaging.

Rose noticed too, but showed nothing other than merry amusement, good naturedly sticking out her chest to let the blonde have some fun. As she did, her golden eyes met mine once more, and she asked, “So are you done for the night, or…?”

Now it was my turn to grin. I gave the scene a deliberate once over, taking in the fully nude Aubrette, Rose in her garters and stockings, and Cindy still dressed in almost her complete sexy schoolgirl costume – sans panties. “Oh, not remotely. Quick shower to clean off the lube, then if you want a ride, I am very happy to take you for one.”

Showering with Rose was surprisingly fun. Not that I thought the Puca wouldn’t be entertaining, but there was something playful about her that was a refreshing change from the wilting Aubrette or the sometimes all-too-direct Cindy. She splashed at me, giggled as she ran her hands up and down my body, and affected a haughty air as she ‘demanded’ I soap up her tits for her.

There also wasn’t a shy particle in her body. Rose wasn’t exactly skinny, and while she wore her weight extremely well – since most of it seemed to be concentrated in her boobs and ass – she had a bit of a tummy and beautifully thick thighs to go with them. My very first girlfriend in high school had been similarly a little overweight, but her reaction to it had been the exact opposite. Rachel had always shrunk away from being looked at. Rose seemed to revel in it, and I found it not just refreshing, but endearingly attractive. I found that I couldn’t keep my hands off of her, loving the way she preened and twisted to show off and maneuver herself into my touch.

We spent a little longer in the shower than I had originally intended, but eventually took turns patting each other dry. I noted idly that we’d need to do laundry soon – most of our towels were currently spoken for – before returning my attention to the matter at hand. Or, well, hands, since my palms had gravitated their way back to massage Rose’s chest the minute my conscious brain was distracted. I squeezed once more, eliciting another little giggle from the Puca, before reaching down and grabbing her hand. Taking the initiative this time, I led the dark haired bombshell across my apartment to Aubrette’s bedroom.

When we arrived, the lights were off, but what streamed through the doorway from the living room was enough to reveal my other two women, their heads turned to the side to watch us walk in. They were seated on the bed with Aubrette’s back to the headboard, her legs stretched out in a ‘v’ in front of her. My Sin Demon was sitting between her legs, still technically wearing her schoolgirl costume but with the blouse untied and the skirt flipped up. She had her head resting back between the redhead’s breasts, my vassal having not re-dressed after I ordered her to strip. One of the Sidhe’s arms was wrapped around Cindy’s slender body, her fingers delicately teasing the demon’s pussy, while the other tweaked a tiny breast.

Cindy beamed a smile at me when I walked in, raised a hand to wave at me, and called out in a perfectly normal tone of voice, “Don’t mind us, you two just carry on as though we’re not here,” as though she weren’t being actively masturbated in front of me. Though, to be fair, Cindy being masturbated in front of me was actually perfectly normal at this point.

Rose let out a little laugh, pressing herself up to my back when I paused in the doorway to take in the sights. She leaned to the side, poking her head around to see what had me delayed. When she saw what the other Fae woman was doing to the demon, she snaked her own hand past my waist and wrapped it about the base of my rapidly hardening cock, squeezing it while she commented, “I think I’m going to like these two.”

I had to awkwardly shuffle-walk the couple of feet to the side of the bed, because Rose didn’t remove her hand, pressing herself up against my back and following in my footsteps. When we eventually arrived, I gave an exasperated sigh and looked back at her over my shoulder. She gave me an impish smile and squeezed my cock, making no move to release it. I looked briefly to Cindy and Aubrette for help, but received nothing but a smirk and a blush in response. “So, it’s to be like that, is it?”

Two of the three women laughed – and even Aubrette showed a hint of a shy smile – and I took that opportunity to strike. Slowly and carefully, since I still had someone holding my dick. I spun around, moving in a couple careful steps to position myself behind where Rose currently stood. She turned gamely with me, so that her back was to the bed, without releasing her grip. Then I stepped forward, wrapped my arms around her to grab two handfuls of her ample behind, and lifted. She squealed loudly, laughing, as I picked her up and gently tossed her back onto the bed. She flew a little further than I expected, her head bumping gently against one of Aubrette’s thighs, and I clambered up after her. In a flash, I was on all fours over her, looking down into her golden eyes. She blinked coquettishly up at me, then nudged my legs with hers as she moved to spread her thighs.

I claimed a kiss before moving, hungrily pressing my lips to hers and tasting her mouth for the first time. There was a strangely herbal note to her mouth – not quite minty, but somehow refreshing, and I found my tongue dipping past her lips in search of more. My eyes closed and for several long moments, I lost myself in kissing the gothic beauty who only a couple hours ago informed me that she would serve as my mount for life.

Eventually, though, the rest of my body began to sue for greater participation. I realized that the head of my dick had been rubbing against her soft thighs for the last several minutes while my hips shifted to try to increase that sensation. That was… actually really nice, but it also wasn’t what either of us were after. One after the other, I lifted my legs, and Rose immediately spread hers in response. I pulled my head back, finally releasing her lips, so I could look down and line myself up. I noticed as I did that her pubic hair was as black as the hair on her head, but also neatly styled into a small thatch above her cunt. Her lower lips were otherwise bare, making it easy for me to notch the head of my cock against them. Before actually thrusting forward, though, I again made eye contact with the Puca. I held her gaze long enough to make sure she was paying attention, and asked simply, “You’re sure?”

Rose actually looked touched that I checked. Her expression melted for just a moment, and her voice was serious as she responded. “Yes. Take me, Master. Ride me.”

I slowly and carefully slid myself forward. I knew from experience with Cindy, who was only a little shorter than Rose, that my dick was large enough to sometimes require care.

The Puca’s pussy parted before my cock like the Red Sea. Then it squeezed down around me firmly, as though sizing itself to me. My hips met her pubic bone as I settled my full length into her, and she let out a long, happy sigh. I leaned down to kiss her once more, again tasting the strangely herbal flavor of her mouth. As I did, I felt her cunt rippling around my shaft, hot and wet, and so perfectly fitted to me it was like her pussy was made specifically to take my dick.

I started to pump my hips, fucking the beautiful curvy woman. She met every single stroke with a shift of her hips, rising up to meet me. Eventually my lips broke from hers as I propped myself up on my arms, shifting position for more leverage so I could slam my full length into her. Her black lips parted as she called out, “Fuck, yes Master, fucking ride me like you own me.”

Rose’s head pressed back against Aubrette’s thigh, and I spared a quick moment to glance at the other two women in the bed. Both were watching as I claimed Rose’s pussy for myself. Cindy’s hands were to either side, grasping firmly onto Aubrette’s legs to hold them in place, while the Sidhe woman pumped two fingers into the Sin Demon’s exposed pussy, roughly matching the pace of my own dick sliding into my new mount.

Another burst of speech from Rose reclaimed my attention. “Master, Master you have been very sweet and understanding about everything so I have to make something very clear.” The busty girl wrapped around my dick squeezed down on my length hard, as though to emphasize her point. “I am your mount, and you are my rider. So whenever you want to take me for a ride, I need you to do it. And if you’re riding me and you want to go fast, I need you to understand that you need to go as fast with me as you want to.” She gave another squeeze along my length, shifting her hips up to ensure she got every single centimeter of my dick inside her. “So Master Jack, please, please pound my soaking wet little cunt as hard as you want. I can take it. I was made for you to ride.”

I looked down into Rose’s golden eyes, meeting her gaze as she made her impassioned plea. Then I shifted position. I knelt up between her legs, grabbed both her knees, and pushed back, bending her knees up to either side of her chest and essentially folding the woman in half. Then I fucked her. Hard. I pulled my hips back, and then slammed them into her hard, bouncing off of her thighs and ass as I buried my full length in her again and again. As I did, I watched her massive rack bounce and ripple in response, her huge tits swaying wildly on her chest as her entire form shifted with her movement.

She screamed out in pleasure, wordlessly expressing her approval. As she did so, she threw her head back, burying her face in Aubrette’s thigh and using the High Sidhe’s leg to cover her mouth so she could scream into it. I fucked the little curvy Puca so hard that we started sliding across the covers of the bed, each thrust driving her into the Sidhe woman and starting to force her legs closed – at least, until Cindy flexed her own leg against Aubrette’s, the tiny demon’s strength enough to provide a bulwark that I could bang Rose against.

Trapped in place between a rider determined to fuck her straight through the mattress, and a Sin Demon holding her in place to help that goal, Rose writhed and bucked back. Far from trying to dislodge me, though, it was like the little Puca was trying to meet the ferocity of my thrusts with her own. She tilted her hips up, angling them to meet me and ensure that when my body met hers, it was with as much force as possible. When I pulled back, she wriggled against me, twisting just slightly to give as much stimulation as she was able. Her arms pulled in, grasping at her huge tits, taking handfuls of them so that her fingers sank into her own breasts, the flesh bulging out and continuing to bounce as I fucked her. She then reached her hands up, tightening her fingers until she was pulling her nipples straight up towards me, stretching them lewdly, then releasing them so her fulsome pair of funbags bounced around her chest wildly.

I knew that this wasn’t a pace I could maintain for long – even with the improved fitness I had built up – but I couldn’t bring myself to care. More, Rose seemed to sense my building orgasm, and she started gasping out demands. “Oh, fuck yes Master Jack, please cum inside me. Fill my needy wet cunt with your seed and mark me as yours. Oh fuck, I live for you to Ride, Master, please let me fulfill my purpose. Master please fill me, I need to have your cum all the way up in my little Puca pussy forever. Please please never make me go a day without feeling your cum in me… please Master, please cum now! Please!”

Even without Rose’s fervent pleas, I was probably going to give her exactly what she wanted, but hearing the beautiful busty girl beg desperately for me to cum inside her struck a nerve that bypassed my brain entirely and went straight down my spine before arriving at my balls. I was wordlessly screaming out my pleasure and pumping her full of spurt after spurt of my cum before I had fully registered that my orgasm was approaching. The Puca stiffened beneath me, writhing her hips to press them against me and make sure my dick was as fully embedded in her cunt as she was able. She kept talking, but her tone changed, her normally bubbly and sweet voice suddenly throaty, sounding almost shocked. “Oh god, oh fuck Master, I feel it. I feel you pumping me full of your cum. Oh fuck I’m cumming! I’m cumming on my Master’s dick! I want to feel like this forever! Fuck, never stop, Master. Never stop!”

My orgasm seemed to stretch out forever, my consciousness leaving my head entirely as the entirety of my awareness settled into my dick to revel in the feel of the Puca’s welcoming cunt fluttering and spasming around me.

I’m not entirely sure if I passed out, or if I was just so deeply in the throes of orgasm that my brain stopped registering what was happening on the outside of Rose. Some time later, I found myself aware of my body again, collapsed on top of her with my head nestled at the top of her massive tits. My Puca mount was making wordless happy noises and slowly writhing most of her body beneath me, just wiggling joyously. Her arms were propping up her rack to make it a better pillow for me, while her hips shifted slowly to cause my cock to slide around in her now cum-filled cunt. I became slowly aware of Cindy’s low murmuring, though it didn’t sound like her words were pitched for me. “Yes, dear, I’m looking forward to seeing that too. Now, be a good Vassal for your Liege, I don’t think he’s going to want to shower again, so fetch him a warm washcloth. I’m going to try to talk our new sister into letting me clean her out.”

That caused my dick to twitch inside of Rose, but the Puca woman wriggled a little, pressing her body against mine and making a vaguely unhappy noise as she tried to pull me to cover her more completely.

I lifted my head just enough to look up and meet her golden eyes, laughing quietly and saying, “You don’t have to do anything with either Cindy or Rose if you don’t want to. Hell, you don’t have to do anything sexual with me, I…”

The Puca giggled, cutting me off by moving one hand to my lips and pressing a finger to them. “The girls are sexy and fun, I just don’t want Cindy stealing all of my cum. I worked hard to get you to put that inside me, and now the little blonde bitch is trying to steal it all! Unfair!” She wriggled her hips to emphasize her point, sending little thrills of pleasure through my post-orgasm sensitive shaft. That got a laugh out of me, and I nuzzled my head against her rack, burying myself amongst her massive tits and closing my eyes. “Don’t have to let her if you don’t want to. But from the sounds Aubrette makes, Cindy is one hell of a pussy licker.”

The Sin Demon chimed in, “Fuck yes I am. I’ll make it worth your whii-iille.” She practically sang the last part, but her tone was dripping with lust.

I nuzzled against Rose’s boobs for a few more moments, then slowly pulled myself up, letting myself slip from the Puca’s depths. She let out a quiet whimper of disappointment, murmuring, “But Master… I want you in there forever…” I managed to flop over onto my back, crawling the short distance needed to let my head rest back on the pillows. I distantly heard my Sin Demon’s husky voice as she spoke with the newest addition to my household, but couldn’t muster the attention required to understand the words. There was some shifting and motion on my bed, and then a few minutes later I felt a warm wet cloth bathing my dick and balls to clean them of the combined juices coating them. It was an oddly sensual experience, and I almost wished I was more awake to appreciate it.

A few moments later, I was lulled into sleep by Rose’s quiet moans.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


I AWOKE WITH a headache looming on the horizon and a head that felt like it was full of cotton fuzz. I could also feel a single body snuggled up against me, and the slightly bony nature of the elbow against my back informed me that it was probably Cindy. Shifting slowly, I rolled over enough to determine that it was, in fact, my little blonde demon. I had been curled up facing away from her, while she was sprawled out with her arms shoved under some pillows overhead. We were both also under the covers, despite the fact that I was pretty sure I had fallen asleep on top of them.

Through clever detective work, I determined that I was probably slightly hung over. Not terribly, but enough that my perceptions seemed ever so slightly out of phase with the world. Coffee. Coffee would help.

I slipped out from beneath the covers, which Cindy promptly gathered up like some kind of Blanket Dragon, piling them on top of herself without any sign of actually waking. My footsteps seemed oddly loud on the carpeted floor as I walked to the door to the living room, and as I got close, I picked up the sound of women speaking outside. I was buck-ass-naked, so I cracked the door a little and peeked out – just to make sure Aubrette hadn’t invited Sara in to talk. Instead, what I saw was my Sidhe Vassal in the kitchen, naked, blushing, but also industriously working at the compact stovetop with a pan. She was speaking to Rose, who was seated over on the couch, sipping a mug of coffee.

There were no signs of any women who weren’t already intimately familiar with my junk, so I opened the door the rest of the way and walked into the living room. I made it almost to the couch before either of the two Fae women noticed me, causing Aubrette to make a startled noise as she turned. “Oh! My Lord, good morning. Are you well this morning?”

Rose’s reaction was far less subdued. The Puca set her mug down on the table next to the couch, then stood. She was wearing one of my t-shirts, which was stretched lewdly over her chest. I knew for a fact I had bigger shirts in my room, meaning she had to have chosen one of my smallest on purpose. Her eyes were wide as she looked at me, and she abruptly started speaking in a rapid babble. “Oh, Master! Please forgive your humble mount for not being there when you woke! Your stupid slut is sorry!”

I blinked, trying to stammer out a response, “No, Rose, you’re fine, it’s…” the Puca rapidly made her way around the couch to arrive before me. Looking down into her golden eyes, I was cut off as she again started talking quickly.

“No, please let this unworthy one make it up to you. Please, can the latest, lowest member of your harem serve you in any way? My mouth, my tits, my pussy… or of course my ass, use them and show me my place in the world.”

I again tried talking, waving my hands frantically in front of me. “What? No, I don’t… Rose, you aren’t a member of my harem, I don’t even…”

Again the curvy little Puca spoke, her tone sounding almost panicked. “Of course, you’re right, your newest fucktoy hasn’t earned the privilege of being in your harem. Punish me, Master. I cannot offer you anything, for my body already belongs to you.” In a practiced motion, she reached down and grasped the bottom of the t-shirt she wore, whipping it off over her head and sending her huge tits bouncing wildly, before dropping to her knees and wrapping her arms around my legs. Not expecting the sudden contact, I swayed as the the curvaceous woman almost knocked me over as she wrapped her tits around one of my legs and started rubbing them back and forth. She started rubbing her face along my thigh a few inches from my dick, but I was quite frankly too confused and overwhelmed for that particular organ to even begin to react.

“I… what… Rose… I…” I stammered, trying to figure out how to tackle the suddenly changed nature of the gorgeous curvy woman I brought home the night before.

Then I noticed her shaking. At first, I thought she was bursting out into tears, since I was unable to see her expression with her face against my thigh. Then I caught the pattern of her breathing, and my addled brain started to catch on. “You’re fucking with me.”

Rose’s face turned up at me, and I could see an impish smile on her full lips. Her eyes all but danced with merriment, and she showed no hint of shame as she acknowledged, “Yup!”. Then she stood up, using me as a convenient way to climb to her feet. She padded over to where she had just tossed my shirt and retrieved it from the floor. I hadn’t noticed in her sudden approach, but she was also wearing a pair of my boxers. She turned to face me, no trace of self-consciousness in her motion as she lifted her arms up and began the slightly laborious process of stretching my shirt back over her chest. The poor One Punch Man print on it was never going to be the same after this.

The Puca spoke as she wiggled, and I eventually managed to tear my eyes off of her bounteous chest to actually pay attention to what she was saying. “...had a good talk with Cindy last night, and then another one with Aubrette this morning. Probably a good idea for you and me to have a conversation as well, but I’m guessing you’re going to want that stack of pancakes Red is making first. You get some coffee and breakfast in you, and let me know when you’re awake enough to talk.”

I started salivating the moment the Puca mentioned breakfast, my nose finally catching up to my surroundings to belatedly inform me that there were indeed pancakes on offer. I spun around to where my auburn haired vassal was still standing naked, rolled my eyes a little when I figured out why she was naked, and ordered, “Aubrette, you may get dressed as soon as you can do so safely without messing up breakfast.”

The tall Sidhe turned, gave me a brief curtsey, then returned to the stove. She finished cooking the couple of pancakes in the pan, then used an oven mitt to pull out a baking sheet with another stack of them from the oven. Working swiftly, she soon delivered a tall stack of pancakes covered in melted butter and syrup, as well as a steaming cup of coffee.

Having a gorgeous and well built redhead cook and then present breakfast for me, while naked, without my having to even ask for it served to really drive home that I was enjoying life.

I had just settled in at the tiny table adjacent to the kitchenette – the only space in my apartment I could really eat other than on the couch – and shoved a huge forkful of pancakes into my mouth when Rose spoke again. “Oh, Master Jack! Do you need to have your dick sucked while you eat?”

I almost spat out the pancakes in surprise, spinning to stare in shock at the Puca. She had once more settled onto the couch, and wasn’t even looking at me. Instead, she appeared perfectly relaxed and comfortable, coffee in one hand, her phone in her other. Only after a few seconds of me staring at the back of her head while I chewed did she turn and offer me another impish smile. She didn’t speak, instead just giving me her best innocent expression, then turned her head back to resume looking at whatever she had up on her phone.

Rose was going to be an interesting addition to the household.

I took my time with the coffee and the pancakes. The former was slowly seeping in to chase the lingering fog from my head, though my brain still felt slightly too tight somehow, and the latter quieted a stomach which was otherwise threatening to riot. Once I had used the last of the pancakes to soak up as much of the remaining syrup as possible and popped it into my mouth, though, I set the plate in the sink and rinsed it off so it wouldn’t be a pain to wash later. I dipped into my own bedroom to grab a shirt and boxers for myself, dressed quickly, then walked over to the couch and plopped down opposite Rose. Aubrette had walked off into her bedroom to get dressed once I settled in to eat and hadn’t yet returned, while Cindy was still embracing Sloth.

Once I was seated opposite her, the Puca set down her phone and turned most of her attention on me. I noticed that her lips were still black – though less glossy than the night before – and wondered if the color was as permanent as Cindy’s purple. She had already washed off her makeup otherwise, and without the heavy mascara and eyeliner she had worn to the club, the Puca’s face was surprisingly… bright and sunny. Her lips were full and naturally somewhat pouty. Her mouth was somewhat narrow, leaving her looking as though she was constantly on the verge of puckering up for a kiss. Her cheeks were full, and she had little laugh lines at the corner of her eyes that indicated she probably spent a lot of time smiling. Her nose was small but not tiny, and her golden eyes moved rapidly, clearly studying me in return while I looked over her.

I managed to be the first one to speak this time, finally feeling like I had my feet metaphorically under me for the first time that morning. “Ok, so… if you already talked to Cindy and Aubrette, I’m guessing they told you how they both entered my service?”

The Puca nodded quickly, “You banged the demon and bonded her to put a leash on her so she wasn’t roaming wild causing Sin everywhere, and you added the Sidhe to your bedroom so she wouldn’t die, and because she wouldn’t stop watching you empty your balls into your pet demon, right?”

I froze for a moment, then nodded slowly. “I… that’s not exactly how I would’ve phrased that, but I can’t say it’s wrong either. Yes – Cindy was half-summoned when I was asked to investigate, and would have broken free into the mortal realm if I didn’t intervene, and probably would have killed me and most of the residents of the apartment in the process. I finished her summoning ritual because I didn’t want that to happen. Aubrette was exiled from Faerie, but since I’m a human bonded to a demon, I can feed her Glamour so she doesn’t die.”

That brought a thought to my mind, and I added, “For that matter… you’re from Faerie too, right? How have you been surviving without someone providing you Glamour? Or did you have someone and I, uhh… stole you? From them?”

That got a merry laugh from the Puca, who seemed absolutely delighted at the thought. “Oh, that’d be a good one! But no, Jack, you didn’t steal me away from anyone. Except maybe my parents, I guess, but I already told them what happened and they’re ecstatic. We’re Puca, not High Sidhe, certainly not Noble Sidhe. We can live in the mortal realms just fine, we just can’t do much of our magic without Glamour. My parents haven’t been back to Faerie in probably a century, and they certainly aren’t Oathed to any mortals I’ve ever met.”

My head spun as I tried to keep up with the deluge of information. “Ok, slow down. Uhh… three questions, I think. No, maybe more, but let’s start with three: First, you told your parents about me… taming you? Claiming you? And they’re happy about it? Second, what magic? Third, does that mean you’ve been to Faerie more recently than a century ago?”

Rose nodded her head, ticking off fingers as I counted out my questions, though she held her first finger at a bend. Once I finished asking, she waggled it a little and commented, “That was like three questions in your first question, Master, do I need to put on a school teacher’s costume and take you back to class?” She didn’t give me the chance to defend myself before continuing, “Yes, I told them that you claimed me by the ancient challenge. Texted them this morning, filled them in, and they’re both thrilled. My dad, because I found a way to get in good with someone who can provide me Glamour, my mom because of the baby Puca you put in my womb last night.”

I very nearly spat out my coffee at that. I had asked Aubrette and Cindy both about children, and had been informed that the Sin Demon’s body didn’t include the organs for that – if I wanted to have children with her, I was going to have to banish and resummon her – while Noble Sidhe apparently only had children when they wanted to. Also, they apparently can have multiple different people involved in the whole pregnancy and fertilization thing, so it’s not impossible or uncommon for Noble Sidhe to have three or more parents.

Rose kept me on the hook for just long enough for me to swallow my coffee before she burst out laughing. I gave her a flat look, and she continued on, “No, no baby Puca yet that I know of. Fae and humans can interbreed, but most Fae don’t catch babies easy. I’m not ready to settle down and raise a hellion of my own just yet, Master, so I’m grateful for that. Not unless you insist, but I don’t think you’re going to do that.” I shook my head vehemently, and she kept going, “My mom has been hounding me to get a boyfriend, though, and they’re traditionalists anyway. They’re thrilled to know that I’m following the traditions this way.”

She took a sip of her coffee and ticked off her second finger. “Shapechanging, mostly. You saw it a little last night when I took my true Puca form, but I have a couple different forms I can switch between. I can also do custom jobs, but that takes a lot more Glamour so I don’t have a ton of practice. Still, if you want the full Anime Girl experience – just all huge tits, huge eyes, big hips and little pussy – I can do that for you.”

I shook my head. “No thank you. If I didn’t make it clear enough last night, I find you plenty attractive as you are. Though if you want to show off your other forms, I wouldn’t mind. Maybe when we’re done you can show off?”

She beamed a smile at that, “I’d be happy to, Master! I haven’t gotten to show off or play with my shapechanging much, it’ll be nice to get to cut loose a little.” She ticked off her third finger and then explained, “And no, Jack, I’m thirty three. I’ve never actually been to Faerie. My parents left there after a spat with the local city authority that they still won’t tell me details about, and found their way to the mortal plane sometime in the early nineteen hundreds. I was actually listening to Aubrette’s stories of Faerie the morning before you got up. I’d like to visit there sometime in my life, but just hearing about it is neat!”

The Puca seemed… genuinely happy. Her whole mood was bright, and I found it infectiously uplifting. Something about being near her just made the world a more fun place. I found myself smiling unconsciously as I drank my coffee, eventually placing the mostly empty cup to the side. I opened my mouth to ask another question, then paused, before instead saying, “Ok, I’ve asked a few questions – I don’t mean for this to be an interrogation or anything, is there anything you want to ask me? Open book, you already know my two biggest secrets, so anything else you want?”

Rose nodded her head immediately. “Yes! First question: May I sit on your dick?”

I paused, waiting for her to follow that up with her laughs – expecting it, at this point. She did not. She looked unexpectedly earnest, golden eyes examining my expression carefully. I cautiously asked, “I don’t… You’d probably have to spend some time with it first, I… not that I object, but why?”

The curvy Fae woman slid across the couch, reaching her hands out and slipping one into the fly of my boxers while the other slid down to cup my balls through them. She let her fingers dance along the slowly hardening length of my shaft, teasing it towards erection while she answered. “Because I loved feeling full of you last night. If you’ll allow me to, I will probably spend quite a lot of time with this big boy stuffed up my little pussy. Or my ass. Or in my mouth, but I’ll be honest, I’m not as much for sucking dicks. I will, if you ask me to, but I’d rather you fuck my tits than my mouth.”

A little blown away by her unreserved openness, I shifted my hips a little to make my dick more accessible to the woman playing with it as I replied, “Umm… then yes, yes you may. Sit on my dick. If that’s what you want.”

Rose continued stroking me with one hand while the other gently tickled my nuts. “Great. Ok, second question of mine: Do you want me to move in?” She didn’t give me the chance to actually answer before adding, “I’ve been living with my parents, so before you ask, no I don’t have a nice place of my own that I would be giving up. This place is a little small, but there’s enough bed space for the four of us as long as we’re cozy. The only problem I’d have with it is that I’ll need to ask Aubrette to help me with a workshop if you want me to pay a share of rent. I have a little sewing room set up at home now, but you don’t really have room for all my stuff.”

I started to open my mouth, only for her to add, “Oh, plus that way I won’t have to drive over if you decide you wanna stuff me full of that big fat dick.” That got me to swallow hard, but I pushed past it to finally start to answer.

“Before I say yes or no, can you tell me more about that last part? You mentioned it last night, but like… if I have a stray thought about your tits in the middle of the day, are you going to have to tear across town with a bottle of lube?”

The Puca giggled at that, thrusting her chest out as she asked, “The Girls made that much of an impression on you last night?” She pumped her hand a couple more times once she had me at full mast, then pulled her arms back, once more whipping my shirt off. Again, I was absolutely hypnotized by the way that set her large rack bouncing. It seemed like the ripples of motions as her heavy tits settled in against her chest continued for ages while I stared. Then she rose from the couch. She paused to pick up her mug from the table, lifting it to her lips and draining the last of the coffee, before placing it back down and sliding my boxers off. I shifted position, scooting over away from the arm of the couch to give her some room, and she carefully put her knees down on either side of my lap. This had the delightful effect of smashing her tits against me as she snuggled in, lowering her hips down. She reached around beneath herself, carefully grasping my dick and holding it steady, then lowered herself down, slowly impaling herself on my cock.

She let out an absolutely ecstatic moan the moment my dick touched the lips of her pussy, then closed her eyes to focus on the feel of my shaft sliding its way home. Having her kneeling over my lap wasn’t actually a great angle for deep penetration, but I still shivered at the way her tight channel rhythmically squeezed around me. She wiggled her hips to settle in as deeply as she could, and then gave another satisfied sigh. She murmured softly, “It’s like magic. Fuck, it probably is magic, how good I feel with you inside me.” Then she raised her voice a little and resumed our conversation as though she hadn’t just settled in on my cock. “And no, probably not. Not unless you really start thinking about it hard, I think. I’ll be honest, I don’t know exactly how it works, I’ve never met or talked to any Puca who had a Rider, let alone a permanent one. My parents gave me The Talk when I was like… fourteen or so, and they didn’t give me a whole lot of detail.”

She paused, and I took that moment to appreciate the way her cunt just rippled along my length. She hadn’t so much as twitched her hips, but it still felt like she was massaging every single inch of my dick her pussy could touch. “It was all ‘You’d know if he needed you’, and ‘For a year, you’d find yourself ready for him.’ I think, just based on what I felt last night, that my need to be near and available to you is linked to how intensely you’re feeling… whatever you’re feeling. A stray thought about my tits might not even get my attention. If you think ‘a boob job would be nice’, I think I’d know, and if you settled in to jerk off thinking about sliding your dick in between your new favorite harem slave’s jugs, I’d probably already have my car keys in hand before you got your pants down.”

I opened my mouth to protest her choice of words, only to find her slipping a finger past my lips to shush me. “Hush, Master, let a poor innocent fairy with huge tits fantasize. Besides, I felt how your dick twitched. I think it’s very sweet and noble that you are clearly trying very hard to avoid taking advantage of the three absolute smokeshows you now have orbiting around your dick, but part of you also obviously thinks it's hot. I’m not going to try to change either part, but you’re going to have to put up with me reminding you that you that as of last night, you claimed me, so you now own a Puca with the biggest tits you’ve ever fucked. I’d say ever seen, but if I’m guessing right by the way you went to town on them as soon as you gave yourself permission, you’ve probably looked at enough big tit porn to have seen a bigger pair. Go ahead, by the way, help yourself – they’re yours now. Play with them as much as you like. Free pass.”

I couldn’t exactly deny her words, so I raised both my hands, leaning back against the couch as best I could and letting my fingers sink into the yielding flesh of Rose’s huge breasts while I responded. “...Ok, fair.” I grabbed and massaged and squeezed in delight while I tried to make my brain work to continue the conversation. “Not to bring up your parents while I’m actively inside of you, but should we go talk to them? See if they can give us any more details about how the whole Rider thing works?”

Rose leaned back and gave me a flat stare. “I’m not taking you to meet my parents.”

I nodded glumly. Or as glumly as I was able to with the head of my dick being massaged by the walls of the Puca’s tight channel and her breasts overflowing my fingers. “No, that’s fair, we’ve just met, and it’d be weird since they probably know we banged already. I don’t blame you for not wanting me to…”

The Puca in question immediately spoke over me. “My mom is a hottie with a bigger rack than me, and I don’t want to watch her bouncing on your dick. I’m not into incest, and I don’t want her enslaved to your dick the way the current three members of your harem are.” I gaped at that, staring slack-jawed at Rose’s serious expression. Then she twitched her hips, jamming herself down on my dick a little more firmly as she burst out into bubbling laughter. “I’m fucking with you again. Mostly. But seriously, you’re three for three with meeting beautiful magical women and having them wind up obedient to you. Maybe someday I’ll bring you to meet my parents, but not until you, Master Jack Sir, have demonstrated the ability to talk to someone from Faerie without them immediately winding up as one of your personal cocksleeves.”

I first let out a sigh of relief that the curvaceous woman wasn’t serious. Then I let my hands find her nipples, grabbing and squeezing them firmly enough that she gasped in surprise. From the way she started grinding her hips against me, while I had intended it mostly as a way to get back at her for her joke, the action was well received. I did it again. “Ok, no, that’s fine. I’ll let you handle that. I… ok, we talked earlier about you moving in, maybe I’ll go to the library while you get whatever stuff you want to bring over for the short term. It may be time to think about changing up my living arrangements though. I got this apartment when I was broke and single, maybe I should see if Sara can help me switch up my lease and move to a bigger apartment.”

The Puca immediately sighed dramatically, “‘Sara’ eh? Inside of my cunt for only the second time, and already thinking of other women.”

I rolled my eyes and squeezed her nipples again, loving the response it got from her. “She’s the landlady. Or complex manager, or whatever her actual title is. And yes, she’s cute, but I’m not really on the market, am I? Anyway, not the point, the point is you probably need more clothes than your admittedly very cute Halloween costume, and I need to do some research. Because yes, if it wasn’t clear, I think it’s a good idea for you to move in. Assuming you want to, and you think it’s the best way to avoid having to rush across town and stuff. Also, I think technically it’s still your turn for questions. I’ve asked three, and you’re at two.”

Rose slowly rolled her hips as she thought, making small circles with them that had my dick sliding around inside of her and sending shivers down my back. I resumed simply feeling her up, indulging a deep and primal need to just play with some really nice huge tits. Eventually, she asked, “Ok, third, I guess is more general and vague: How much do you want me in your life? Like, obviously I’m going to be involved, but neither of us exactly signed up for this. I mean, technically speaking, I did when I gave you that first ride, but my intention was to fuck with a cute guy because it sounded fun. I wasn’t exactly thinking of the possible long term consequences, but I also can’t say I didn’t know about them. Anyway, my point is you don’t have to include me in your life if I’m not wanted there. I can move in and just… go about my life other than bouncing on your dick sometimes.”

I immediately opened my mouth to protest, but paused, closing it before the words could escape, and forcing myself to actually think about the answer. On the one hand, she was clearly a charming individual, and I enjoyed her company thus far, but on the other she was entirely correct and neither of us really knew what we were getting into the night before. Ultimately, I shrugged my shoulders and responded, “I think we play it by ear? You’re right, we don’t really know each other yet, but so far you seem like good company. If you move in and we get on each other's nerves, maybe we just wind up as roommates who bang sometimes. If we get along, I’d be happy to call you my girlfriend, or whatever.”

Rose nodded, then cheerily corrected, “Harem-Slave. Or maybe Tit-Bitch. I haven’t decided what I’ll have you introduce me as, but probably one of those two!”

I rolled my eyes at that, retaliating with another sharp pinch at the Puca’s nipples which got a low moan to escape her lips. Then I continued, “My turn. I’m trying to not get into the big questions, we have plenty of time for those in the future. What do you want short term? Like, you mentioned a sewing room, is that something you enjoy and want to do? Actually, back up. That’s my second question now. First question, I should have already asked, but I’m a thoughtless and inconsiderate brute of a Master.” That got a laugh, which was good, because it’s exactly what I had been hoping for by playing into her game. “First question: What, if anything, do you do for work? I said yes to moving in, but I should have covered that first.”

The raven haired Fae woman responded instantly. “Oh, those are really both the same question, but you’re sweet to indulge your pair-of-tits-on-legs of a fucktoy by asking! My parents are kinda loaded, so I haven’t exactly worked, but I’ve always enjoyed sewing, so I set up an online shop a while ago. Right now I do custom commissions mostly through Etsy. It’s not exactly high roller territory, but I make more money than I spend on materials. Mostly costume pieces and lingerie and the like. That's why I asked about the sewing room. If you don’t plan on keeping me wrapped around your dick twenty four by seven, I’ll probably spend a lot of my off-cock time sewing.”

I had to admit that the casual way this vivacious and playful woman was referring to herself had me going almost as much as the way her pussy kept squeezing down on me. Cindy was blatantly and overtly sexual a lot of the time, and almost comically direct otherwise. Aubrette couldn’t directly address a sexual topic without it being rubbed in her face – sometimes literally – so while she was an extremely sexual woman, she struggled to actually talk about it. Rose was just… clearly having fun, and that was in turn very fun for me. And yes, the ideas she was flirting with were themselves hot, but I was enjoying her teasing words at least as much as the thought of keeping her around just for my pleasure. Probably. Or at least that’s what I told myself.

“That’s awesome! I can’t wait to see some of your work.” She beamed a smile at me, bright white teeth flashing between black lips.

“As for what I want short term, it’s basically what I want long term too. I want to have fun and enjoy myself. Puca aren’t really big long term thinkers. I’ve got hopes and dreams, but they’re things like, ‘Find the best dick’ and ‘Become the best known corset maker in the world’, not detailed career plans or anything. I’ve already done the first one, so I’ll probably focus on the second one for now? And just let you know if any of that changes?”

I smiled at that. “Yeah, that sounds great.” I finally let my hands drop off of Rose’s tits. I wasn’t done with them – I didn’t think I would ever be done with them – but I felt the need to explore the curvy little bombshell. I caressed down her sides and onto her hips, squeezing those and eliciting a little roll that sent delightful sensations down my shaft, before leaning forward a little so I could reach her full backside. I grabbed that, getting a good handful of her booty as I spoke. “Ok, third question – and I guess I could make this an order, but… actually, no, new third question. How much do you…” I stopped, realizing my thoughts were scattered, and commented, “You know, I’ve never realized how hard it was to have a serious conversation while a stacked Harem-Slave rode your dick.”

Rose responded to that by starting to slowly pump her hips back and forth as she happily sing-songed, “You’ll just have to practice a lot then!”

I metaphorically gritted my teeth, non-metaphorically groaned at the feel of her starting to actually move her pussy on my rock-hard cock, and tried to focus up. “Ok, Question Three-A: How much do you have to obey my orders? Three-B: How much do you want me to give you orders versus trying to avoid giving you orders?”

My newly claimed Puca started slowly raising and lowering herself, beginning to actually fuck me instead of just claiming my dick for her pussy, as she answered. “I think… I think I don’t have to do what you say, exactly. Like, if you told me to go home and fuck my mom and dad, I just… wouldn’t. It’s more like…” She hummed lightly, lifting off until I actually slipped free of her channel, then swearing, “Fuck!” She reached beneath herself, lining me up again so she could settle my length back into her needy pussy. “Ok, it’s more like… I can sense your needs, and I’m rewarded for both obeying you and for meeting your needs?”

As she spoke, Rose lifted her hand to my mouth and gently shoved her fingers past my lips. I parted them reflexively, realizing immediately that they were coated in her juices from when she had to reposition me, and spent a few moments licking and sucking them clean. She tasted great. Not as honey-sweet as Aubrette, but there was a tangy herbal note to her that had me looking forward to burying my face in her thick thighs.

“So, answer to A is not really, but I think if you told me to do something that you really needed, it’d be uncomfortable. Answer to B is… probably not all the time, but any time you really want to, and I’ll try to let you know if it gets too much. I’m not exactly a quiet little submissive slut like Aubrette, but… Like, you haven’t ordered me around much, but oh my god, I about came when you told me that we were showering. Oooh, can we try that? Can you tell me to cum right now? I’m not really close, but maybe...”

I was more than happy to carry out this experiment. I squeezed my hands on Rose’s ass, then wrapped my arms around her, hugging her tightly to my chest. She thrust herself down to get as much of my shaft inside her as she could, while I placed my lips against her ear. Whispering hotly, I commanded, “Tit-Slave, I want you to cum around your Master’s cock, right now.”

I felt the Puca’s channel instantly begin to spasm, followed almost immediately by her whole body shaking. Her arms wrapped around me, clutching me to her bounteous chest as she stammered out, “fFuck fuck yes, oh fuck god yes, Master!”

A quiet sound to my left had me turning my head to look, and I saw both Cindy and Aubrette standing in the doorway to Aubrette’s bedroom. The High Sidhe was wearing one of her cute one-piece dresses, and had her hand shoved up under her skirts to finger herself as she watched. She was swaying unsteadily on her feet, using the door frame to hold herself up, and I guessed that had something to do with the Sin Demon’s hand, which was also up under the redhead’s skirt while she stood beside and slightly behind the taller woman. Just based at a quick glance, I immediately surmised my little blonde had at least one finger up Aubrette’s ass, and the voyeur was clearly enjoying both the attention, and the chance to peep.

Rose stopped swearing in my ear a few moments later, eventually mumbling, “Mmm, thank you Master, that felt great. Though… a bit like empty calories? Felt good, wasn’t filling?” She pulled back enough to let her golden eyes meet mine. “Speaking of filling… that felt amazing but didn't satisfy me. Master, in the name of science, can I please ask a favor?” I raised an eyebrow expectantly and she continued, “Master, can you please fill your newest Harem Slave’s needy little pussy with your cum, and order me to cum as soon as you do? For science??”

She punctuated her request by beginning to bounce up and down on my cock rapidly, flexing her thighs to lift her up, then relaxing to impale herself as deeply as she was able. Having her riding my dick in my lap wasn’t the best position for deep penetration, but it felt absolutely amazing to feel her channel parting over the head of my dick repeatedly, and by the way she started moaning while she waited for my answer, she felt the same.

I enjoyed the sensations for a few moments longer, before ordering as imperiously as I could manage given the circumstances, “I, Jack, your Rider, Master, and Owner, hereby order you, Rose the Puca, to ride my big fat cock with your wet, greedy, needy little pussy, until I fill it with my cum, then orgasm as hard as you can when you feel me filling you up.”

The response was immediate. The naked Fairy in my lap started thrusting her hips rapidly, pumping them to slide me in and out of her as quickly as she could. I groaned, my hands slipping from her ass as she started shaking it. I instead found handholds on her chest, grabbing big handfuls of her massive tits while she fucked me.

I hadn’t thought that I was especially close to orgasm. Rose had been seated on my dick for… probably twenty or thirty minutes, but most of that time was spent with her just squeezing her channel around me, flexing her internal muscles around the width of my shaft. When she started riding me hard, though, my balls informed me that I was close. I heard a gasp from the door to Aubrette’s bedroom, but lacked the focus to see what the other two women were getting up to as I instead focused on being ridden to within an inch of my life.

I tried to give Rose warning, but my words died in my throat as she slammed her ass down on my thighs, impaling herself on me as deeply as she could manage and grinding down. The squeeze of her muscles while I was embedded in her cunt did it, and I found myself pumping blast after blast of cum up inside her. She screamed as I did, wordlessly at first but transitioning into a long, “ohfuckohfuckohfuckohfuckYESSSSSSSSS!!!!” as she came. As ordered, her orgasm seemed to last forever, and even as I felt the last few spurts of my cum jetting into her womb, I felt her cunt continuing to flutter and pulse around me. Only after my own orgasm had finished and settled down did she start to relax, languidly rolling her hips around in my lap. “Oh, Master, yes…” She pulled her head back, again making eye contact with me as she giggled helplessly and added, “Ok, I would like to revise my answer. Big-Dick-Master, will you please order your Puca fucktoy around in bed a lot? Like a whole lot? Maybe not out of bed, but I’m going to need you to tell me to do things naked a whole bunch. Science said so.”

I leaned my head forward and put my lips against the curvy little Fae woman’s ears as I whispered. “Cum for me again.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


AFTER AN HOUR or so of waking up, showering, and general preparations, I was piled into my Honda with Cindy, Aubrette, and Rose. Because one of those three was an actual demon of Sin, I was in the back seat, and Rose – the only other actually licensed driver – was behind the wheel. Aubrette was riding shotgun, and Cindy’s head was underneath my jacket, which I had placed over my lap. I had done that because otherwise, it would be blatantly obvious that she had her purple lips wrapped around the base of my dick, instead of mostly obvious. Anyone who looked through the window into the back seat of the car would see my jacket bouncing up and down in my lap while the tiny blonde contorted herself next to me, and probably wouldn’t have any difficulty connecting the dots, but it offered a tiny hint of modesty and deniability. That was good enough for now.

We were heading back towards the club, because we needed to retrieve Rose’s car. The drive home had taken more than half an hour the night before, but that was with no traffic. I probably needed Cindy to finish up well before then, though. Getting my dick sucked while we were on the highway was one thing, but we’d be driving down city streets soon enough.

The plan was for the girls to all go together to Rose’s parents to pick up enough of her stuff for a short term stay. They didn’t exactly live right next door, being to the south of the city proper, so while she could always go back if she forgot something, it was easier for her to have several changes of clothes and such handy.

While they did that with her car, I was planning on heading back to the library for another round of research. I had glanced over some sections on Puca on my last trip, but now I wanted to focus on the topic and see if I could learn more about the latest woman to enter my life.

We talked while we drove, though I’ll admit my contributions to the conversation probably weren’t as focused as they might be. Still better than Cindy, who was only managing to contribute wet slurping noises and the occasional lewd ‘gluk’ when she jammed my dick down her throat. The angle wasn’t great for it, so she had to really work to swallow it.

“No, the ‘costume’ last night was more my normal clubwear than anything actually Halloween specific. I know I could have gone for a full costume, but I’ve just always loved the whole Goth aesthetic. Drove my parents crazy. They’re all homespun salt of the earth folk at heart. Well, salt of Faerie really, but that saying doesn’t really exist as far as I can tell.” Rose’s voice was bubbly as she spoke, with an obvious note of fondness for her parents. “Plus, I’ve actually gotten more than one commission when some girl at the club asked me where I got my outfit and I got to tell her I made it myself. I am, after all, great advertising.”

I laughed at that. “Maybe the other two can model for you. I’m sure having more variety wouldn’t hurt.” I had planned to add more, but Cindy chose that moment to slide the head of my cock out of her throat and start swirling her tongue rapidly around it, and my focus drifted long enough that I lost my train of thought. I slipped my hand down under my jacket and pushed down until the little demon was swallowing me once more.

“Oooh, I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you Master Jack? Get all your harem slaves lined up in a series of lingerie and corsets and the like while they parade around in front of you…” I knew by Rose’s tone that she was teasing, but I also couldn’t deny that it sounded like a good idea. I kept my hand under the jacket, slipping my fingers through Cindy’s hair and using it to get a grip on her skull so I could control the pace of the blowjob. She followed along without complaint, following my cues such that I barely needed to exert pressure to have her sliding her lips along my shaft at the speed I wanted. Which was fast, at the moment – I really just wanted to dump a load of cum down her throat.

“I… anyway… I’ll… Rose, you get the stuff you need, I’ll meet you back at the apartment later. Then… more talk, get to know each other.” A giggle from the driver’s seat told me that I wasn’t doing a particularly good job in staying coherent.

“Jack, you just focus on the nice blonde and what she’s doing in your lap, we’ll talk when you have blood flowing to your upstairs brain.” I slumped back in my seat, acknowledging the wisdom of the Puca’s words. A couple minutes later, just as we were decelerating on the offramp, I groaned out my approval and shot spurt after spurt of my hot cum into my bound demon’s throat. Then, when she showed no signs of removing my dick from her throat, I used the fingers still tangled in her hair to carefully extract her from my lap.

“Sorry, uhh… what were we talking about?”

Twenty minutes later, I was watching as the girls pulled away in a little crossover SUV, hoping and praying that they didn’t get up to too much chaos. I hopped back in my own Honda and tapped the address for the library on my phone navigation app, then took off.



It didn’t take me too long to arrive at the library, going to the same little branch I had visited before. I knew I could probably find better – or at least more – books going to a larger location, but I liked this one. It had a pleasant atmosphere and I just generally got good vibes there.

The same Black woman was working at the reception desk when I arrived, though this time she was accompanied by an older white woman. Both were engaged in some kind of debate with a middle aged man, but I also didn’t think I needed assistance right away – any books talking about Puca were likely to be in the same section I had previously visited.

I walked straight in past the reception desk, down several aisles, and eventually arrived at section 398.2 of the dewey decimal system. I started by grabbing the couple books that I knew mentioned Puca, tossed a couple more that looked promising, then went off in search of a free corner to do some reading.

It didn’t take me too long to find one – one of the benefits of setting your own schedule is that you can do your library hours when everyone else is working – and I took advantage of a convenient outlet to set up my laptop and start taking notes.

Unfortunately, a couple hours later the little text window I had open was still disappointingly sparse. I’d found a couple of myths and legends, including two that mentioned using spurs, but none of it seemed particularly useful. Worse, a fair amount was actively contradictory. One of the spurs myths, for example, stated that just having spurs on your shoes would ward off Puca, while the other claimed that you could control a Puca with spurs, but doing so would have your house harassed for months to come by the creature. I had already revisited the Myths and Fairytales section without much luck, so I took my stack of books and my laptop back up to the desk. The librarian had mentioned a way to borrow books from other libraries, and I thought it might be worth a try.

The older woman was nowhere to be seen when I arrived at the front desk, so I approached the same woman I had spoken with last time. I was struck again that she was just striking. Pretty wouldn’t be the first word to come to my mind, but not because she was in any way unattractive. It was more that she had a series of features that individually were somewhat nondescript, but which came together as more than the sum of their parts. I still couldn’t quite place her age, either, though I was still leaning towards a few years older than I was.

She dropped a bookmark and closed the heavy book she was perusing as I approached, offering me a perfunctory smile. Her face didn’t show any particular signs of recognition when she looked at me, but I supposed that while I only spoke to a very limited number of librarians, she probably talked to dozens of different visitors a day. Still, she was as professionally polite as could be, “Hello sir, did you find everything you were looking for?” She indicated the small stack of books I was in the process of setting down, while closing her own heavy tome.

“Kinda… Last time I spoke with you, you mentioned something about a library loan program. I was hoping to take advantage of that.” She helped me stack the books on the counter, starting to carry them over to a return cart so she could reshelve them later. While she did, I added, “I’m looking for books with more details on Puca. And I guess if we’re carting books here, you mentioned some that might go into some details on demons and Sin in the history of the Catholic church?”

That last part finally got a glimmer of recognition as she nodded slowly. “I’ll have to look them up again, but no problem, I’d be happy to help. Do you have your library card with you? And… Sidhe and you mentioned Sin Demons?” I handed the little piece of plastic over and she set it next to her computer, then typed a couple things in.

“Puca and Sin Demons. I finished the research I needed to do on Sidhe already. For now, anyway.” Her eyes flicked up to my face for a moment, studying me before she looked back to her screen and resumed typing. Eventually she turned the monitor around so I could see it, leaning forward a bit so she could see as she indicated the titles there. My eyes instinctively dipped down when she did so. She was wearing a mustard yellow blouse which showed off deep cleavage. My standards had just been rewritten the night before, but even the comparatively modest neckline of her shirt showed off enough to distract me for a moment until my actual thinking-brain kicked in.

The screen held a number of titles that she had queued up and ready to request. I spent a minute glancing over them and the short descriptions, then gave the librarian my most winning smile. “That looks great! Any idea how long it will take?”

She gave a little half shrug as she responded, “Usually three to five days. We’ll send you a text when they get in, Mr. Puttman.” I started when she said my name, my brow furrowing for a few seconds until I realized I had just given her my library card a couple minutes before. I then glanced about, checking for a nametag but coming up empty.

“That sounds great! I’ll be back in three to five days then, I guess!” I grabbed my laptop off the counter, took the library card she handed back to me, and made my farewells.



Arriving back at my apartment, I hauled myself up the three sets of stairs, reflecting that it wasn’t just sex with a couple of highly enthusiastic women that had been getting me into shape, it was also the increased number of trips I’d been taking lately leading to me never skipping leg day. I wasn’t in any kind of financial shape to buy a house – especially since I had only ‘gone legit’ in terms of bookkeeping recently, but the idea of not having either anyone on top of me or tons of stairs to climb was increasingly appealing.

The apartment door was locked when I got home, so I carefully juggled my laptop bag and my keys for a moment, eventually managing to turn the key in the lock and open the door. Glancing around, I started to call out a greeting, only for my words to die in my throat. Standing in the middle of my living room, trapped between the TV and my couch, was a horse. A beautiful, sleek, jet black horse. With a shiny black coat that shone in the lights of the apartment. It turned its head, one golden eye regarding me for a long moment, before it blinked and lowered its mouth towards the carpet as though to graze.

I stood in frozen shock, until the thought that it was about to start chewing on the carpet got some motion into me. How had it even gotten inside? I was up three flights of stairs, and it looked big enough I wasn’t sure it would even fit through the door. I managed to find my voice, leaving the door open behind me and stepping through as I called, “Nonono, I, please don’t…”

Then the horse laughed. Or at least, it snorted hot air through flaring nostrils and its barrel chest shook. I gaped in utter incomprehension. The horse tossed its head back, its long black mane swishing from one side of its neck to the other. Then, as I watched, it began to collapse in on itself. Its neck shortened, its chest shrunk in on itself, and its nose flattened in. Its tail just slid in, vanishing entirely. Its fur vanished, morphing into a skirt and t-shirt.

In moments, the horse was gone, leaving a raven haired, very busty woman bending over to touch the ground, laughing too hard to stand up.

I glared at Rose. I very deliberately walked over, set my laptop down on the table, then turned to close up the apartment door. Cindy and Aubrette both walked out of the latter’s bedroom, and by the time they were joining us, my Puca had managed to get her laughter under control enough to stammer out, “Ooooh, your face. That was perfect.” Then she burst out into peals of laughter again. Cindy was smirking, while my Sidhe Vassal looked trepidatious. I waved off whatever concerns she had, shaking my head and letting out a quiet laugh myself.

“Ok, no, I admit, that was pretty good. I should’ve expected that one, really, that’s on me.” As I spoke, I walked over to the demon and the Sidhe, gathering a kiss from each. My little blonde slipped me some aggressive tongue as I did, while my tall redhead was noticeably more chaste – at least until I grabbed her neck and slid my tongue past her luscious lips to taste her honey and strawberry mouth. I didn’t linger, but by the time I pulled back and turned my head, Rose was already standing only a few feet away, head tilted back, pouty lips pursed up and waiting for a kiss. They were, once more, glossy and black. I laughed, leaning down to kiss the Puca quickly, only for her to wrap her arms around my neck after a quick peck so she could get her own time with her tongue in my mouth.

When she finally released me, she commented, “I can probably only get away with that one once, you’ll be expecting a horse next time. I’ll have to wait a couple years before I do it again.” Then she giggled again, and the motion sent her t-shirt jiggling in a way that made me want to keep the little goth fairy laughing forever. I bent down and kissed her again, smiling as I stood and looked around, “Ok, so – mission success?”

In the end, it was actually Aubrette who gave the best summary of the trip, drawing on her centuries of experience as expedition support for the whims of the Royal Sidhe Court she once served. The ladies had visited Rose’s parents out in the southern part of the city and retrieved not just sufficient clothes for the Puca, but also a sewing machine and several projects she was working on. For the time being, they were mostly packed away into the corner of Aubrette’s bedroom, since it was the only place to put them, but when Rose was ready to work, the Sidhe could manifest an area for her to occupy.

Cindy’s contribution to the conversation was mostly to point out that my Puca mount’s mother did, indeed, have a bigger rack than her daughter. This earned her a glare from the raven haired woman, and a repeated declaration that she wasn’t taking me to meet them any time soon. The Sin Demon responded by giving me a smokey look for some reason, leaving me holding up my hands in front of myself and backing away. “Nope, nope, not going there. Not gonna press that issue no matter how hot Rose’s mom is.”

Somehow, that didn’t make things better.

Eventually Aubrette went to take a turn with the laptop. Her little under the table cleaning business was operating under a model pretty similar to what I had done half a year ago, before Cindy’s assistance let me start to expand my services. She coordinated with people via email, scheduled times out, and mostly just collected cash from other residents of the apartment complex. It wasn’t complex, and it didn’t bring in a ton of cash, but the extra spending money was nice.

Cindy curled up on the couch, tugging a blanket over herself and letting her brilliant green eyes close, apparently embracing the Sin of Sloth for the moment. That left me with Rose, so I took the chance to ask a question I had been wondering about for a while. “So, your lips… is that lipstick, or are you making them black somehow?”

The little bombshell of a woman pursed her lips together, blowing a kiss at me from her black lips. Which then rapidly became the same purple as Cindy’s, before flashing through green, yellow, a natural pink, eventually settling on a shade I could only describe as ‘fuck me red’, blowing a kiss to me each time. Then they parted as she said, “Minor transformation effects like that don’t really cost anything noticeable. I usually just stick with lip gloss to make them shine and do the color myself.”

I couldn’t help myself, and lowered my head to claim said lips for myself, slipping my arms around the curvaceous woman and kissing her for a moment. She made no move to object, instead tilting her head back and humming happily against my mouth. Eventually, I pulled back and asked, “What other kinds of changes can you do? You mentioned a few different forms you normally switch back and forth between – wanna show off?”

Reaching down, Rose gripped the bottom of her t-shirt and peeled it off, revealing a heavy black bra beneath. After tossing the shirt onto the back of the couch, she reached behind herself and spent a moment undoing the clasps of the thick bra band, letting her huge chest bounce free. I watched in total fascination as she wiggled her hips back and forth, her heavy breasts swaying with the motion as she slid her skirt and panties past her wide hips. Gloriously nude, she took a moment to plant her hands on her hips and pose for me. Then, once she was sure she had my attention, she announced, “Ok, showoff time! You already saw my horse form, so I’ll skip that for now, but the whole ‘riding’ thing doesn’t have to be sexual. If you need to go galloping through a meadow somewhere, I’m your gal. Instead…”

As she trailed off, she rippled slightly, bits of her seeming to shift like liquid. A set of black whiskers, like a cats, sprouted from both round cheeks. Her eyes remained golden, but her pupils widened and stretched out to both sides, becoming a bar just like the one I saw on her horse form. Looking down, I saw that her figure had become a little fuller everywhere – her stomach was bigger, her tits were threatening to reach anime-girl levels, with long pronounced nipples. Her hips widened, and her thighs fleshed out a little more. As my eyes continued down, I noticed that her feet were no longer human – they now ended in narrow little goat’s hoofs, and were surrounded by jet black fur that ran up about halfway to her knee.

Once she was sure I had taken in all of the obvious changes, she turned around, and wiggled her very full ass at me. Right on top of it, at the base of her spine, was a jet black poof of a bunny tail.

I had been vaguely wondering what my response to seeing this form would be. She had flashed it to me briefly the first night I met her, but I’d been more than a little tipsy at the time. When I thought back to it later, I’d been concerned that I’d find the animal features she displayed to be somehow uncanny or too off-putting. After all, I’m not into goats or horses, and while catgirls in anime can be cute, I had no idea what the reality would look like. The 2019 Cats movie had intruded painfully into my unconsciousness, my memory refusing to let go of it.

Watching the nude woman slowly turning around for my inspection now, I realized that whatever buried anxiety I had on the topic were entirely without merit. Rose was adorable. The little non-human traces she displayed just served to highlight the woman underneath them even more. She completed her spin and then looked up at me, and I was insightful enough to guess at the cause of the slight touch of worry on her features.

I stepped forward and slid my arms around her shoulders, leaning in for yet another kiss. Her whiskers rubbed against my face as I did, leading to me giggling unexpectedly into her mouth, but I squeezed harder to prevent her from escaping when that lead to her trying to pull back. Only when I was sure my message had been received did I release her lips and tell her honestly, “You’re beautiful.”

She beamed up at me, preening a little. “You’re not too bad yourself, Master Jack Sir. Ok, two… nope, three more I’m going to show off for you now. First, one o’ my favorites.” She again made sure I was watching, before suddenly shrinking. Her skin darkened rapidly, sprouting fur as she got smaller, and smaller, and smaller, until an adorable jet black cat stood on its hind legs. She lowered herself to all fours, then very deliberately let out a little ‘meow.’ Then she walked forward, rubbing herself around my legs as she did a quick circle around them. I couldn’t help myself – I immediately bent down, reaching out for her and picking her up to cradle her to my chest.

“Rose, you are absolutely adorable. I haven’t been able to keep a cat since I moved out of my parents place, so I hope you know you’re going to act as a lap warmer sometimes.” She purred loudly, bumped herself against my cheek, but then squirmed until I put her down. As I watched, the process reversed itself, the cat growing and shifting right in front of me until I was nearly knocked over by the nude woman right in front of me. She wrapped her arms around me for a quick hug.

“Master Jack, I would be honored to sit in your lap.” Then she half-closed her eyelids, her voice growing smokey as she added, “In cat form too, if you like…” A moment later, she was smiling brightly and announcing, “Ok, second-to-last!”

Rose’s next transformation took quite a bit longer. She shrank down once more, her whole body again seeming to flow like liquid until at my feet was a large black raven. At a glance, she was probably longer in this form than she was in her cat form, which caused my eyes to widen. I hadn’t ever really thought of ravens as large, but she was probably the biggest bird I’d been this close to. As though sensing my thoughts, she snapped her wings out to either side, displaying a truly impressive wingspan that had to be nearly five feet. She rotated her wings a little, showing off iridescent feathers, then tilted her head to fix a single golden eye on me. I blinked, having expected it to be a beady black, but instead found myself transfixed by the solid golden orb. Then she almost solemnly announced, “Caw,’ before again changing back.

Her transformation back into a beautiful woman was faster than her one going from woman to bird, and I tried to make a note to ask her for details about that when she was done. She was still standing with her arms outstretched when she finished, and she turned that into a little bow. Then she stepped forward until her breasts pressed to my chest, tilting her head up with her lips pursed and demanding another kiss. I delivered it, and she smiled happily. “I should probably practice that one more often, but honestly… I’m a lousy flier. You’d think it’d be fun and exciting, but really it’s just a lot of fighting with the air to get somewhere that you could probably walk to more easily.”

I laughed and repeated something I had read online. “If humans could fly, we’d call it exercise and avoid it at all costs.” That got a firm nod of agreement from the Puca. Then she stepped back just a little, studying my face carefully. She nodded to herself, then pointed to the little wooden chair by the kitchenette.

“Sit!” I raised my eyebrows, but complied with her demand. She moved to follow, standing just a couple feet in front of me, then scrunching up her face in concentration. This transformation was the slowest yet, which let me keep track of most of the changes as she made them. She got a little taller, topping out at probably five foot seven. Her stomach slowly pulled in, becoming nearly as flat as Cindy’s. Her hips remained wide, but her thighs narrowed until a gap appeared at their apex. Her tits swelled and perked up, rising along her chest as though they were balloons being pumped full of helium, each one completely ludicrous in size – her rack was now as big as the rest of her torso and supernaturally high on her chest. Her nipples shrank down, becoming crinkled pink nubs on the end of the enormous orbs floating in front of her. Finally, as she leaned forward to glance over herself, the little thatch of black pubic hair she kept just disappeared, vanishing back into her body.

She looked… she looked like she had just stepped out of a hentai, from some deranged artist’s wet dream. She gave me her best smile and said, “Well, Master, want a lap dance?”

I laughed, shaking my head no. “Nope! Not like this. Maybe when I was fourteen I would’ve said yes, but… honestly, it’s a little uncanny valley. Like this is the shape the body snatchers would take to lure me away somewhere. Or like you’re hiding some teeth where you shouldn’t…”

She winked, asking, “Who says I’m not? Wanna check?” She wiggled her hips, thrusting them forward to show off her completely hairless pussy. It was unnaturally smooth and pink, and wildly disconcerting. I shook my head in another firm no.

“Nope! Nu uh! No thank you!” I paused, then added, “I’ll take you up on that lapdance, but only if you shift back. And maybe not right now.” She inhaled deeply – causing her inflated tits to rise high on her chest – then let it out slowly, rippling and reverting to the first form I ever saw her in. Rather than giving me a lap dance, though, she just walked up in front of me and bent down. She took a moment to rub my face between her boobs, then backed up enough to let her reach down and unzip my pants. Her hand slipped past my fly, fished around until she managed to navigate into my boxers, then wrapped itself around my dick. I was already fully hard – a process which started when she first stripped off her shirt, but which kept getting thrown for loops as she turned into animals. That was neat, but my poor erection wasn’t keeping up well with the change between beautiful woman and critter.

With my cock free and standing up proudly in the air of my apartment, Rose spun around, backed herself up into my lap, then lowered herself down. She didn’t actually move to put me inside of her, but instead trapped my dick between her thighs as she snuggled in.

I was… not really complaining, but I’ll admit my eyebrows shot up at the liberty she had taken. I supposed I had indicated I was ok with her sitting on my dick when she brought it up before, but … ok, I wasn’t going to complain. Instead I brought my hands up to grope her tits, lifting the heavy breasts and occasionally squeezing her nipples. She hummed happily before speaking. “I’m… kinda glad you aren’t a fan. It’s more work to maintain that than I would like. Oh, I should be able to manage a goat too, but I keep popping back as soon as I succeed. Maybe with more practice, but it’s just not something I normally need, so…”

I laughed, shaking my head. “No, I shouldn’t think so.” Her thighs shifted slightly, flexing to squeeze down on my cock. “I like you the way you are. You’re beautiful, and sexy. In this form or your…” I trailed off, trying to figure out how to word my question. “Real form? Other form? Fairy Form?”

She shrugged. “My parents always called it our true form. Most Puca in Faerie have some animal traits to them, they just hide them away when they’re in the mortal realm. Me, though, I’ve looked more like this for most of my life, so it’s just as easy, just as much ‘me’ as the other version. Call it my true form, or my fairy form if you like.” She leaned back against my chest, “And if you want the bigger girls, I’m happy to switch to it.”

That got another laugh from me and I flexed my hands, digging them into the yielding flesh of her huge tits. “I can’t say they don’t look nice, but you’ve got bigger boobs than I know what to do with now. Ok, that’s a lie, I know exactly what to do with your boobs. Let me rephrase: You have enough boob for any of my purposes, if I decide later that I need you to grow huge – no, huger – tits, I will keep that option in mind. Otherwise, though… as long as we’re in private, take whichever form suits your mood I guess?” Then I slid my fingers to her nipples, starting to grab and pinch them lightly.

A glance towards the bedroom doors revealed exactly what I expected – Aubrette was standing in the doorframe watching us after having finished her work. I grinned as an idea struck me. “C’mon!” I squeezed Rose’s nipples one more time, then released them to pat her thighs instead. “Let’s move this party to the couch. We’re going to watch a movie and I’m going to take you up on an offer you made yesterday. Oh, and before I forget, I’m going to give you homework.”

The Puca looked disappointed for a moment, but her expression soon turned curious. She slid from my lap, apparently perfectly comfortable walking around my apartment in the nude. It occurred to me that I really needed to refresh my cleaning ritual around my couch, just to make sure it stayed… habitable. That couch had seen a lot of use in the past few months, and I didn’t foresee that changing.

Since Aubrette had finished with the laptop, I borrowed it and fired off a quick print job. As my wireless printer started grinding and churning out pages in the corner, I plopped down next to Cindy. The Sin Demon stirred at the motion, poking her head out from the blanket to examine me. I hadn’t bothered tucking my dick back into my pants after Rose pulled it out, so the little blonde reached a hand out to encircle it. She gave it a few fond pumps with her delicate fingers, then shifted. I glanced up to where Aubrette was watching in fascination, one of her hands unconsciously creeping down her abdomen until she realized I was looking. She flushed bright red and folded her hands in front of herself. I pointed to my left, and she obediently seated herself.

My couch wasn’t big enough for four people, which left Rose out in the cold – so to speak. I held up a hand for her, asking that she wait, and she shrugged amenably. Then, as I started to pull up something to watch, she meandered off to the fridge to forage. By the time I had The Shape of Water queued up, she had popped the cap off of one of my beers and returned. I scootched back against the back of the couch, and she needed no further invitation. She claimed my lap as her seat, resting back against me comfortably. Her thick soft thighs again engulfed my dick, slowly rubbing back and forth around it as she shifted to get comfortable.

The opening of the movie passed like that, before Rose – still fully naked – decided she was cold. She reached over to snag the blanket Cindy was sheltering under and pulled it over her lap. This exposed the Sin Demon’s legs, and she responded by shuffling over and curling up against my side, re-covering herself as she did so. Insatiable demon of Lust that she was, though, she didn’t stop there. Once she and my Puca were under the same blanket, I felt Cindy’s hand slide up onto Rose’s thigh. The raven haired beauty stiffened for a moment in surprise, but then let out a quiet throaty chuckle as she figured out Cindy’s plan. The little blonde pushed her hand between the Puca’s thighs, letting her fingertips just lightly trace up and down the bottom of my shaft. The position was a little awkward, so she couldn’t do more than tease, but having one woman toying with my dick while it was between another woman’s legs just felt delightfully… Sinful.

Apparently Rose agreed. As the movie went on, I felt her starting to shift and wriggle in my lap. Nothing drastic, but enough to let me know that she was either uncomfortable, or turned on. The occasional happy hum I heard from her let me know it was probably the latter.

An odd thought occurred to me when I realized that the squirming lapful of Puca I had wasn’t really causing me any discomfort. I hadn’t planned on us staying in this position long term, because I knew that as nice as it was having someone snuggling in my lap, my legs would start to feel the strain of holding them after a while. Instead, though, I felt just as comfortable as I did the moment she first settled in. I tried to think of a way to phrase the question that wouldn’t get me in trouble, failed to focus for a while when Cindy’s finger found a sensitive spot under the head of my dick, and just decided to plow ahead with what I had. “Hey… not to ruin the mood or anything, but… normally I can only keep someone in my lap for a little while before my thighs start to complain. They aren’t complaining now, and I don’t think it’s just because of how happy I am to have Rose there.”

That got a laugh from Rose and a deliberate wiggle to press her butt into me, as well as a quiet chuckle from Cindy. It was Aubrette who spoke, though, her voice barely louder than the dialogue of the movie. “You are now linked to three beings of magic. We talked about Glamour changing you before, it is possible this is more of the same. It is also possible you are being affected by the Sin you channel as well.”

The source of said Sin took that as her cue. She shoved her hand forward, forcing Rose’s thighs far enough apart that she could wrap her hand fully around my shaft. The Puca immediately closed them once more, trapping it there, but it left Cindy with enough mobility that she could work her wrist up and down a little as she added, “In truth it would be a surprise if you weren’t impacted. Did you think you would be unchanged by the powers you channel?”

I sat in stunned silence at that question, not having an answer at hand. I hadn’t really thought about the possibility, and it struck me that while I seemed to be doing well overall, I was also adrift in dark waters without a guide. In truth, the only reason I was even alive was my Gift, and that wasn’t a lighthouse to navigate by. That was more like shining a tiny flashlight into the waters and paddling frantically when it revealed a reef.

I was prevented from sinking too far into my thoughts when the hand around my dick squeezed gently, Cindy’s voice whispering in my ear, “Do not fret, Master. I do not believe you will be changed for the worse. If nothing else, you gave your mount one load of your seed this morning, fed me a second while we drove, and show no sign of softening. You have three women to fill with your cum, and you are virile enough to make that a possibility.”

I smirked at that, unable to deny the truth of it. I had three beautiful women, and a year ago I wouldn’t have been able to do them anything like the justice they deserved. Now, though, even though I had cum twice today, I knew without question I had a third in me. And, to that end, her words pushed me towards a specific action. “You are so right. Rose, I hate to ask you to move – I really, really hate asking such a beautiful woman to leave my lap – but…” She wiggled herself once more, then stood, Cindy releasing me to let her stand. As she did, I turned to my left, facing my auburn haired vassal. “You. Strip. Your Lord requires the services of his concubine.”

From the way Aubrette jumped off of the couch, you’d guess someone stuck her with a pin. She frantically scrabbled at her clothing in her haste to obey, and moments later she was as naked as Rose, both Fae women looking down towards me. The contrast between their expressions was so severe as to be almost comical. My Sidhe burned with embarrassment, her body flush from the tops of her breasts to her face, even as her eyes treacherously refused to leave my still exposed dick. The Puca who I now claimed, though, had a mirthful expression, her eyes dancing between me, my dick, and the other naked woman.

I gestured to my left, addressing Rose. “You now have a seat available, if you’d do me the honor of joining me.” She did, seating herself so that she was lightly pressed to my side. I waited until she was settled in, then slipped my hand into her lap, fingers working their way between her thighs until she parted them for me and let me start to tease and play with the outside of her extremely wet pussy. I used my right hand to point down, at the ground in front of me. Focusing my eyes on Aubrette, I put on my best, most stern and authoritative tone. In the last few months I’d had the chance to practice it, and I loved watching the way the extremely submissive Sidhe reacted. “You. Kneel before your lord. Put your mouth where it belongs and show me that you deserve to remain in my service.”

The effect might have been spoiled a little as a giggle escaped Rose’s lips, but you wouldn’t have known it by the look on Aubrette’s face. The Sidhe was a picture of agonized delight as she dropped to her knees in front of me, immediately burying her head in my lap. I felt her wonderfully full lips part to accept my cock, before she immediately started licking and sucking in my second blowjob of the day. I turned my eyes to my right and was met by Cindy’s brilliant green eyes. She waited until I was looking at her, then shifted to push the blankets off of her lap. Both of her hands took mine and guided them between her legs. Somehow she was already naked from the waist down, and my fingertips met molten moisture as she parted her thighs to accept them. She spoke, not bothering to whisper, drowning out the still playing movie. “Master, please fingerbang this slut of yours while your redheaded bitch bobs her head up and down on your massive cock. Your unworthy little fucktoy would absolutely love to let you feel just how soaked her tight little cunt gets just knowing that her Master is getting a fraction of the pleasure he deserves.”

I couldn’t refuse a request like that. I curled my fingers in as Cindy spread her legs as far as she could, letting my fingertips slip past the hairless outer lips of her pussy to begin to probe her scorching depths. Aubrette moaned around my dick as she heard the Sin Demon speak, unable to contribute with her mouth full, but bobbing her head enthusiastically in agreement. To my left, Rose added her contribution to the conversation. “Oooh, I knew she was going to be a kinky bitch, but she’s fun. Master Jack, Sir, I don’t know that I’ll be as good at begging, but your big-tittied Puca would love to point out that her pussy is a needy, greedy little thing if you want to put your fingers to work there too…”

I did. I curled my fingers on both hands, letting me push my middle fingers each into a different pussy, feeling their slick holes squeeze down on the digits. I knew I probably wasn’t giving either woman the full attention she deserved, but neither complained as I pumped first one, then both my middle and ring fingers into Cindy and Rose’s cunts.

For the next several minutes, I fingered two different women while a third did her best to bury my dick in her throat. Unlike Cindy, who had no gag reflex at all, Aubrette had to work to get her lips to the bottom of my shaft. The tall redhead choked from time to time, needing to pull back to catch her breath, buying herself time by pumping both hands along my spit-soaked shaft. Then she would release it, only to try once more to lodge my cock in her throat.

Rose moaned quietly, emitting happy hums as my fingers slid in and out of her slick channel. I glanced over to see that her hands were on her huge breasts, idly playing with her own nipples as I fingered her. My hips bucked at that sight just a little, but my Sidhe pressed onward, using that bit of extra momentum to finally force the head of my cock into her throat. She pressed her face into my lap, swallowing repeatedly to massage me while her drool dripped down my shaft and onto my balls.

My Sin Demon, meanwhile, decided that still having her shirt on meant she was overdressed. She whipped off her t-shirt in a swift motion, tossing it into the corner of the room and baring her tiny tits, while leaving me the only person in the room wearing clothes. She shifted around a little, careful not to dislodge my hand from her soaking wet cunt, even as she leaned her head against my shoulder and whispered up to me. “This is how it should be, Master. Surrounded by women, naked and wet and eager. Enthusiastic mouths and cunts and asses for you to take and fill…”

I repeated a little litany in my head, reminding myself that the hot little blonde whispering in my ear was a literal demon of Lust, but god damn was she making a lot of sense right now. My upstairs brain might have had some reservations, but my downstairs brain was in wholehearted agreement. Watching Aubrette’s gorgeous auburn curls as she slid her lips along my shaft, while I felt both Cindy and Rose writhing at my touch was… addictive.

I felt Rose cum first. The black haired Puca suddenly clamped her thighs down around my hand, trapping it in place while she squirmed and moaned beside me. My eyes rolled back in my head at the combined assault of sounds and sensations I was experiencing, and Aubrette took that as her queue. The Sidhe woman sped up, no longer trying to swallow my dick, but instead focusing on sustained steady motion to bring me over the edge. Just as I felt my balls begin to pull back, readying themselves to pump my load into my vassal’s mouth, I heard Cindy whisper hotly beside me, “Fuck yes, Master, fill the horny slut’s mouth while your bitches cum on your hands, fuck yes, fuck fuck FUCK!”

The Sin Demon mirrored Rose, trapping my right hand as well as she came around it. I fired load after load of my hot seed into Aubrette’s waiting lips, feeling her swallowing as rapidly as she could. It wasn’t enough, and she had to pull back to avoid choking, receiving the last couple spurts across her face. Half drunk with lust, the Sidhe used her hands to gather up the cum which had escaped her, greedily scooping it into her mouth to swallow it before again lowering her head into my lap. Her tongue slid over my cock, causing me to spasm slightly as it brushed along my suddenly oversensitive shaft. I felt Cindy relax her thighs, allowing me to free my hand. Rose made no move to do so, but when I glanced over and saw her playful smile, I realized that was on purpose. She wiggled a little, pressing herself against my sodden fingers, then said brightly, “That was fun! What’s for dinner?”

I laughed. On the TV, a light piano and string piece played as the title of the film flashed up, and I realized I had missed fully half of the movie, having no idea what happened after… after… something about a cat, I think. Somehow, it just didn’t seem important.

The rest of the evening was spent enjoying dinner together courtesy of Aubrette’s talent bringing forth some excellent to-go Tapas. Rose was the first one of the ladies to get dressed, and as tempted as I was to make the other two stay naked, I eventually shook that thought free and asked them to dress. I wanted a reasonably clear head about myself as I sat down to do my own homework. Handing the curvaceous Puca one copy, I sat down on the couch with a pen and started finally filling out my own copy of the same questionnaire about kinks and sexual preferences I had given my Sidhe vassal shortly after meeting her.

It wasn’t my first time reading the questions, so I went through it fairly quickly, but it did force me to think about some things in order to give an honest answer. For example, I hadn’t put too much thought into it when Aubrette checked the ‘enthusiastic consent’ option when it asked about ‘wearing symbolic ornaments’, since that hadn’t really come up in our play yet. Looking at that option now immediately brought a vision to mind of all three women, each wearing a color coded collar, and I realized I hadn’t given this the attention it really deserved.

I flipped back to the first page once again and actually focused on the task, doing my best to not get distracted. I did, however, use that as something of a guideline. The more easily my mind started conjuring images of one or more of the women being involved in an activity, the more likely I was to mark it as a preference.

Rose was still working on the checklist when I finished, and I resisted the urge to peek over her shoulder. I was very much looking forward to seeing what she put down, but I didn’t want to rush or pressure her and wind up with a less accurate result. Instead, I pulled up my laptop, and fired off a couple quick emails to confirm appointments. I realized as I was typing up the last one that I had re-written a sentence three times because my concentration was starting to slip, so I closed the laptop with that particular email unsent, and meandered towards the bathroom to start getting ready for bed.

Aubrette was the only one who had joined me by the time I fell asleep, my arms wrapped around the tall redhead. I had expressed several months back that I enjoyed cuddling when I was drifting off, and if Cindy wasn’t already in bed when I started getting ready, the Sidhe would often take that as a cue to join me. I drifted off with the scent of spring flowers and honey filling my nose, Aubrette’s back snuggled up to my chest.



When I awoke the following morning, it took a little groping around to discover that I had Cindy draped halfway over me, but the bed was otherwise empty. A noise I didn’t immediately recognize, some kind of mechanical ‘chgchgchg’ sound, drew my attention, so I wandered into the living room, leaving the little demon to her Sloth. There was no sign of Aubrette, which wasn’t terribly surprising – she always tried to get her cleaning work scheduled as early as possible, so she could be available later to ‘attend your needs, My Lord’. Instead, I discovered Rose hunched over the little coffee table I had salvaged from a college dumpster some years back, with a mass of white fabric and lace spread out in front of her.

The noise was coming from some kind of sewing machine she had placed on top of it, and I watched in fascination for a while as she deftly maneuvered a piece of sheer white cloth through it. I was about to speak when my Gift perked up, warning me of the danger of distracting her with a dull red flash. Nothing disastrous, but not good either. Eventually she paused, and I waited until her hands were free of the device before quietly greeting her. “Morning Rose… sewing machine?”

The curvy Puca started, validating my guess that she hadn’t heard me, and turned towards me. She smiled the moment her golden eyes settled on my face, but then shook her head. “Serger. Similar idea but makes more professional looking edges.” She held up the piece she had just finished. To my untrained eye, I couldn’t see any particular difference, but she was the expert, so I just nodded along. I padded over to the kitchenette, quietly muttering a word of gratitude to Aubrette when I saw there was coffee already brewed.

I poured myself a mug and, while I started adding creamer and sweetener, asked, “Got any plans for the day? Obviously sewing. Serging? What’s the verb here?” That got a laugh from Rose, and I smiled to myself. She might have embraced a generally Goth aesthetic – being dressed today in a tight black t-shirt and jeans that hugged her wide hips – but her vibes were relentlessly upbeat.

“Sewing works. Serging is technically correct for what I’m doing right now, but since I’m doing more than just that, the more general word fits. And that depends somewhat on you, Master Jack Sir. I’m usually most productive in the morning… actually, I didn’t wake you, did I? I’m sorry if I did, I’m just used to working first thing, otherwise I tend to get distracted…” Rose seemed to realize she was rambling, gave me a helpless shrug, then turned back to her work while I answered.

“I don’t think you did. Or at least, I wasn’t conscious of the noise until I was out of bed, so no worries there.” Now that she brought it to mind, one of the rituals from the book that I hadn’t managed to pull off successfully was supposed to create a noise damping effect for some time. If she was going to be using a sewing machine – sorry, serger – in the morning on a regular basis, maybe it was time to give it another try.

I took a sip of coffee, trying to wake up and focus, and realized that Rose had started talking while I was lost in thought and I had missed the first few words. “...for the next few hours, unless my Rider needs me for something. Then I was actually kinda hoping to tag along with you while you work.” I had mentioned my schedule to the ladies the evening before, so her knowing I was heading out in the afternoon wasn’t a surprise. “I’d normally spend the afternoon napping, gaming, or browsing the internet, but if you’re willing to put up with me…”

I held up a hand to interrupt her. “It’s not putting up with you, Rose, I’d love to have you come along. I was planning on bringing Cindy anyway, one of my afternoon appointments is for a car restore, and I usually try to have her help with that. Showing up with not one but two gorgeous women can only help my mystique among my clientele. Actually… are you any good at ritual magic?” I paused, then spoke again before she could answer. “Wait, back one step first – what kind of gaming?”

She giggled, and I settled onto the couch nearby to watch her. About half of it was currently occupied by bits of cloth, and what looked like a pattern she had printed out – it didn’t look like the flimsy brown paper I vaguely associated with sewing. She searched around for a few moments before answering, eventually finding a bit of heavier cloth and using the serger to join it to the one she had just been working on.

She waited until she was done with that particular work to answer. “First, Master Jack Sir, if you must know… mostly Minecraft and Hearthstone as far as go-to games. I’ve done the whole MMORPG thing but I kicked the habit when my parents informed me I hadn’t left my room in a full day. I’ve always been a bit of a homebody. Consequence of a couple of parents who were always wary of me attracting too much attention.”

She used a bit of wire mesh to hold some cloth in place, and I finally figured out what it was she was working on – some kind of white bustier, which she was in the process of attaching one of the cups to. “And as for the former – I dunno. My parents taught me some of what they called Puca magic, but there was never really enough loose Glamour to try it out. Ooh, maybe I’m secretly super powerful, and all I gotta do is suck your dick to juice me up! C’mon, Master Jack, wanna give it a try?”

I laughed at that, taking another drink of my coffee. “Maybe in a bit. I was actually going to try to pull off a new ritual later today once Aubrette got back, I’d love to see if you’re able to help make it work. As for the other thing…” I grinned at her over my coffee cup. “Let me finish my coffee first, and then we’ll see.”

As Rose settled back in to work, I gathered up the questionnaire she had filled out, snagging my laptop and claiming the far corner of the couch for myself. The Puca’s sewing project had taken up most of the available space in my living room, but she paused long enough to help me clear a space to sit. Surrounded by bits of sheer white cloth, lace, and accompanied by the occasional chugging of the serger, I sipped my coffee and read.

And then I pulled up an incognito browser window and started looking some things up, because there were some items the apparently kinky girl had picked that I still wasn’t familiar with. A few of them I had looked up for myself when I was taking my own turn with the form, but I hadn’t necessarily done any deep reading on options that I didn’t recognize at a glance. Looking into what some of the selections are turned me on to a couple of surprisingly serious and somber pages talking about general dos and don’ts for BDSM, and I read on in fascination. At some point, I pulled up a blank text file and started jotting down notes, both because there was a ton of good info out there, and because an idea that occurred to me was going to require some planning and negotiation before I’d be willing to give it a try.

Also some shopping. I did a couple quick searches to try to establish a price range for some of the items I would need, and winced. Maybe I’d start with something less ambitious. I was just paring down my shopping list when Aubrette returned from her morning’s work, and as my head took in the tall Sidhe woman, a wicked grin slowly crept across my lips.



Several hours later, all four of us – myself, Cindy, Aubrette, and Rose – were in the Sidhe’s conjured ritual room. Cindy was standing just inside the door, and the almost hungry look on her face told me she was probably feeling Envious. I made a mental note to give her some attention later – she could be a little insufferable when in the grip of that particular Sin, so pushing her towards one the others would make my life more pleasant.

The two Fae women were seated to either side of me, all three of us leaning forward to better see the tome open on the floor in front of me. Even after six months of lessons from my bound demon and my vassal, my actual understanding of the magic in the spellbook was pretty limited. I had started to maybe pick up the correlation between the diagrams for motion and the actual gestures they indicated, but very frequently needed Cindy to translate the nuances there. As such, I had little to contribute as Rose and Aubrette debated what one of the pages said.

The ritual was the one I had thought of before, which was supposed to stop sound from going into – and out of – an area. I had gathered that it was probably intended for a room like this one, so you could have a secluded space to perform magic, but also so that you couldn’t be spied on by those seeking to steal your secrets. Magicians – or Wizards, or Ritualists, or whatever you would properly call people who used books like this to perform magic – were apparently great hoarders of secrets, reluctant to let anyone else learn the mysteries they had teased out of the universe. Cindy made an offhand comment about magical espionage at some point when we first started trying to decode the book, and the mental image of a wizened man crouching in the bushes to try to overhear the chanting of another wizened old man had stuck with me.

From what I could gather, my Sidhe vassal was pointing out a particular phrase that corresponded, to her understanding, to a commonly used charm of the Noble Sidhe. Rose – with far more vigor – was excitedly disagreeing, since a couple of the words apparently also matched a phrase from an ancient Puca rhyme her parents had taught her. My knowledge of the pronunciation of the letters matched Aubrette’s, but since she was the one who had been teaching me the alphabet, that was hardly a surprise. The idea that there might be multiple different ways to interpret a written language was seeping into my head with a distinct feeling of dread. The more I thought about it, the more sense it made. The magicians of old used every means to safeguard their magical secrets they could find, and that could easily mean recording incantations meant to be spoken in different languages using the same character set.

The Fae women didn’t seem to be about to come to a consensus, so I held up a hand to try to get their attention. It took a moment for them to notice, but Aubrette trailed off in mid sentence when she realized I wanted to chime in. Rose parted her lips to rebut the statement, but I managed to speak before she could. “Ok, talking through this isn’t working. We’re just going to try both versions and see if they work. The reagents for this one, I’m pretty sure, are all ones that we’ve got a ton of, so we burn through some of those and try to make it work.”

My High Sidhe immediately nodded her head in acceptance, while Rose narrowed her eyes at me for a moment, but then shrugged. “Sure, if you wanna do it that way…” I leaned over to steal a kiss from first the Puca, then the Sidhe, leading to both of them smiling as I rose and helped them to their feet.

It took several minutes to set aside the items we needed, and I reflected again as I pulled out a bag of gum arabic that I had a vastly easier time obtaining some of these things than whoever wrote this book probably did. Frankincense was put on the same level as gold when you talked about the gifts of the magi, but I could buy a one pound bag on the internet for fifteen bucks. We tried Rose’s pronunciation first when performing the ritual, and I had to squeeze her in a firm hug some fifteen or twenty minutes later when it didn’t work. We tried Aubrette’s next, with a similarly dismal outcome. Then we spent about an hour and a half more trying a couple different slight variations with different gesture patterns and switching up reagents.

I was about to give up when Cindy suggested, “Do both of them at once.” I looked between the tall auburn haired Sidhe, and the much shorter, curvaceous Puca, and admitted it sounded like a good idea, but… then my brain fully caught up to what she meant, and I nodded. A few minutes later, I had Aubrette to my left and Rose to my right, both of them speaking in carefully measured tones, focusing on their own incantations to try to avoid interrupting each other or faltering in their speech. Meanwhile I tried to tune out both of them as I went through the series of gestures the text indicated.

It didn’t work. It did, however, produce more of an effect than any of our previous efforts, so we decided to try again. And again. And then on the fourth attempt, with both Fae women chanting their own versions of the incantation, I finally hit on the proper combination of materials and gestures to go along with it. The tiny wisps of incense smoke drifting about the room abruptly whirled around, spreading out to settle into the corners of the room and then vanishing. All four of us looked around in wonder and fascination, and I tentatively called out, “Hello?”

I was about ready to be disappointed when I didn’t sound any different from usual, until I heard Cindy call out from the door. “Master, it won’t work in here. You stay here, I’ll step outside to test.” The little blonde woman took the few steps she needed to pass the doorframe, then turned around. As I watched, her lips moved, but while I heard something, it was only the faintest whisper. I bounced on my heels excitedly for a moment, then called out her name. She raised an eyebrow, then shook her head and walked back into the room. “Your ritual was a success. I could barely hear that you were speaking, let alone make out any details.”

That was cause for celebration, and I spent the next few minutes kissing each of the women in turn. The wildly different tastes each of their mouths had to offer was addictive, and I couldn’t help but go for a second round with each after my first pass. As I pulled my tongue out from where it had pushed past her lips to taste her refreshing herbal flavor, I heard a quiet ‘mmm’ from a couple feet away and turned to see that Cindy had yanked Aubrette down to face level she the tiny blonde could shove her own tongue down the redhead’s throat.

I paused for a moment to watch that, while Rose slipped her arms around me and pressed her chest to mine as we both admired the sight. Eventually, I coughed a little and announced, “Ok, we burned up… almost all the time I have before I need to head out to my first appointment. I want to perform this ritual again in Aubrette’s bedroom and use that to try to see how long it lasts. We don’t usually keep this room around, and I don’t know if that means the effect would last through the room not… being… and then being again.”

Cindy immediately released the tall Sidhe woman, turning to nod to me as she did. Aubrette rose to her full height, her cheeks burning as she too acknowledged my statement, and then all four of us set about gathering things to perform the ritual once more in the other room.



My work day went by in a rush. My schedule was busy, and the time passed very quickly in the company of both Rose and Cindy. Aubrette had offered to stay behind to get some cleaning – and some reading – done on her own, which suited my purposes very well. I used the drive from each client to the next to talk to Rose, making sure she and I were on the same page about some of the things she indicated she had marked as ‘enthusiastic consent’ on the form.

The conversation started awkward, since… honestly, that was probably entirely on me. I hadn’t really been brought up in a culture where we casually talked about kinks and sexual preferences. Six months of living with Cindy got me to the point where I wasn’t blushing as red as Aubrette usually did, but it was still difficult for me to push past the ingrained sense that I just shouldn’t talk about kinks and sex. Fortunately, not only did Rose apparently not have those hangups, but my bound demon was surprisingly helpful.

Having a beautiful girl unashamedly tell me that she was really looking forward to me spanking her was, it turned out, incredibly hot. Having a little blonde woman give me advice on how not just to do it, but how to maximize the Lust I generated in my partner was hot and useful. I had been a little concerned Cindy would try to derail the conversation, since she had a habit of taking any sexual topic and trying to turn it into a sexual encounter. Instead, the Sin Demon just occasionally chimed in with some solid advice about how to make sure we avoided any missteps that would ruin the mood. Or, you know, cause actual harm.

I probably didn’t give my best actual work that day, since I was a little distracted throughout each of my consultations, but I know I got through each of them with a smile on my face.

We also made one stop before heading home, since I needed a couple of things for the evening’s plans.



By all rights, I should have been tired when we pulled into my apartment’s parking lot. The sun was long since set and it had been a full day. Instead, though, I was practically buzzing with anticipation. I passed Sara as we headed towards my apartment, giving the athletic Hispanic woman a distracted smile and wave as she raised an eyebrow while we walked past her. It was only when I reached the stairs that I realized the bag I was carrying in front of myself was clearly marked with the name of an adult toy store.

I was too excited to care, and I started up the three flights of stairs needed to reach my apartment. I blinked in surprise when I recognized the same striking Black woman I had spoken to in the library walking down them. I hadn’t known she lived in the same apartment complex, let alone building. I supposed it made sense, though – I had gone to that library since it was the nearest one. I really needed to check for a nametag next time I visited. I shook the thought off, focusing on my own more immediate future.

I held my apartment door open for my two companions, then stepped through and locked up behind us. Aubrette was just in the process of putting down a trade paperback and rising from the couch, dropping into a quick curtsy when she saw me. I flashed a grin at her, and I couldn’t keep it from widening when she saw the predatory look on my face. I let that sink in, then barked out two quick commands. “Strip. Kneel.”

Even as the Sidhe woman’s face flushed red, she scrambled to obey, pulling off her blouse and bra first, then dropping both her skirt and panties to the floor. Her knees hit the carpet with a soft thump, then she started gathering up her discarded clothes while she waited for further orders. By the time I walked around the couch to sit down in front of her, her garments were neatly stacked and folded on the floor next to her.

I looked down at the blushing redhead kneeling naked before me. She kept her head raised as she sat back on her feet, but her eyes remained downcast and despite her upright posture, her face stayed flush. I leaned forward, sliding my hand down her shoulder to cup one of her full breasts, then started teasing the nipple while I turned my head to address Cindy and Rose. “You know what I have planned, so go wait in the bedroom. We’ll be right in.”

Rose winked at me before letting out a nervous giggle and rushing into the bedroom. The Sin Demon simply gave me an enigmatic smile, then sauntered after the curvy Puca, putting a deliberate wiggle into her slender hips as she did. I watched until they were both past the doorway, then turned to Aubrette. Squeezing her breast once more, I let my fingers trail back up her face, capturing her chin and tilting it up until she was looking at me. Lowering my voice a little, I addressed her seriously, “I know what you wrote and said, that you’re comfortable helping me with basically anything I would want to do with other women, but before I bring you into this, I want to double-check. I’m going to play with Rose, and we’ve agreed to play hard. Well, a little hard, at first – I’m a newcomer to this. Are you still comfortable not just being in the room, but assisting me as I need?”

The Sidhe swallowed visibly, but nodded, her chin shifting against my fingers. When I didn’t release her, and instead waited, she parted her full lips to speak. “Yes, my Lord. Your concubine will assist you in any way you desire. Your… your Sidhe will tell you if she is overwhelmed or if your orders bring more discomfort than excitement, as ordered.” Her voice grew so soft I could barely understand her as she added, “Your… dirty wench is very excited to watch what you do with the Puca woman.”

That verbal assent was what I had been looking for. I kept a hold of her chin long enough to lean down and claim her soft lips, tasting honey and strawberry as my tongue darted past them. Then I released her and stood. Looking down, I ordered, “You will crawl after me to the bedroom, then remain on hands and knees until given further orders.” With that, I walked over and stepped through the door to Aubrette’s bedroom. In truth, I hadn’t actually slept in my own bed for months now, so it was my bedroom as much as hers, but I still hadn’t adjusted to thinking of it like that.

Inside, Cindy had already stripped naked, and the little blonde was standing by the side of the bed unpacking the small bag of purchases I brought home. Rose was seated on the edge of the bed, kicking her feet idly, a slightly nervous smile on her lips. She was wearing a black and red t-shirt that stretched tightly across her heavy bra and a knee length pleated black skirt, fidgeting with the hem of the latter in her hands. I walked across to her to give her another kiss, reassuring her, then turned to watch my redheaded Sidhe vassal crawl on hands and knees into the room.

The tall woman moved gracefully even on hands and knees, her head pointed down so all she could see was the floor directly in front of her. Her full breasts swayed gently beneath her, and the way her hips swung back and forth as she crawled was enough to bring my cock from half mast to full erection. I waited until she had crawled to within a few feet of me and stopped before stepping over to Cindy. Holding my hands out, I accepted the bottle of lube and the black silicone butt plug she handed me, then moved around to lower myself to my knees behind Aubrette.

The Sidhe woman gasped when she felt my fingers reach between her legs, finding the lips of her cunt already slick, soaked with lubrication at the shame she felt. I teased her for a few moments, letting my fingertips push just past her entrance, then withdrawing them to lick them clean. Then I popped the cap of the bottle and announced quietly, “This is going to be cold.” I held the tube over the redhead’s full ass and squeezed, watching the translucent fluid within pour out and drip down. When the first bead of it slid onto Aubrette’s puckered ass, the Sidhe shivered, her hips wiggling, but then straightened as quickly as she could.

I placed a single finger at my vassal’s rear entrance, applying gentle pressure as I rubbed the lube I had just applied around in slow circles. Then, once both her asshole and my finger were well coated, I slowly slipped my fingertip into her ass. I began to pump my finger in and out slowly, working the lube deeper and deeper within her, eventually using my free hand to add more of the slippery liquid, following the creed of ‘you can never have too much lube.’ When she relaxed enough that I could freely slide my finger to the third knuckle into her ass, I spent a few moments pumping my hand back and forth, drawing a throaty moan from the Sidhe, then a gasp when I withdrew.

Instead, I dumped another load of lube onto the butt plug, coating it thoroughly, then placed the tip at the now slick entrance to the Sidhe’s ass. I began applying gentle, relentless pressure, and watching as her tight ring slowly yielded to my advance was incredibly sexy. Within a few moments, the widest part of the plug was pushing past her asshole, and the whole thing suddenly slid forward until the flared base hit her butt. I gave the base a couple of experimental twists and turns to ensure it was securely filling her ass, then stood. As I did, I reached towards Cindy and accepted the towel she handed me, using that to clean the spare lube from my hands. Then I accepted the small black box she handed me and immediately pressed a button.

Aubrette let out an involuntary moan, her hips swaying as a distinctive buzzing sound filled the room. The plug she now wore in her ass vibrated on its lowest setting, and my SIdhe vassal couldn’t keep her hips still as it stimulated her. I murmured a quiet thanks to Cindy, then looked to the writhing redhead once more. “Aubrette, that’s going to stay there while you assist me. I want you to stand up now and do your best to help me, and provide everything I ask for. If at any point you get close to cumming, that’s great – I just need you to announce to the room as soon as you do, and ask your Lord for permission first.”

It took her a moment to respond, but eventually the Sidhe’s melodious voice rang out. “Yes, my Lord. I… I understand.” I watched as she slowly, carefully rose to her feet. Her legs buckled once, but she regained her balance an instant later and stepped forward to stand at my side. I smiled at the nude and blushing woman, and she shivered in response – but rather than pulling away from me, she took an involuntary half-step forward. I patted her on the cheek, then turned around once more. Rose was still seated on the edge of the bed, watching in fascination, while Cindy had one of her hands between her own legs and was lightly stroking the bald lips of her pussy. It was the former who was to be the star of the show tonight, though, so that’s where I turned my focus.

I held out my arms towards Rose, and the Puca hopped off the edge of the bed and stepped forward to embrace me. I took a moment to just squeeze the curvy little thing, hugging her close. Then I leaned down and planted a kiss on the top of her head, and whispered, “Arms up, I want to take your clothes off of you.” She obeyed without hesitation, putting her feet together and stretching her arms above her head. She was taller than Cindy, but still enough shorter than me that once I peeled her tight shirt off of her, I was able to easily lift it past her head to toss it into the corner. I leaned down, arms wrapping around her once more as I worked at the heavy strap of her bra, releasing the hooks until I could pull the undergarment free. Tossing it aside as well, I returned my attention to her chest, marveling still at the size of the things.

The Puca’s tits were enormous, and even as they hung heavily on her chest, they were lifted by the way she held her arms over her head. I couldn’t help myself, sinking my hands into their yielding flesh, groping and squeezing them, and eventually dropping to one knee to bury my face in her cleavage. She giggled at that, but made no move to stop me – or even to lower her arms – instead wiggling herself from side to side a little to help squish my face into her fathomless cleavage.

I can’t say that I eventually had enough, because I don’t think it will ever be possible for me to get enough of Rose’s massive rack, but after a couple minutes I pulled back, gasped in a good lungful of air after nearly smothering myself, then set to sliding off the woman’s skirt and panties. A minute later, and the curvy Puca was twisting side to side, fully naked, arms still over her head.

I reached up, guiding her hands down to place them around me again, wrapping my own around her shoulders for another embrace. I didn’t linger, though, because as delightful as having my arms full of the Puca’s delicious figure was, I had plans.

I gestured up towards the bed, instructing her, “Lie down on your chest, arms and legs spread.” Rose turned and crawled up to obey, positioning herself as close to the center of the mattress as she could. I walked a slow semicircle around the bed, admiring not just the Puca, but also the Sin Demon still lightly touching herself, and the redheaded Sidhe doing her best to ignore the plug still gently vibrating in her ass. The tableau was absolutely sublime, and I indulged in a moment of reflecting that a year ago I would never have guessed this was even an option.

I took a few moments to wash my hand – Cindy having brought in a bowl of warm water for that very purpose – just to be on the safe side.

I realized that I was overdressed for the occasion, and spent a few moments stripping myself nude. My erection proudly led the way, bobbing ahead of me as I went to retrieve the set of straps I used to tie Aubrette to the big chair some months back. They had made additional appearances in the bedroom since then, and I always made sure they were somewhere easy to find. I wrapped the velcro around Rose’s wrists first, then her ankles, and only then moved to attach the other ends of the cloth straps to the bed. The fact that Aubrette had chosen a full four poster bed turned out to be extremely useful for my purposes, because it meant I had perfectly convenient anchor points for the straps. It only took a couple minutes before Rose was tied down, spreadeagled in the middle of the bed, unable to either withdraw her arms or close her thighs.

I took advantage of this, crawling up onto the mattress between her legs and reaching towards her sex. Even before touching her pussy, my fingertips felt the moisture soaking her thighs from where she had been leaking long before I started to undress her. When my finger parted the lips of her cunt, it encountered heat and nectar, and very little resistance, slipping inside the Puca easily. I spent a few long moments just slowly pushing my finger inside of her to the second knuckle, then pulling it out, only to repeat the motion. She squirmed, writhing as best she could in the restraints, trying desperately to angle her hips to get more of my finger inside of her, but I carefully pulled my hand back to ensure that I controlled the pace of penetration.

Eventually, I withdrew my hand, bringing it to my mouth to lick it clean of her juices. The contrast in the flavors of all three women was something I very much looked forward to exploring. This wasn’t the night for it, but one evening soon I was going to line up a buffet of pussy and perform some taste tests.

I shifted, crawling forward a little and then kneeling up, using my own knees to nudge hers apart. I reached one hand down and started drawing slow, lazy circles on the Puca’s thick backside, just sliding my fingers over the skin, touching and caressing her. She wiggled a little, trying to maximize contact, but as bound as she was that was about the most she could contribute.

Then, I lifted my hand, and brought it down on the right side of her ass with a sharp slap that filled the room. In my peripheral vision, I watched Aubrette’s knees buckle, and a savage grin split my lips. If she was going to be this affected by the appetizer, I couldn’t wait to see how my beautiful Sidhe concubine reacted to the main course.

I spent several long minutes alternating between lightly stroking and caressing Rose’s ass with my hand, and delivering single stinging slaps to it. I watched the way her flesh jiggled in response. I listened to the gasps of pain – and pleasure – she let out at the treatment. I slipped a hand down to touch the parted lips of her pussy, feeling how she gushed moisture. Eventually, I decided that it was time to change things up. I placed my hand directly over one bright red handprint on the Puca’s backside, and told her, “I’m going to deliver twenty more of those. I want you to count them out for me. At ten, I’m going to pause, and you’re going to tell me what you’re feeling, so I want to make sure you pay attention. Understand?”

The frantic way the Fae woman nodded her head against the covers told me that she didn’t just understand, she was wildly enthusiastic about the idea. I lifted my hand high, and brought it down hard. My palm stung, but I was sure that was nothing compared to the impact she felt on her pale posterior. Rose’s voice cried out in a sharp moan, and I was suddenly very glad that we’d taken the time to perform the soundproofing ritual earlier in the day. This was not something I wanted the neighbors calling the cops to investigate.

After a few more moments wiggling, Rose got her senses together enough to announce, “One!”. I grinned, and as swiftly as I was able I delivered another slap to mirror the first one. “Two!” I spent some time again caressing and touching her ass, then delivered several more hard blows, my palm slapping against her ass in a rapid staccato. “Three! Four! Five! Six!”

I gave her a few moments to recover, resting my hand on reddened stinging flesh as Rose rocked her hips, desperate for any kind of contact between her legs. Only when her movements again slowed did I lift my hand, delivering several more. “S-Seven! Eightnineten!!” As the Puca called out, trying to keep up with the impacts, I let my fingers slide between her thighs, pushing my index and middle finger within her without warning. She was absolutely soaked, her cunt sodden and sloppy with her moisture. Her channel clamped down around my fingers, desperately squeezing at them as I rocked my hand back and forth to pump them into her.

Without stopping, or even slowing my fingers as they pushed into her cunt, I put on my best conversational voice and asked my Puca companion, “So… tell me what you’re feeling, Rose.”

The Fae woman rolled her hips, again pressing her ass back against me and trying to get additional penetration. When she spoke, her voice was less bubbly than usual, instead coming out languid and smokey. “Mmm, I’m feeling Master Jack’s big fingers inside me. I’m feeling like my naughty cunt wants more.” She twisted, pulling at her bonds but finding little slack in the fabric straps. “I’m feeling helpless and turned on, and like I really, really can’t wait to have a dick inside me. Your dick, Master Jack. I really can’t wait for your dick. I feel like my ass still stings, but also like I need more. Your Puca bitch can take it, Master Jack. Give me what I need.”

I pumped my fingers a few more times rapidly, then pulled them out, eliciting a groan of need from Rose. This time, rather than licking them clean, I motioned for Aubrette to step to the edge of the bed. She did, and I leaned over to slide my wet fingers past her lips. The tall Sidhe woman moaned, her knees buckling again so she almost collapsed on the bed as her tongue worked to lick my fingers clean. When I withdrew them a few moments later, I immediately brought my hand down on Rose’s ass, delivering another stinging slap. Her voice was thick with desire as she announced, “Eleven!”

I delivered the next nine promised blows in as uneven a rhythm as I could manage, and each was answered with my Puca’s increasingly husky voice counting them out. By the time she announced the twentieth, her hips were working all on their own, slowly grinding and rotated as she attempted to bring her needy sex in contact with something – anything – to provide it with stimulation. I provided only the slightest tease of satisfaction, slipping my fingers between her thighs to let my fingertips slide over her swollen clit before removing them.

Once more, my eyes turned to Aubrette. The redhead was again standing upright, the rapid rise and fall of her full chest spoke to her arousal almost as much as the slick moisture I could see starting to drip down her thighs. I fixed my eyes on hers, staring into their crystal blue depths for a moment, then instructing her, “Use your magic, conjure a flogger for me.” I paused, realizing she might not know exactly what I meant, and clarified, “Several strands of leather, about a foot long, all bound together with a handle.”

I’m not sure if it was my clarification, or if my vassal already knew what I was talking about, but Aubrette produced results almost instantly. Watching her Conjure something was always fascinating. She reached one of her hands out, and almost as though it disappeared into a drawer I couldn’t see, I simply lost track of it for a moment. Then she pulled it back, withdrawing a mass of soft woven purple leather strands that braided into a tightly wrapped hilt. I smiled at her as I accepted it. “Thank you, my dear.”

Turning back, I spent a moment examining Rose in the center of the bed. The Puca was still gently pulling at her bonds, having wrapped her hands around the strips of fabric tying her arms to the bedposts. She didn’t really seem to be actually trying to escape, though. It was almost as though each tug on the fabric, each time her legs twitched as though to close her thighs and were stopped, she was actually checking to make sure she was securely held. Her hips still rolled, though they had slowed slightly when my attentions shifted. Her full ass was covered in bright red handprints – most of them overlapping, but there were clear marks from my fingers in places. Unable to resist, I reached my left hand down and laid it over my own handprint. The skin there was very slightly raised, and I could feel heat roiling off of it. I squeezed, and Rose immediately moaned, shifting as best she could to press back into my hand.

“I’m going to fuck you.” My tone was as matter of fact as I could manage – though I think my excitement betrayed me and snuck into my voice. “I think, actually, I’m going to fuck your pussy for a while first, then fuck your ass.”

“Yes! Yes please, Master Jack, Sir. I can feel you. I can feel how much you want to ride me. You don’t have to hide it from me. You can’t hide it from me. Please, Sir, please use me.” Rose wiggled her hips, her whole body doing its best to entice me to act on my words.

I answered by bringing the flogger down on my own hand, where it still laid against her ass. I winced a little at the feeling, even as Rose let out a low needy moan. I didn’t want to start using it on her without knowing how much it hurt, so while I let her feel the sting of that where the tails stretched past my own skin, the first blow was intended to help me calibrate and figure out how much force to use.

I followed that up by a couple of slightly lighter strokes across the Fae woman’s shoulders. The sound of the leather impacting her was different from what I expected, softer – a far cry from the whip-crack I had been anticipating. Her reaction, though, was every bit as intense as I hoped. She cried out, but rather than protesting, what she called was a breathy, “Yes! More!”

I delivered. I spent the next several minutes getting a feel not just for the flogger, but also for Rose. I tested different speed strikes, whipping the flogger through the air so that it barely grazed her, then letting it fall with heavier strikes. Each time, the Puca bucked against the whip, shifting to position herself to maximize contact. She occasionally cried out for more, but each brush of the tails seemed to rob her of some of her coherence until she was wordlessly moaning.

I turned my eyes to take in the reaction of the other two women in the room. Cindy had, at some point in the last few minutes, leaned herself against the back wall and lifted one of her knees up, her foot propped on the bed. Her bald cunt was on full display, hidden only by the fingers she was still working over it, occasionally dipping one of her slender digits inside herself to gather more moisture to then rub into her clit. Her expression mirrored the lust I heard in Rose’s voice, and I knew that in this environment the tiny blonde was likely fully in the grip of my favorite Sin.

Aubrette, meanwhile, was trying her best to keep her stoic servant’s face on, to be a dutiful attendant to her Lord, but her body – and her loins – betrayed her. The redhead’s hips swayed in little circles as she rubbed her thighs together, the tips of her nipples were as stiff as I had ever seen, and as I brought the flogger down across Rose’s shoulders, I watched my oath-bound Sidhe’s lips part to mirror the gasp of desire the Puca let out. I leaned over, holding out the flogger to her and instructing, “Put that away for now, Concubine, and give me one of the same spurs you gave me for Halloween.”

The moment I made that demand, Rose’s hips bucked back as she found enough slack in the straps tying her to the bed to let her raise her ass into the air. Doing so fully exposed her drenched cunt, her asshole squeezing and flexing above it as she offered her body up to me. I reached over to pat the Puca’s reddened ass gently while Aubrette fetched the item I requested, quietly murmuring, “Not yet, dear. Remember, one more thing first.” I accepted the item the tall Sidhe handed me, holding it up to the light to examine it more closely. The spur was a delicate thing – silver metal forming a wheel of small spikes mounted on an axis. That, in turn, was attached to a slender metal rod, which widened and split into two prongs meant to fit around the back of a boot. A leather strap at the front of those held it in place – it was how I mounted it to my costume boots the night I met Rose.

Tonight, the only part I really cared about was the spinning wheel. I tested it with my finger first, rolling it along my skin. The spikes weren’t really sharp – they pressed into my skin hard enough for me to feel them, but weren’t going to actually break skin and draw blood without some serious pressure. They were perfect for my purposes.

Holding the spur by the metal rod, I let the wheel just barely make contact with the reddened skin of Rose’s ass. The moment she felt the pointed metal begin to dig in, she gasped. At first, her hips dropped, shying away from the contact, but as the sensations sunk into her lust-addled mind, the naturally masochistic Fae woman groaned and pressed herself back into it. I slowly rolled the disk along her skin, leaving a trail of tiny indentations in the reddened skin, little white marks that faded a few seconds later. I watched in fascination, leaning down close so I could see the work the ring of metal did.

For several long minutes, the only sound in the room was the quiet buzzing of the plug Aubrette still wore, and the breathy moans Rose let out at my ministrations. At this point, I was coming to realize that I wasn’t really a sadist – the act of causing pain wasn’t doing much for me by itself – but watching how the vivacious Puca who recently entered my life moaned and writhed was something I was going to do again and again. Even as her body slowly relaxed itself, her struggles starting to tire her, I noticed that her fingers never once released the straps she still held in a white-knuckled grip.

After a few minutes, I passed the spur back to Aubrette, and it vanished as she relaxed her concentration on it. I then looked to Cindy, who had one of her fingers buried to the second knuckle inside her own cunt. She didn’t even wait for me to speak, using her other hand to pass over the same bottle of lube I had used earlier. I accepted it and turned my full attention on the spreadeagled woman on my bed. Setting the lube down next to her, I took a few moments to remove the velcro around each of her ankles, releasing her legs. Moments after the second strap slipped from her skin, the Puca was pulling her knees up, raising her ass into the air in front of me, offering herself to me. The scent of arousal filled the room – not just Rose’s herbal flavor, but the honeyed sweetness of Aubrette, and the spicy tang of my Sin Demon.

I was more than ready at this point, so I didn’t delay things any longer. I knelt up behind Rose, lined up the head of my raging erection, and slammed my hips forward. The walls of her cunt spasmed around her as she welcomed me home, groaning her appreciation when words failed her. I brought my hands down, wrapping them around her waist for leverage, and then I started fucking her. Beyond turned on, the mood in the room, the utter overflow of arousal, had me pounding away in a frenzy, slamming my hips against the Puca’s reddened ass. She cried out as I bumped into her still tender skin, and I could feel the flutter of the walls of her cunt around me on every thrust.

What felt like seconds later, she cried out, her entire body shaking and her pussy spasming wildly, a sudden orgasm rushing over her and leaving her gasping for breath. I rode it out, my hips slowly churning, before leaning forward to whisper in her ear, “I’m going to ride your ass now, Rose.”

She managed her first word in probably fifteen or twenty minutes, another shudder passing through her as she begged simply, “Please!”

I snatched the bottle Cindy had handed me earlier, popping the cap and squirting a healthy amount directly onto the Puca’s still twitching asshole, feeling the cool of the viscous liquid as it slid down her skin onto where my cock still rested inside her. I then slowly withdrew myself from her molten cunt, placing the head of my dick higher. I didn’t try to thrust in immediately, but instead used my dick to rub a combination of her own juices and lube into her light brown pucker. And then more lube, and then more again as I squirted more onto both her ass and my own dick. Only when I was fully coated did I use a hand to steer myself against the tight ring of muscle and push forward.

With a surprising amount of ease, I felt her open up to accept me. My slick cock slid forward, claiming my Puca’s ass, impaling her until I felt my hips meet her ass, sheathing myself in her entirely. She shuddered, moaning again wordlessly at the fullness. Then I raised one hand up and brought it down, slapping her ass again.

I felt her twitch, the ring of muscles at the base of my cock suddenly flexing and squeezing down on me as she came again.

That was my signal, and I grabbed her hips once more, starting to pump into her. Time and again I thrust forward, slamming my cock deep into her ass, then pulling back until she nearly forced me out. I can’t say I gave no thought to her pleasure, because her desperate moans filled my ears, but I admitted to myself that right then, I was doing this for me. I was doing it because I thought Rose was gorgeous, and she was mine, and her ass belonged to me.

I fucked her ass. Time passed, but I lost track of it, lost myself in the feel of my cock plundering and using the Puca’s tight hole. At some point, I heard Aubrette suddenly call out, “MyLordPlease! PleaseYourConcubineBitchNeedsToCum! Oh fuck, Lord please! Please!”

I responded instantly, my eyes locking on where the redhead was swaying next to the bed, rubbing her thighs together to stimulate herself. My hand reached out to snatch the little remote I had dropped on the bed, pressing one of the buttons twice in succession and causing the buzzing noise to louden as the vibrating plug intensified. Then I called out, my own voice shaky with effort, “Cum for me.”

Three voices answered. Aubrette fell forward onto the bed, her head bumping up against Rose’s thigh as she orgasmed. Cindy’s husky voice joined her as she brought herself off with her fingers, fully in the embrace of the Lust that filled the room. Rose’s ass clamped down on the base of my cock, squeezing tight as she was brought to yet another orgasm impaled on my shaft.

Hearing three women all cumming at my command was too much. Without warning, I slammed my hips forward involuntarily, my balls pulsing and pumping load after load of my cum deep inside Rose’s bowels. She cried out, wordlessly exulting in the feel of my orgasm as I gave her exactly what the ancient Puca tradition demanded, and rode the Mount I claimed to my own satisfaction.

Fifteen minutes later, I was lying in the middle of the bed, with Rose curled up against me on one side and Aubrette on the other. I gently stroked their backs, whispering whatever sweet reassurances came to mind as the two began to slowly relax and recover. Cindy had needed only moments, so I had called on her to help provide water, chocolate, and wet washcloths to quickly clean up.

I felt my own eyelids grow heavy as I relaxed in the embrace of two beautiful, literally magical women, and I let myself drift into a deeply satisfied sleep.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN


IT WASN’T UNTIL about ten days after Halloween that I managed to make it down to visit Sara. I knocked at the door of the office she used on the first floor, and waited patiently for her to answer. I knew from previous conversations that she actually lived in the apartment right next door to the office, since she had told me when I first moved in that I could check for her there if I couldn’t find her in an emergency.

The door opened a few moments later, and I smiled as soon as I saw the large brown eyes of my landlady looking back on me. It was hard not to immediately draw a contrast between the clear olive skin tone of her face and the three much paler women I now found myself magically bonded to. She smiled, looking a little nervous for some reason as she asked, “Oh, hi Jack – what’s up? Something wrong with your place?”

I shook my head, taking a step back to give her some space when I realized I was still right in front of the door. “No, not exactly. I was actually here to ask if there were any other apartments in the building that were available. Bigger ones, specifically. I… well, you know Cindy and Aubrette, obviously, and you’ve seen Rose. My one-bedroom isn’t really big enough for four people comfortably. Any chance there’s a three bedroom open? Or two two-bedrooms next to each other?”

A couple days after she moved in, Rose had informed me that her parents offered to help offset the cost of a larger apartment. I was a little conflicted about that, since I was bringing in more money and felt like the four of us should be able to pay our own way, but the little Puca reminded me that her parents were well off. They mostly lived off investments they had made at the turn of the last century, and could afford to spend some of it on spoiling their only daughter. She hadn’t grown up feeling wealthy, but they owned their home outright, and apparently had enough passive income that neither of them ever needed to work.

Sara’s face passed through a complicated series of expressions, fast enough that I couldn’t really keep track of them, before she shook her head and sighed. “You’d better come in. I think the answer to your question is yes, but let me double-check the dates and make sure the central office hasn’t already rented out the units I’m thinking of.” I followed her into the small office, looking around the cramped space filled with old fashioned office cabinets, with just barely enough room for a desk.

As Sara slid herself into her chair, I idly commented, “I think your filing system is older than this whole apartment block.” That drew a derisive snort of a laugh from the pretty Hispanic woman, and she responded while pecking at the keyboard distractedly.

“You might not be wrong. I think they found this office and built the apartment complex around it. These cabinets are ancient. We need to keep copies of a bunch of documents on paper, but luckily that’s just for retention. The actual filing is all online now. Ok…” She hit a few more keys on the keyboard, then nodded to me. “No three bedrooms open for another several months, but I have two two-bedroom units on the first floor. One of them is actually right around the corner from here. The other isn’t next door to it, but it’s just on the opposite side of this unit. Is that close enough?”

I thought for a while, eventually shrugging. I could sit around and wait for the perfect setup, but it was already feeling cramped. Not that any of us were bad roommates, really, but even with Aubrette adding a whole bedroom to the place, it was a tiny apartment that was only really meant for one or two people, and which was currently housing four. Add in Rose’s need for space for her sewing projects, and we frequently had to shift around and move things just to give everyone somewhere to sit. “It’ll do. Can I see the units?”

Sara clicked around on her computer for a moment before responding. “One of them. The other one isn’t actually available yet – occupants won’t move out until the first of the month, and then we’ll need a few days for the cleaning crew to come through. I can let you in to the other one though, and the floor plan of both units is the same.”

Five minutes later, she had tracked down the keys to the unit and we were walking around to the side of the building. She wasn’t kidding when she mentioned it was right around the corner. It was literally the first door as soon as we walked to the next side of the building. I was a little leery of the fact that it was on the first floor, but we did actually have a plan for that. The main reason my current apartment was on the third floor was a previous bad experience with upstairs neighbors who were descended from an entire herd of nocturnal elephants, with a taste for thumping bass lines. I now had a way to prevent noise from bleeding into a space – as well as out of it – so if it turned out the neighbors were shit, I could actually do something about it other than complain.

Sara turned the key in the lock and stepped through. The new apartment was… honestly, it was just a scaled up version of the one I was in. It was clean, and while it wasn’t actually spacious, it felt huge when I compared it to the tiny couple of rooms I had been living in. The kitchenette was probably twice as large, with an actual island counter. The bedrooms had closets, and the master bedroom had its own attached bathroom. It’s possible I went a little misty eyed thinking about the fact that I might not have to wait in line to pee.

My landlady – property manager / building contact / whatever her actual title was – followed me around from room to room as I explored. I tried hurrying when I noticed her eyes tracking me, assuming she just wanted me to finish up so she could get on with whatever she had been working on. There was a tiny porch that I didn’t really anticipate using, but the crown jewel was when I saw the compact washer/dryer combo built into the wall. Look, a washing machine might not be the most exciting thing, but after living with two women for several months, and now adding a third into the mix, the possibility of not having to spend several hours a week in a public laundromat sold me immediately.

“Done. Can we fill out paperwork immediately and mark me down as the tenant for both?” I stepped back into the living room, lightly bumping against Sara as she turned to follow at the same moment. One of her hands reached up to grab my shoulder, helping her keep her balance as my frame – both taller and wider than I was a year ago – nearly bowled her over. I gasped, quickly reaching out both hands to steady her as I rushed to apologize. “Oh my god I am so sorry – are you alright?”

She pulled back her hands as though burned, stepping quickly into the room and clearing her throat as she stepped past me to lead the charge back to her office. “Don’t worry about it. Let’s go fill out your paperwork so you and your… three women… have somewhere bigger to stay than the tiny place you’ve put them in.” I couldn’t see her face, but her tone was slightly strained, leaving me worried she was angry about my carelessness in bumping into her.

By the time I caught up to Sara at the door to the apartment, she had a polite smile fixed on her lips. I winced internally when I saw it, recognizing a customer service face when I saw one. Still, I tried to remain chipper. “How, uhh… how are things going with you otherwise? Cindy mentioned that you had been dating someone, but you broke up with him a month or two ago?”

I winced as soon as I asked, feeling like I was overstepping as soon as the words left my lips. Surprisingly, though, she let me down easy. “I did, yes. He wasn’t what I was looking for. I’m doing fine. How is the land of wands and wizards? Meet any magic talking hats lately?”

I snorted at that, following after her as she started off back towards her office. “No talking hats, just Rose. I should introduce you to her – I think you’d actually like her quite a bit. She’s a bit more… down to earth than either Cindy or Aubrette.” That got a little laugh from Sara, but she didn’t comment as I continued. “I’m still getting used to having any of them in my life, let alone three. But… No wizards, thankfully, I’m not sure I’m ready for that kind of thing. It’s mostly been one of the ladies using my wand lately.” The unintentional innuendo hit me a second later and I all but stumbled over my words as I added, “For rituals. The wooden wand. That we use. For magical purposes. Not…”

I trailed off, realizing that not only had we arrived, but Sara had turned around to raise an eyebrow at me while she tried to hold in laughter. She waited until I was well and truly shut up, then smirked at me, “Of course. It would be one of the three beautiful ladies you’d have playing with your ‘wand’, wouldn’t it. Far be it from me to question your lifestyle choices, what you force those three to do to ‘make magic’ is your own business.”

I blushed a little, inhaling deeply and then starting again. “Business is doing very well. If you would be interested, I would be happy to provide my services to you. You have always been helpful and understanding, and I would love to pay you back for your kindness.” I breathed a sigh of relief at managing to get through a couple sentences without embarrassing myself in front of the attractive young woman.

Sara examined me for several moments, her dark eyes studying my face for long enough that my blush started to creep back in. Then she murmured quietly, “We’ll see,” before turning and going back into her office to prepare paperwork.



A week later, I held one end of the couch up while Cindy rotated it around the last corner of the ground floor stairwell. Basically everything else from my apartment had been moved down already, and Aubrette and Rose were in the process of getting things put away, furniture arranged, and generally making the new apartment livable.

I’d been surprised at how easy it had been to get myself switched to the new apartment. Apparently it would normally have required some additional paperwork, but Sara had pulled a couple strings and worked with someone in the apartment management’s central office to smooth things over.

The actual work of moving things from the third floor to the first was likewise easier than I expected. Moving the furniture was simple, with Cindy taking one end of anything heavy while I took the other. If any neighbors noticed that the five foot nothing slender blonde was having an easy time carting around a couch, chairs, and mattresses, they didn’t mention it. She probably could have completed the task herself without my input, but that would have definitely drawn more attention than I was comfortable with. Plus, actually moving the furniture was less work than I remembered from when I moved in. Probably it was just easier carting things down stairs than it was bringing them up.

Aubrette was waiting by the door when we rounded the corner, holding it open for us so we could angle the couch and bring it inside. My bound Sin Demon marched straight through, barely having to pause to rotate it, and I scrambled to keep up. Once in the middle of the living room, we lowered the couch down and I looked around.

It was a good change. The new apartment still wasn’t large, but it was a huge improvement over the old one, and within a couple weeks we would have even more room available. Aubrette had even mentioned that she could put in a door between the two apartments, since they shared a wall. We hadn’t tried it yet since the other was still occupied, but it was another thing to look forward to.

I walked around the couch and sat down in the middle of it. I was less physically tired than I expected, but I still felt like a break was a good idea. I stared off into one of the walls while my mind drifted, idly thinking through the new furniture I was going to have to buy to furnish the other place once we got access.

A few moments later, my concentration was broken when a lithe body plopped itself into my lap. I hadn’t even heard Cindy walk around the couch, but her elfin features looked up at me when I looked down in surprise. She waited until her green eyes held mine before speaking, her throaty voice low. “Master… you have not yet broken in your new demense.” I blinked at her in surprise, and she took that as a sign to continue in more detail. Her arms snaked up around my neck, using that to lift herself up against my chest so she could place her lips near my ear. “Your little fucktoy would like her owner’s permission to pull out his big thick cock, choke on it until it’s hard enough, and then ram it up her tiny cunt until you fill her up with your hot, sticky cum. Your greedy fuckdoll wants the first load of seed you give someone in your new home to go straight up into her womb. Pleeeeasssseee…”

She wiggled slowly in my lap, deliberately grinding her firm backside against my cock as she settled in again, pulling back far enough that she could bat those bright green eyes of hers up at me. I knew that she was putting on a show for me, deliberately provoking me with her little desperate fucktoy act. On the other hand, I also knew that she was doing it because she knew it would work. Knowing that she was acting like a sex starved slut specifically to turn me on was itself nearly as hot as having the tiny blonde begging for my dick.

I leaned in and claimed her mouth in a kiss, slipping my tongue past her lips as she moaned enthusiastically. She parted hers easily, her arms tightening around my neck again to hold her in place. When I pulled back from the kiss, I murmured a simple, “Yes,” to her, and she immediately slid out of my lap. With very little fanfare, the tiny demon stripped off her t-shirt and jeans, leaving her dressed only in a skimpy black thong. She very rarely wore bras – her perky little tits needed no support, to the extent that I think the only bras she actually owned were lingerie intended to titillate. She paused once naked, noticing my eyes on her slender form and posing for my appreciation.

When I first saw Cindy’s body, right after I completed the ritual one of my former neighbors had started to summon her, my initial reaction was that while she was attractive, she wasn’t exactly my type. Six months of living with the insatiable nymph, though, and I couldn’t imagine her any other way. Barely breaking five feet in height, she was slender, with pert breasts just large enough to avoid being flat-chested. While she never worked out – unless you counted our sometimes highly athletic sex – she remained as fit in appearance as she ever had been, with well defined abs and slender toned thighs. The look… fit her, somehow, and while I retained my deep attraction to overt displays of sexual maturity – such as the huge rack Rose sported, or the well defined hips Aubrette carried – I had to admit that looking at her naked body brought me to full erection in basically no time at all.

She carried through with her original plan regardless of its necessity. Dropping to her knees on the carpet in front of me, the little blonde’s nimble fingers made short work of the fly of my jeans, quickly navigating my dick out of my boxers and into the cool air of the apartment, before immediately replacing that with the heat of her mouth. Her lips slid over the head of my cock, engulfing it, before she thrust her head forward and unceremoniously buried me in her throat.

The little demon technically didn’t need to breathe and had no gag reflex. This was, after all, a conjured body made manifest by the ritual that summoned her. She existed thanks to, and was fueled by, the Sins of mankind, rather than simple oxygen. That meant the lewd noises she made every time my cock slid into her throat, her lips wrapping around the very base of my erection, were performed entirely on purpose as she made a show of choking herself on my dick.

I couldn’t exactly complain. Leaning to the side a little so I could watch her throat expand as she impaled her face on my cock was a pleasure I had never expected before, but had come to very much appreciate, and that was before even mentioning how amazing it felt when she swallowed repeatedly to massage my shaft.

True to her earlier words, Cindy didn’t linger for too long between my knees. After a few minutes of work, she apparently judged me ‘hard enough’ and pulled back, leaving my erection shiny and slick with her saliva. The little blonde turned around, showing off the firm muscles of her backside, before making a show of bending over and sliding her little thong down her toned legs. She stepped out of it when it hit the floor, spreading her legs enough in the process to expose the bright pink lips of her hairless, dripping wet pussy. Again, she posed long enough to make sure I got a good, long look, before standing and backing up. When her knees hit the couch, she bent forward and lowered herself into my lap. One of her hands reached beneath her, wrapping around the base of my cock to hold it steady as she lined me up. I felt the heat of her outer lips, moisture spreading itself along the swollen head of my dick as she wiggled her hips to ensure I was in place, then sank back slowly.

I groaned, feeling the walls of her tunnel slowly parting around me. The Sin Demon’s cunt was tight, and she had to push down and squirm to seat herself fully in my lap. My own sounds of pleasure were matched by the loud moan that escaped her purple lips, and when her ass finally settled fully into my lap, she announced loudly, “Master, I fucking love how full my cunt is with your cock filling me.” I responded by flexing my dick within her, feeling her walls squeeze back in response. She continued, once more announcing, “Master, your little cocksleeve is going to bounce on your big fat cock now. Please please please grab my hips while I do. I want to you to just move your little fucktoy, slide me up and down your dick like your own little pocket pussy.”

I couldn’t find it in myself to say no to that request. My hands slipped down her body, wrapping around her hips and squeezing for a moment, before I started lifting her. She helped, flexing her body to rise and fall as my hands demanded, but it really did create the sensation that I was just using a sex toy to masturbate myself. A really, really good sex toy, which grabbed and squeezed and rippled along my cock. The little demon minx kept talking – loudly enough Aubrette walked in to see what was happening. “Fuck yes, Master, your dick feels so good in my tiny little cunt. Please, please use me Master. Please use this hungry, greedy little cunt until you fill me with your cum. Give me the honor of riding your fucking fat cock. Please, Master…”

My Sidhe blushed when she realized I had noticed her coming into the room, but that didn’t stop her hand from trailing down her abdomen. She was wearing pants, rather than the skirts and dresses she usually favored, but didn’t let that stop her. Her fingers trailed down the front of her jeans, unzipping them, before dipping within to begin teasing herself as she watched.

Knowing the voyeuristic Sidhe was watching always made me want to give a good show, so I started moving Cindy faster. My hands gripped at her hips, squeezing her firmly as I slid her up and down my pole. I was astonished at how easily she moved with me, as I was able to slam the slender blonde’s ass into my lap then lift her again rapidly, her tunnel so tight it felt like I was splitting her open on every thrust.

I nearly lost my rhythm when I heard a voice whisper in my ear, “Give the kinky bitch what she wants, Master Jack Sir, but save some for the rest of us. I’m gonna claim one of the rooms and have you break it in with my big fat tits later. First, though, I’m gonna lick your load out of blondy’s sloppy little pussy while she squirms in your lap.”

I hadn’t heard Rose approaching, but the Puca had apparently also been enticed into the room by Cindy’s moans. It probably hadn’t taken much – the curvaceous woman was somewhat flighty at times, and I can’t imagine she was all that focused on unpacking. Her words had the effect she probably desired though, and I groaned loudly. My arms had started to burn with the effort of using my blonde Sin Demon as a fucktoy, but hearing my stacked Goth princess’s smokey whisper in my ear filled me with renewed vigor. I tightened my grip, knowing the slender body I was holding was far tougher than it appeared, and slammed her into my lap repeatedly. She cried out each time her ass landed, the length of my cock filling and stretching her channel repeatedly as she punctuated each bounce with an exclamation. “Fuck… Yes… Master! Fill… Me… Up! Fuuuucccckkkkkkk!”

I finally dropped my hands from Cindy’s hips, instead wrapping them around her body to hug her back to my chest, immobilizing her while I granted her request and pumped her full of my cum. She ground her ass into me, squirming in my lap to try to fit every single inch of my dick in her channel as I pumped her full of cum. She moaned out her pleasure, and I felt every inch of her pussy fluttering and squeezing around me. Eventually, breathing hard, I collapsed back against the couch. My little demon continued to slowly wiggle, sending little aftershocks of pleasure through me with each motion, before she happily purred, “Mmm, thank you Master. You are so good to your toys.”

My eyelids drifted shut for a moment as I reveled in post-orgasmic bliss. A few moments later, I felt my knees being shoved apart gently and then the feel of a tongue lapping at the base of my cock. Most of me was still embedded in Cindy’s gently squeezing cunt, but enough of me was left outside that when Rose knelt between my legs, she was able to bury her face between the blonde’s thighs and reach me with her tongue. Eventually, Cindy shifted, lifting her hips and letting me slip out of her channel. She immediately began moaning as a greedy tongue started searching for any hints of my cum it could find in her pussy.

I had learned over the past week that Rose, very specifically, loved trading my cum. She wasn’t a big fan of sucking dick long enough to get it that way, but she would enthusiastically lap my seed off of, or out of, either Cindy or Aubrette. She would also happily give it to them – something Aubrette learned when the curvy little Puca had jacked me off with her tits until I came into her mouth, then grabbed the High Sidhe by the back of the neck to pull her into a searing kiss. The tall redhead had been too shocked to protest at the time, and by the way she stuttered and swooned after the fact the experience hadn’t been something she would object to in the future.

I craned my head forward, looking over Cindy’s shoulder as the blonde bucked her hips a little, grinding her smooth pussy against Rose’s lips. From this angle, all I could see was black hair as the Puca shoved her face between my Sin Demon’s thighs, but I could feel the way the slender blonde reacted with every quiver of her body Rose drew out. Eventually, Rose withdrew, her mouth shiny and wet as she happily hummed her appreciation.

I took that as a cue to get to work, lifting Cindy off of my lap and dropping her lightly on the couch next to me, before rising to help the unpacking efforts.



A couple days later, the apartment was more or less unpacked, and we had started to settle in. I was busy for several days after, catching up on work I had pushed back so I would be free to move, which left me with far less time at home than I would have preferred. The ladies took advantage of that opportunity to do a little bonding with Sara, all four of them going out on a social shopping adventure. I think that in truth, it was mostly Rose and Sara doing the actual shopping – Cindy mostly viewed clothes as tools, but she was thrilled to get a chance to visit the apparently Sin-filled mall one more time. Aubrette seemed to struggle with the guilt of spending money. It had turned out that the beautiful Sidhe had an excellent head for numbers and budget, and I had promptly enlisted her help in that regard. As a result, though, she knew that while my bank balance was slowly increasing, an extravagant shopping trip was likely to put a dent in that.

Still, it was a delight to return to my new apartment in the evening and hear four voices raised in laughter. As I walked into the central living room area, Rose and Sara were on opposite ends of the couch, while Cindy and Aubrette were in two newly purchased chairs facing them. My raven haired Puca was in the middle of relaying an anecdote – something about a boy and a prank, but I had missed the start of the story – and the other three were giggling along with the tale. A bottle of wine sat open and empty on my slightly battered coffee table, with another half-empty beside it.

I was fully prepared to leave them to it when Rose gestured to the spot in the middle of the couch. “Jack! Come sit with us! We’re telling about our best pranks! Well, I am, and I’m trying to convince the others to join in.” I laughed at that, nodding in response.

“Give me a few minutes to get out of my shoes and into comfier clothes and I’ll come join you.” I stepped into the master bedroom to change, hearing Rose’s narration resume as I did so. Laughter echoed through the door, bringing a smile to my lips, and it occurred to me that I needed to perform the ritual to soundproof the rooms in the new apartment soon. I’d meant to do it before we settled in, but the time had just slipped away from me. It did mean that I got to enjoy hearing my apartment filled with happiness right now, though, so I enjoyed that while I could.

Stepping back out into the living room, I slipped onto the couch, trying to avoid interrupting Rose. She was wrapping up the climax of her story. I didn’t really have the context to understand why it was funny that Keith was running shirtless through the woods, but Cindy was smirking, Aubrette was covering her mouth as she tittered, and Sara was throwing back her head and cackling.

Almost as soon as I had settled, Rose turned on the couch, stretching out her legs and dropping her bare feet in my lap. I automatically wrapped my hands around one of them and started massaging idly, having determined years ago that there probably weren’t any women in the world who didn’t enjoy a foot rub. The Puca paused long enough to give an appreciative hum and a happy little wiggle at the attention, before resuming her tale. It didn’t take her long to finish, though, and once the others’ laughter had quieted down enough, she asked, “Ok, Master Jack Sir, what’s your best prank you pulled?”

I glanced over at Sara for her reaction to how the curvy Puca had addressed me, but she was still giggling at Rose’s story. Part of my efforts to keep the ladies’ natures secret was instructing them to try to avoid calling me ‘Master’ or ‘My Lord’ or the like in public. Sara already knew that none of the other three women here were actually human, so she fell into the ‘unless they already know’ exception to that rule, but I still wasn’t used to having one (or more) beautiful women calling me ‘Master’ in front of someone else.

Fortunately, she didn’t seem to be ill at ease, so I tried to gloss over it by moving on to my own story. I’d been thinking about any pranks that I had pulled since Rose asked and had come up with a couple anecdotes that probably technically qualified. I’d never been a fan of pranks in general, since they just seemed… mean spirited, but there had been one girl at school, Brittany, who just repeatedly set herself up for me to convince her of blatantly untrue statements. Most of the time, I wasn’t even trying to prank her initially, but her total credulity lead her to take statements at face value and sometimes I just had to run with it to see how far it would go.

I continued massaging Rose’s feet while I spoke, telling the women about the first such incident – when Brittany had asked me if I got my hair cut, but had somehow believed me when I joked that no, it just grew back into my head overnight. The Puca wiggled and shifted down on the couch, moaning out her pleasure at the treatment her feet were getting after she spent the day walking around the mall with the others. I noticed Aubrette giving occasional glances towards my hands and guessed that she probably wanted similar treatment, but wasn’t willing to ask for it in front of others. Cindy continued swirling around a mostly full glass of wine, her purple lips curled up into a smirk, while Sara occasionally chimed in with a “No,” “She couldn’t believe that,” or the odd, “And she told someone else?”

I noticed that Sara’s accent, normally very mild, came out more strongly when she had been drinking. Her words shot out in a rapid staccato, voice rising in pitch at the end of each sentence. It was adorable.

I wrapped up my turn by telling my giggly audience about the time Brittany had finally decided not to believe something I told her. It didn’t really qualify as a prank at that point, but because the hill she decided to die on was when I informed her that – no really – Florida actually was a part of the United States. As far as I knew the last time I talked to her, she was still convinced it was some kind of little nation of its own.

Rose withdrew her feet as Aubrette stepped up to take her own turn at storytelling. Sidhe were, as a general rule, passionate but serious people, but they apparently did have a prank tradition of their own. Theirs, though, was far more complex than I was used to, requiring time, planning, setup, and frequently laying the seeds for a future ruse over the course of years. As she started setting the scene – which required introducing the names, titles, and roles of several parties involved – I found another set of feet gently pushing their way into my lap. I glanced down to see that Sara had relaxed back, leaning on the arm of the couch and stretching out much as Rose had. Figuring that was my cue, I shrugged and started massaging her feet next. They felt tiny in my hands, and I could hear her moaning in quiet appreciation at the attention.

Half an hour and most of a bottle of wine later, Aubrette’s story was finally coming to a close. I had lost the thread of the joke a while ago, but both Cindy and Rose seemed to be following, with the latter leaning forward on the couch in open mouthed disbelief. I glanced over to my side and saw that Sara’s eyes were more than half-closed. A long day, followed by several glasses of wine had her nearly dozing off by the end of Aubrette’s story. I squeezed her feet one more time, then released them. She responded by wiggling a little further down on the couch, stretching fully over my lap. She was wearing little khaki shorts that showed off her well toned legs, and I found my hand instinctively reaching for her thigh, before abruptly remembering myself and pulling back. Months of living with two women who had both given me carte blanche to touch them when, where, and how I wanted had done a lot to break down my personal boundaries, and it took a little mental effort to reinforce those when near a woman who had not given me the same free pass.

Keeping my hands off of her legs, I smiled and gently cajoled, “C’mon, time to get you home I think. I’ll walk you over.”

She responded with a pout, her eyes still closed as she muttered something so quiet I couldn’t catch it. I tried again. “Ok, let’s get you some water first, then get you into bed.” I glanced at the three bottles on the table, and it occurred to me that as far as I knew, Cindy had barely touched her first glass while Aubrette had only barely finished one in the time I was here. That left Rose and Sara to have polished off about two and a half bottles of wine in a couple hours. I shifted gears slightly, thinking of what kind of impact that much alcohol would do to the other actual human in the room.

Directing my eyes at Cindy, I ordered her, “Get a bottle of water and find her keys. Pockets, maybe? We’re going to tuck her in with water and aspirin.” The Sin Demon rose instantly to obey my direct order, and I heard a quiet murmur from Sara. I was pretty sure it involved the word ‘hot’, so I reached a hand out to lay the back of my palm against her forehead. She was warm, but not unusually so, so I withdrew it and told her, “Nope, if I let you start claiming you’re hot and taking off your clothes, not only will I never forgive myself for taking advantage, but I’m pretty sure you – or your family – will murder me. We’ll get you water, I’ll carry you to bed if I have to, and you’ll just have to deal with a hangover in the morning.”

It took Cindy only a few moments to find my attractive landlady’s keys, because she was smart enough to check her purse first, rather than her pockets. I made no comment at that, just being thankful that the three women who found themselves bound to me were all intelligent and capable in their own rights. Sara had stirred a little – and at no point had she seemed drunk enough that I was actually worried for her health. She wiggled on the couch, legs shifting in my lap slowly. I wasn’t really sure what she was trying to do, but when I asked her if she wanted to get up, she pouted again and shook her head, so I just gently held her legs down to keep her from falling off of the couch.

Soon enough, my bound demon had fulfilled my commands, holding water, keys, and aspirin, as well as Sara’s purse. I nodded, then leaned over to scoop Sara up into a princess carry, easily lifting her. I was surprised at how light she was – while short, my landlady had always been dynamic and physically fit, and I had expected her taut muscles to weigh more. Instead, it was no effort at all to rise with her in my arms, cradled to my chest. She shifted a little, resting her head against me as I carried her, and I couldn’t help but laugh at the motion.

Cindy preceded us, opening doors along the way as I carried Sara around the corner to her apartment. She roused a little more when we hit the bracing night air, but her response was to stretch her arms up and loop them around my neck, before huddling in against my chest as best she could. I laughed again, murmuring quietly, “We’ll have you home and in bed soon, no worries.”

Once Cindy let us into Sara’s apartment, I took a moment to glance around. I wasn’t really meaning to pry, but I hadn’t ever actually been inside before. It was… professional looking. Like a show home, with nice furniture, and very little clutter. A brightly colored tapestry dominated one wall, and several lush green plants were scattered throughout her living room in glazed terracotta pots. It also looked somehow sterile, though, and I wondered how much of her time she actually spent living here.

I brushed that thought aside, heading for the door I guessed led to the bedroom. Cindy opened it ahead of me, and I stepped through. The room beyond was… more what I had actually expected. Cluttered to the point of being a little cramped, it appeared Sara confined her mess here. Clothing and textbooks littered the floor, a laptop was left open and powered on at the foot of the bed, and two empty mugs sat on the nightstand. Next to a bright pink vibrator. I coughed and deliberately looked away, carefully navigating through the mess.

My bound demon pulled back the covers for me, and I lowered Sara into the bed, before tucking her in. I had Cindy drop off the bottle of water next to the headache medicine on the nightstand, and as we started leaving the room, I heard Sara shifting on the bed to get comfortable. I knew she was in for a rough morning, but hoped this would make it a little easier.

As we walked back around the corner to my apartment, I turned to Cindy and commented quietly, “Not that I would have done it anyway, but I’m a little surprised you didn’t suggest I make a move on her. You did the first time we met.”

To my surprise, the little demon snorted with derision. “I’m not a succubus. I don’t feed on fucking. I feed on Lust. You wouldn’t get anything out of raping a semi-conscious girl, and she was too out of it to enjoy the act. Even if she did, Sin requires consciousness to be … satisfying.”

I actually smiled at that, reaching an arm around the tiny blonde to pull her against my side. “Good, then we’re in agreement. I know my values don’t always line up with yours, but… I’m glad you’re mine, Cindy. I’m glad to have you in my life, even if what you get out of it is very different from what I get out of it.”

She allowed me to hold her to me as we walked, but paused when we reached the door. Spinning around to face me, she slid her arms around my neck and pulled herself up my body, actually climbing me to put her lips by my ear as she whispered hotly, “Now let’s go inside. If you make Aubrette sit on your face, I can ride your dick and call you ‘Papi’ while you pretend it’s Sara’s cunt stretching around your cock.”

She dropped down to the ground lightly, bouncing on the balls of her feet to absorb the impact, then vanished into my apartment. As I watched her make a beeline towards the bedroom, I wondered whether the sudden tightness in my pants had more to do with her plans or her words.



I didn’t get the chance to actually check up on Sara’s recovery the next day – I had a busy schedule still, and both times I tried to poke my head in to see how she was doing, she was already busy talking to one of the apartment complex’s other tenants. Still, I was able to make sure she was up and moving at least.

I focused on catching up on work. Thanks to the additional services I’d been offering and a couple months of word of mouth, my calendar was… actually booked. On the one hand, it was nice to have a steady income – which was augmented both by Aubrette’s part time cleaning work, and by Rose’s sewing commissions. On the other hand, I still wasn’t used to having that many demands on my time. For years, I’d been scraping by, but I’d also had downtime to spend as I pleased. I was going to have to find some way of balancing the need for money with the desire to spend time with my ladies.

I tried to make up for the lost time in the evenings. The next couple nights were spent doting on the women in their own particular preferred ways. Since Cindy – and her need to absorb Sin – was included in that number, that specifically meant that the first night after was spent behind Rose, grabbing her hips and slamming myself against her ample behind while her face was buried between Aubrette’s thighs. The following night was spent with my High Sidhe providing tableside service to Rose, Cindy, and myself. While in the nude. And with instructions that she was to gratify either Cindy or Rose in any way they desired throughout dinner, drinks, or the movie we watched after. The tall redhead blushed the entire evening, dripped down her thighs for most of it, and when I finally permitted her to impale herself on my dick, the orgasm that immediately overtook her had her screaming out her satisfaction and passing out.

I was a little disappointed she didn’t last longer, but Cindy was eager to step in and take over that ride.

The evening after that shaped up to be a little more chill. All three of us were cuddled up on my newly magically cleaned and maintained couch. I’d had Rose pick a movie and was unsurprised when it was a horror flick. I wasn’t really a horror fan, though I was familiar with the classics, so I hadn’t really watched any since Aubrette swore her Oath to me. I was very much looking forward to seeing how she’d react.

The teens in the TV were just getting to the lake and unpacking in what I think was one of their uncles’ cabins when I heard a key turning in my apartment door. Since the only people I had given a key to were already on the couch with me, I had no idea who it might be, and was still trying to figure that out when it opened. Sara stepped through, turned, and immediately closed and locked the door again behind her.

My mind – probably keyed by the movie we were watching – immediately started searching for danger. Nobody tried to slam the door open behind Sara, though, and as she turned, the look on her face was frustration rather than fear.

She was fully made up, her makeup gorgeous, her hair styled, wearing a little black dress that hugged her from hip to chest. Most of her toned, muscular legs were on display, further enhanced by the tall black pumps contorting her feet. She carried a tiny black purse – a clutch, I guess – though she dropped it onto the carpet beside her as soon as she placed the key she just used in it. Her brown eyes, enormous and beautiful with her long mascaraed eyelashes, searched through the four people on the couch, settling on my face and attempting to bore a hole through it the moment she picked me out.

“You. You. You… are going to work your magic on me, Mister Magic Man.” Sara’s right hand reached up, pointing at me in apparent righteous anger as she made her proclamation.

I blinked in surprise, and tried to surreptitiously pull my hand back from between Rose’s thighs. The Puca immediately clamped them shut, trapping my hand against her panties beneath her ruffled skirt. I carefully asked, “What… magic do you mean, Sara?”

The caramel skinned woman stalked across the room towards me. Her expression flashed between frustration, anger and desperation. “I mean, Jack, that you are going to do the same thing to me that you did to those three gorgeous women that makes them ecstatic to be touched and has them almost cumming the second they so much as see your dick. Then you’re going to fuck my brains out.”

I tugged at my hand again, only to feel Rose’s thighs tighten once more, locking me in place and preventing me from standing up to meet my aggressor. As a result, rather than actually facing Sara head on, all I managed to do was half turn on the couch towards her. I kept my voice as calm and reasonable as I could, “I’m… I mean… Sara, I’d love to… but I can’t…” Failing to string a coherent sentence together, I was cut off by rapid fire words.

“You told me you’d let Aubrette or Rose go if you could, and I believe you, so you’re going to do that to me. You’re going to mojo me, or hit me with your whammy or whatever you call it, magic me some happy, give me as much dick as you can handle, then let me go tomorrow.” Arriving at the couch, Sara paused to reach down and carefully unhook her heels, stepping out of them one at a time and losing a couple inches of height in the process.

I took that time to formulate a response, finally managing to pick some words that went together. “Sara, I find you very attractive, and if you just need some casual hookup sex, I would be happy to provide, but I can’t do the other thing. I…”

I was interrupted again by Sara yelling over me. It occurred to me that I hadn’t ever actually heard Sara yell before. In any dealings I had with her, even in any that I happened to witness with other tenants, she was always the picture of professionalism. “Nope. Your problem is them not being willing. That’s great, that’s a great problem, but I’m telling you to do it, so get on it. I’m willing.”

“Ok, but… why?” The question slipped past my lips before I had the chance to consider it. For a moment, Sara was silent, and I wondered if the question was something she had even considered herself.

Then the yelling resumed. “Why? Because the job my uncle got me ‘as a favor’ turned out to be a dead end time sink. Because I’ve been so tied up in work that I’ve had to cut back on class hours and I’m up to an extra two years before I graduate, at least. Because the only thing I have time to to do for fun is fucking work out at the apartment gym. Because I had to deal with months of your neighbors complaining about your girls screaming out your praises twice a day. Because now I have to hear them cumming their brains out myself.” Sara walked right up to the couch, glancing down and immediately spotting my hand trapped between Rose’s thighs. She pointed at it accusingly.

“Because every time I go out with any of these three, they won’t stop telling me about how big your fucking dick is, and you’re still finger banging Rose while I’m yelling at you.” I opened my mouth to try to defend myself, while also making another futile attempt to slip my hand free, but Sara just rolled right over me. Her accent was coming through strong, and the rapid pace of her words left me no opening to respond. “Because when I finally got a night where I could go on a date, fucking Mike Miller needs to spend a goddamn hour bitching and moaning when he broke his goddamn toilet and my tinder date cancelled on me.”

She finally paused there, taking a deep breath to steady herself, then adding quietly. “So I want you with your magic and your big dick to take me out of my head for a day, and then when I’m happy and well fucked you can put me back like I was, and I can be relaxed and deal with shit and go on with my life. Just one day, Magic Jack, you’re going to give me that because you owe me and I deserve it.” As an afterthought, she added, “Oh, and I’m on the pill. So you can’t use that as an excuse either.”

I sat in stunned silence for a moment while all four women in the room stared at me, waiting to see how I would react. Eventually, I managed to find my words, meeting Sara’s gaze and quietly replying, “I… I get all that, and you’re right, I do owe you one. I would… You’re asking me to, so I would do all of that for you if I could, but I can’t. The… the way these three are isn’t something I set out to do, I can’t do that for you…”

Cindy’s husky voice cut me off there as she said, “Master, forgive me for interrupting, but that isn’t true. You have the means to do exactly as Sara demands.” My head whipped around towards the Sin Demon and I finally managed to pull my arm free, earning a quiet disappointed sound from Rose.

It was Aubrette who continued speaking, though, treacherously adding, “It’s true, my Lord. I know you have expressed distaste for using them before, but one of the rituals harnessing Glamour that you declined to use will produce an effect matching Sara’s demands. The ritual itself is quite similar to the one you have named ‘Motivation’, but rather than providing the focus to perform her own tasks, it would make her blissfully happy to comply with any requests or demands you make of her. You should be able to perform it without issue, and the duration is limited – perhaps one to three days – again as she insisted.” The Sidhe blushed faintly as she realized everyone’s eyes had turned to her, but persisted long enough to finish, “I know you have been unwilling to affect the free will of other humans in the past, but as Ms. Garcia agrees to these terms, you do possess the means to free her from her burdens for a specified period in accordance with her will.”

Once more, I opened my mouth to speak, and once more, someone beat me to the punch. Sara pointed at Aubrette, but directed her gaze at me, her rich brown eyes wide as she demanded, “That. You’re going to do that for me. You said you would if you could. They said you can, so you’re going to.”

Glancing around to again see that four pairs of eyes were watching me expectantly, I shrugged helplessly. “I mean… if you’re sure. But… ok, if I’m going to do this, you have to tell me what you’re ok with.”

This time, Sara actually paused to think about her answer. For about two whole seconds. Then she held up a hand and ticked off her fingers, “No animals, no bleeding, nothing that will last longer than your magic. No one outside this room. If it lasts long enough I have to work, you tell me to work like normal and come back when I’m done. No…” Her eyes flicked to Rose for a moment, and the curvy Goth Puca smiled up at her. “None of her super kinky shit for this time, we can talk about that for next time. Maybe. Jack, they told me what you all get up to. None of what they told me… ok, most of what they told me I’m fine with, and with your magic I’ll be fine with any of it. Just don’t do anything super gross, and make sure by the time your spell and shit wear off I’m happy, well fucked and relaxed. Please, Jack. I just… I just need you to take me out of myself for a day. I know you can, and… and I trust you.”

I swallowed hard, examining Sara’s face for a long moment, before eventually nodding. “Ok. If that’s what you want, apparently I can give that to you.”

Fifteen minutes later, Sara was standing defiantly in the middle of the ritual room Aubrette was maintaining. Watching the expression on her face when my High Sidhe opened a door that wasn’t there, then walked into a room which couldn’t exist in the geometries of the house had gotten me a laugh, but she had glared at me hard enough to shut me up.

Cindy was in the process of drawing out the salt circle on the shitty linoleum floor, Aubrette was coaching me through the differences between this ritual chant and the motivational one I was more familiar with. Rose was leaning against the doorframe, watching the whole thing with an amused smile on her face.

It only took my Sin Demon a few minutes to prepare the ritual space completely, and once that was done she joined me, taking the space to my right opposite Aubrette. I looked up from the book, my eyes meeting Sara’s as I asked quietly, “One more check – you’re sure you want me to do this?”

She nodded without hesitation. “I’m sure. Now magic me, magic man, and then make me forget my problems for a day.” I held her gaze for a few moments longer, then nodded, and turned my attention to the tome on the stand in front of me.

As Aubrette had promised, the ritual in the book was nearly identical to the one I had performed dozens of times by now. The hand gestures differed only twice, and the chant was the same until most of the way through. It even used the same reagents. Sara stared me down the entire time I worked, as though daring me to back down.

When the chanting finished and I dropped my hands down, the brown haired woman in the middle of the circle looked around. She waited for a moment, then raised her eyebrows and asked expectantly, “That’s it?”

I glanced around. Again, four sets of eyes were fixed on me. I shrugged. “That’s the ritual. I guess… let’s test it out.” I focused my eyes on the athletic woman in the circle, still rocking her little black dress. “Sara, come here.”

Instantly, her whole posture and expression changed. A shiver ran through her and her eyes widened, bright red lips parting as a near orgasmic sound escaped them, followed by a breathy, “Yes, Master!”

Still barefoot, she immediately all but ran to me, heedless of the salt she stepped through. She wasn’t quite as short as Cindy, but as I rose to my feet, she moved in so close to my chest that she had to crane her neck to look up at me. As she did so, she spoke again, and this time there was an excited tremor in her voice. “Jack… Master… please tell me to do something else. That… that was amazing.”

Finding myself suddenly so close I could feel the heat of Sara’s body, my arms instinctively wrapped around the athletic woman, gently pulling her close. I lost myself in her dark eyes for a moment, before leaning down and whispering, “Kiss me, Sara.”

Two surprisingly strong arms wrapped around my neck as my landlady – and now apparently enthusiastically obedient servant – launched herself into a kiss. Her brightly painted lips found mine, and she moaned in bliss as she obeyed my order, her tongue seeking mine out. I tasted the lipstick she wore, and a strong flavor of mind that was probably mouthwash, and an actual human woman’s mouth for the first time in nearly two years.

She clung to me, doing her best to shove her tongue down my throat as helpless noises of pleasure escaped her. I did my best to keep up, but eventually had to pull myself up and break the kiss to catch my breath. To my great relief, she did not mindlessly continue pursuing that order, instead staring up at me with a lovingly happy expression.

I kept my arms looped around her narrow shoulders, feeling her pressing herself to my chest. Taking one more deep breath, I asked cautiously, “You’re still you, right. Sara, I order you to tell me if you are secretly hating every moment of this, or actually unwilling, or anything like that.”

Her eyes rolled back for a moment, eyelids fluttering as she parted her lips to speak. “I am not secretly hating anything, or unwilling, fuck Jack this is… mmm… this is exactly what I want. Tell me to do more things, please Master.” I floundered for a moment, having been so wrapped up in first denying Sara’s request then figuring out how to fulfill it that I hadn’t actually thought of what to do after that.

A throaty purr from beside me helpfully suggested, “She’s overdressed, Master. You should fix that, and take her to your bedroom.” I glanced briefly over my shoulder to see Cindy’s elfin features looking back at me, the Sin Demon having also risen from her position assisting me with the ritual. I turned back to Sara, locked eyes with the woman, and ordered her, “Take off your clothes, Sara. Then we’re going to go to the bedroom together.”

The little black dress dropped to the ground a heartbeat later, revealing a black strapless push up bra doing its best to show off the gentle curves of the athletic woman’s breasts. They were smaller than Aubrette’s by a fair margin, though fuller than Cindy’s, and as the bra peeled off a moment later I was treated to the sight of dark brown nipples, already crinkled and standing at attention. Her hands slid down to her hips, a shuddering breath escaping her as she peeled off the tiny black thong she had been wearing, letting it drop on top of the dress to stand before me nude. The dark lips of her pussy were shaved bare, with only a tiny patch of dark brown hair remaining, and even in the dim light of the ritual chamber I could see clear evidence of her arousal.

Sara’s voice was thick with lust and pleasure as she begged, “Please, Master, don’t tell me what we’re going to do, order me to do it. Fuck, Jack, it feels so good to obey you…” One of the caramel skinned woman’s hands began tracing across her tight abs, and I took the moment to really admire her. She was muscular and well toned, and far from making her look masculine, all my brain could think for several long moments was how great her ass was going to look while she was bouncing on my cock. Eventually, her words got through to me, and I reworded my statement from earlier. “Sara, go into my bedroom and get on my bed. Wait for me there.” I glanced down for just a moment, then added, “Play with yourself until I arrive.”

She moaned at the series of orders, but immediately bounced off to obey, actually jogging out of the room. I watched her toned ass flexing as she departed, and called out after her departing form, “Don’t cum until I tell you to.” That was greeted by another moan drifting back from the living room. I took a few steps then turned so I could face all three of the women still remaining in the room. I took a deep breath, then spoke more quietly. “I’m… this wasn’t how I planned for this evening to go. Look, I’m not going to say I’m not going to have sex with Sara, but I want to check with all three of you first. We haven’t talked about bringing anyone else into bed and… ok, I know what all of your preferences are generally, but… how much do you want to do, or be involved in?”

Cindy responded first, whipping off her t-shirt with almost alarming speed, then unbuttoning and unzipping her jeans. As she climbed out of them she said simply, “You should already know, Master. I will obey your every order to the best of my ability. If you wish to fill your new fucktoy’s ass with your cum, then command me to extract it with my tongue, I will. If you order her to sit on my face while I eat her bald little pussy, I will. If you…” I held up a hand to cut her off, laughing quietly.

“I get it. And… we’ll see. Maybe not the first one, but the second…” I shook my head, turning my gaze to Aubrette. The tall redhead was bending over, gathering up not just Sara’s discarded clothing, but also what Cindy just shed. “Aubrette?”

The High Sidhe shivered as I addressed her, straightening with her armfull of clothing. Her face flushed and her brilliant blue eyes looked everywhere but at my face as she said, “I will watch, my Lord. Your concubine is pleased to perform any acts her liege demands, but… allow your… slutty steward… to watch you claim your newest conquest.” I rolled my eyes a little at her choices of words, but nodded my assent before turning to Rose.

The Puca’s black lips immediately curled up as she gave me her sweetest, most innocent smile. “I’ve been trying to get her in bed since I met her, Master Jack Sir. You play with her as much as you want, but if you tell her to eat my pussy I’ll make it worth your whiiillleee…” The last part was delivered in a singsong, and I laughed quietly.

I walked to first Rose, then Aubrette, then finally Cindy, claiming a quick kiss from each, before turning to walk towards my bedroom. “Well then c’mon. I have a landlord abusing her position of authority that I need to take care of.”

Entering my bedroom, I was treated to the sight of Sara lying in the middle of the mattress, her head propped up on a pillow. Her legs were spread wide, muscular thighs parted to show off the smooth dark lips of her cunt while one of her fingers ran slow circles around her clit. Her other hand was over one of her breasts, rhythmically grasping and releasing it. Her dark red painted lips were opened in an almost comically wide ‘o’, and a low moan escaped her throat as I arrived.

Her eyes were heavily lidded, but turned to focus on me the moment I came into view, and she called out languidly, “Master, please. Fuck me. Better yet, tell me to fuck you. Tell me to do anything, Jack, please.”

I nearly stumbled at that demand, but managed to catch myself just in time. I walked to the edge of the bed, taking the time to appreciate the view, before ordering, “Sara, put your ass in the air. I’m going to fuck you from behind, and I want you to enjoy that as much as you can. No, I order you to love my dick being inside you.” I started removing my own clothes, feeling a helpful pair of slender arms encircle my waist from behind to unbutton my pants as I stripped off my own shirt. Cindy took no time at all relieving me of my jeans and boxers, and in only a few moments I was as naked as she and Sara were.

Glancing around the room, I saw that Rose and Aubrette had also entered, and were still dressed – though the latter’s hand was already pushing up under her skirt. I called out, “No… no clothes. Just… everyone is naked tonight.” Rose shrugged and began twisting to peel off her shirt, while Aubrette blushed, but also complied. I waited until my busty Puca’s chest bounced into view before turning back to Sara, unwilling to miss that particular treat even with another woman waiting.

By the time I looked at her, the caramel skinned woman who had begged me to enslave her for the evening had her ass raised high and her face pressed to the mattress. She still had one finger working between her thighs, rubbing slow gentle circles around her clit, and I tried to make a note of how she was touching herself. Her knees were spread wide, which parted the lips of her drooling cunt to reveal bright pink within. Climbing up onto the mattress behind her, I placed my knees between hers, letting my erection drop down to rest on the cleft of her ass. She moaned in response, wiggling slowly to try to entice me further. I pressed my hips forward until my thighs met her ass, looking down and noticing just how far along her body my erection reached. For the first time in a while, I wondered if maybe Cindy was right, and my dick actually had gotten bigger. It looked like it was going to pierce halfway through Sara’s petite frame.

With that thought in mind, I let my hands slide onto the hips before me. They were a little wider than I had expected, fitting into my hands nicely, and I squeezed down on them as I spoke. “Sara… no, first, you wanted to be taken out of yourself. I order you to respond to ‘Slave’ for the rest of the night, and to react with the same pleasure you would get from following an order every time I call you that.”

“Fuck yes, Master, yes please!” Sara wiggled her hips, pushing back against me for a moment, then pulling forward to try to get me to line up my cock with her waiting pussy. I tightened my grip on her hips, refusing to comply just yet, a little surprised at how easily I was able to restrain the athletic woman.

“Slave,” I felt her body quiver as I addressed her, “For the rest of the night, before you cum, if you can, I order you to tell me before you orgasm so I can order you to do it.” She shook again, once more trying to buck her hips forward and once more being held back by my grip. “Slave, I order you to love the feel of my hands on your skin. And my mouth, and my dick. Every time they’re touching you, I order you to enjoy it.” Again, I felt her entire body spasm with pleasure, and this time when she pushed forward, I let her pull away enough that my dick slid along her backside, dropping down between her cheeks to line up with the slick lips of her cunt.

Right before moving, I added, “Slave, I order you to cum the first time my dick fills you.” With that, I slowly thrust my hips forward, letting the head of my cock part her pussy lips to finally enter her. She groaned out wordlessly, her tunnel fluttering and squeezing around me. Even as soaking wet as she was, I had to work to fit myself inside Sara, slowly forcing my hips forward as I claimed inch after inch of her. I felt her orgasm start to overtake her with a couple inches of my dick left to go, and a clinical voice in the back of my head noted that she apparently felt ‘filled’ well before she had taken everything I had to offer. She froze, then begged, “Please Master may slave cum?” with a frantic note in her voice. I immediately responded.

“Cum for me, Slave.”

As I slowly began pulling my hips back, Sara began speaking, her words slightly muffled by the way she was pressing the side of her face into the mattress. “Fuck, Master Jack, fuck your new slave. I want you to keep fucking me until I’m stuffed full of your cum, then make your other slaves suck it all out you can do it all over again.” My dick twitched at her words, and I responded by slamming my hips forward, managing to get maybe another half inch into her before pulling back. I wasn’t sure she was ever going to be able to take my full length, but I was damn well happy to find out just where her limits were if she was going to keep responding like that.

As my hips pumped back and forth, my dick doing its best to carve out a home for itself inside of Sara, I let my head swivel around the room once more. Aubrette and Rose were both naked by now, with the former seated on the heavy wooden chair she preferred to watch from. Her thighs were parted wide thanks to an earlier order I had yet to rescind, and one of her hands was slowly pumping a finger into her own cunt while the other squeezed one of her nipples so hard I could see it turn white from across the room.

Rose, meanwhile, was standing just at the edge of the bed, hips cocked and an almost smug grin on her lips. I stared at her for a moment, and before I could even give her the order, my Puca hopped up onto the bed and crawled forward. She thrust her chest out at me proudly, her massive rack on full display as her bond to me told her that her rider had need of her. One of my hands grasped for her immediately, my fingers sinking into the yielding flesh of her breast to squeeze firmly. I leaned down, claiming her mouth in a hot kiss even while I continued pumping my hips back and forth to try to work the last inch of my cock into Sara’s squeezing depths.

My eyes closed on their own as I kissed and groped Rose, the Puca moaning into my mouth while Sara clenched repeatedly around my length, begging, “Please tell Slave to do more, Master. Fuck your Slave and tell her to cum all over your dick. Order Slave to eat all your women’s cunts and love all of it. Please, Master…”

I pulled back from Rose’s mouth, my hand still sinking my fingers into her breast and squeezing the pliant flesh, her golden gaze now heavy with lust. I met her eyes and then flicked mine towards where Sara was still pinned by my dick and my hand. Rose nodded several times, eagerly, and I chuckled.

I released the Puca’s huge breast, returned my hand to Sara’s waist, then firmly grasped her hips. Pulling her back as firmly as I could, I impaled her on my cock, and then walked my knees backwards, dragging her with me. The caramel skinned woman screamed out her pleasure as she was filled with my dick and then manhandled around the bed, a wordless cry of delight. Once she was pulled away from the pillows, I nodded towards the now open space at the head of the bed. As Rose started positioning herself there, I spoke again, “Slave, for the rest of the night, whenever there’s a pussy in front of you, I order you to lick it, giving as much pleasure as you can, and to enjoy it as much as they seem to be.”

I started pumping my hips steadily, a shiver of pleasure running down my spine at the way my new voluntary fucktoy’s channel clenched and squeezed at every inch of my cock. While I did so, Rose managed to place herself at the head of the bed, lowering herself to slide her thighs onto either side of Sara’s head. The moment she was in place, a moan escaped my landlady’s mouth. She spun her face to the side, burying her lips in the Puca’s pussy and beginning to lick. She started slowly at first, but almost the moment her tongue touched Rose’s cunt – drawing a moan from the curvy woman – Sara moaned her own reply and buried her face, licking frantically.

I picked up speed in response to that, using my hands on Sara’s hips for leverage to pull her ass back against me, slamming myself home. Both she and Rose groaned at that, the motion causing my temporary slave’s face to rub against the Puca’s cunt even while she buried her tongue in it.

As turned on as I was, I knew I wouldn’t last long, but the thought just… didn’t bother me. For one thing, the escalating moans from the two women in bed told me they weren’t too far from orgasm themselves. For another, some part of me just knew that there was no way I wouldn’t be up for round two. And maybe rounds three and four. Without interrupting my pacing, I growled out another command, “Slave, every time I cum, or one of…” I swallowed, but then charged forward, just embracing the depravity of the moment, “One of your fellow fucktoys cums, I order you to cum immediately, without asking.”

Sara’s reply was muffled by Rose’s pussy, the Puca having grabbed the athletic woman’s ponytail and used it to help shove her face between her legs, but it sounded enthusiastically happy about that order. Hearing a woman who – I admit – I’d fantasized about from the very first time I met her moaning in pleasure while she ate the cunt of my actual big tiddy goth girlfriend put me right to the edge of orgasm. For another handful of thrusts I held off, before giving in to my body’s demands.

I groaned loudly, my balls pulsing wildly as I shot my cum so deeply inside of Sara she could probably taste it. Her cunt spasmed wildly from the very moment my seed splashed against her womb, her entire body shaking with her own orgasm when my order kicked in. Rose followed a moment later, her own hips quaking as Sara’s tongue – still following my orders even as the rest of her was insensate with pleasure – continued lashing at the Puca’s clit.

I was breathing hard, so I paused there, my length still buried in Sara’s pulsing channel. Rose had started to twitch a little, but her position had her trapped to where she couldn’t easily move herself away from the greedy tongue that continued to dart out, lapping at her sensitive pussy. I let the Puca squirm for a minute, admiring the way her voluptuous body moved as waves of pleasure rocked it, then just manhandled Sara to pull her back towards my body, removing her head from between Rose’s pale thighs.

My left hand lifted up, pointing to Aubrette without looking at her, and commanding, “Vassal, get us some water. I don’t want anyone passing out from dehydration.” Lifting my head and turning the other direction, I found Cindy already climbing on the bed towards me. The slender blonde crawled on all fours more gracefully than most people walked, keeping her head fixed on me as she approached. I looked down, noticing I still had Sara’s cunt wrapped around me, and flexed my loins, just to hear her moan in response.

Cindy’s husky voice was a sultry whisper as she said, “Master, may I suggest you…”

I responded by sliding one hand out and wrapping my fingers through the Sin Demon’s hair, taking my own turn to cut someone off. “You may not. I’m going to lie back and you’re going to use your tongue to clean me.” Far from upset at being grabbed and spoken over, the look on the demon’s face was one of hot lust. I pulled her in close by her hair, bending down to kiss her again, and then continuing. “Sara, lie down and spread your legs by the foot of the bed, I’m going to watch you get eaten out. Rose, I know what you want to do.”

The Puca favored me with a happy smile. “You’re so good to indulge me, Master Jack Sir.” As Sara blissfully slid herself forward, the still hard length of my erection sliding out of her tunnel, Rose was already moving towards the foot of the bed. As the toned thighs of my landlady parted before her, the raven haired goth’s face nestled between them, burying herself in the task of extracting my cum from the other woman’s pussy.

I slid up the bed, dragging Cindy with me. Well – moving, and she crawled easily along to keep up. I used the grip on her hair to push her head between my legs, and her purple lips parted easily, her jaw opening wide to take my full girth.

When Aubrette returned to the room a few minutes later, she had a small tray of bottles of water, so cold they steamed lightly in the warmth of my bedroom. Cindy was sliding her head back and forth slowly, giving me a long and languid blowjob while I watched Rose doing her best to return the pleasure Sara gave her, with interest. As the tall redhead walked into the room, my Sin Demon pulled her lips off of my cock to speak, only for me to push her back down, sliding her back onto my dick until her lips wrapped around its base. I was entirely certain that she was just doing it to provoke this specific reaction by now, since it was the fourth time she had done it.

I waited until Cindy had swallowed a few times, just to feel the way her throat squeezed around my cock, then announced, “Ok, hydration break. Everyone take a couple minutes to get a drink.”

Aubrette handed me the first bottle and I twisted off the cap, downing almost half of it in a series of rapid gulps. As the redhead passed out the other bottles, I pulled Cindy off of my dick – she didn’t actually need water, but I wanted the break. She took that opportunity to finally voice the thought she’d had. “Master, I just wanted to say you might be being inefficient in your orders. Rather than specifying orders, give her a general one to take your suggestions and plans as orders, or perhaps order her to comply with your wishes and desires as well as your orders.” That was… a really good point. It also brought to mind a question I probably should have already asked.

I raised my head, looking down towards the foot of the bed. Rose and Sara were snuggled up next to each other, the caramel skin color of the later a stark contrast to the nearly albino Puca. Each had a water bottle in hand, and in between sips they were nuzzling their heads together. It was a surprisingly sweet tableau, particularly given that I hadn’t ordered either of them into it. I hesitated for a moment, leery of interrupting, but then shrugged and ordered, “Sara, tell me how the ritual makes you feel. Make sure to specifically tell me how the orders that wouldn’t normally be possible feel, like the order to cum whenever one of the rest of us does, or to enjoy licking pussy as much as having your pussy licked.”

A shudder ran through Sara at the new order, and she wiped her mouth with the back of a hand before responding. “Master – Jack – it feels wonderful to obey. Every time you give me an order, and I comply with it, it just… it fills me with happiness that starts in my heart, and then rushes out into every part of my body. I’m turned on all the time, but I don’t think that’s… necessarily just the magic, I think that’s just feeling really good, and this is a pretty fucking sexually charged environment.”

She paused there, leaning her head against Rose’s shoulder. “I think that if you gave me an order I really, really didn’t want to do, I could just… not do it, but I’m rewarded so well for obeying that I would have to really object. Don’t…” Her eyes glanced over at me for a moment without her head lifting. “Please don’t test that though, not now anyway. Master, I feel so good, please don’t tell me to do something that would take that away from me.”

I smiled at that, and held up one hand to wave away her concerns. “I will try not to, don’t worry. In fact, Sara, you are ordered to not obey any commands that make you feel unhappy or conflicted. And to tell me if that happens so I can adapt or change them.”

She flashed me a brilliant, grateful smile at that, before suddenly shuddering and nearly dropping her bottle of water as a wave of pleasure washed through her. Once she regained control, she took a deep breath and continued, “Yes, Master! Thank you, Master. Oh! And… I can call you whatever, but I think part of the magic is rewarding me for calling you Master, because oh, my, god, Master, it feels so good to call you Master. Or acknowledge that you’re my Master.” She shuddered again as she spoke, her eyes half closing for a moment before she pressed on. “It’s… it’s kinda the same for the orders you mentioned. It… I don’t think it’s like… magically making me feel what Rose felt, it just… it feels so good to lick her pussy finally that I could cum just from obeying.”

Sara’s face suddenly darkened in a blush as she realized what she admitted. Rose caught it about the same time I did, and the Puca’s black lips curled up in a very happy smile. I smirked a little as she admitted something I didn’t think she had originally intended to.

Noticing Aubrette about to sit herself back down in the heavy wooden chair by the wall with a mostly empty bottle, I called out, “Vassal, attend your liege!” I had noticed the High Sidhe responded very well to being reminded of her oath and the roles we took while in bed. My guess was that using the formal titles while she provided sexual service tied in to the fantasies she had never managed to live out during her centuries in Faerie. She responded immediately, swiftly walking across the room towards me. I leaned down as she did, whispering a couple quick instructions to Cindy, who responded with a grin before sliding off the bed.

When Aubrette arrived, I beckoned for her to climb up where Cindy had been, joining me at the head of the bed. The redhead obediently crawled up, replacing my blonde demon at my side, and I gently pulled her head down to claim her lips in a kiss. She returned it enthusiastically, and the taste of honey and strawberries greeted my tongue as it pushed past her lips. Pulling back after several long moments, I smiled at her, pecked her lips one more time, then instructed, “Keep my dick warm and happy, vassal. With your mouth.”

She immediately nodded her acknowledgement, gave a quiet, “Yes, my Lord,” and dove between my legs to pick up where Cindy had left off. The Sidhe’s technique was wildly different, spending far more time with just the head of my dick between her lips, her tongue swirling rapidly around it, only occasionally dipping down to take more of me into her mouth. She used one hand to assist, wrapping it around the base of my cock and sliding it up and down to jack me off while sucking me.

I settled back against the headboard to give her the space to work, my eyes searching out Sara again. She and Rose had both finished their water, and the latter was beginning to amorously explore the latest addition to my bedroom. As I watched, the Puca started nuzzling and kissing her way down Sara’s neck and onto her chest, her lips making quiet wet sounds as she went.

Despite the distraction, my landlady managed to resume speaking – even as she shifted her body to open it up to Rose’s explorations. “Master, I… I feel good, and happy. You ordered me to tell you how the magic makes me feel. I am so stressed all the time, and the magic makes me feel good and like I don’t have a weight on my shoulders all the time. I don’t ever want it to end.”

I smiled at that – admittedly helped by the set of lips sucking lovingly at the head of my cock, and said, “Good. Then I’m very happy you came in when you did. How did you, by the way?”

Sara smiled at me, showing no shame as she immediately responded, “Master Jack. I’m not supposed to use it, but my god you hadn’t picked up on any of my hints. Master Jack, Cindy told you the first time I met her that I wanted you, that was like… six months ago and you never asked. She was right, you probably could have talked me into your bed then pretty easily.”

She giggled breathlessly at a combination of her own words, and the fact that Rose’s lips had finally found their way to her nipples, the Puca suckling happily and switching back and forth from one stiff nub to the other. “I’m… thank you, Master. Thank you for this. Please don’t ever make it stop. I want to obey forever.”

I reached one hand up to lightly stroke Aubrette’s hair. My eyes flitted about the room, finding Cindy as she returned to the bed. The Sin Demon had the items I had ordered her to gather at hand, so it was nearly time to end the respite. “Nope. Sara, I’m happy to talk to you about a repeat later if you want, but we’re going to let this run its course, and then have a serious talk about what exactly you want when your mind isn’t being magically influenced. We can get you the breaks from life you need, but don’t want to enslave you.” I looked around at the four nude women, each one magically bound to my will such that they were compelled to obey me, and amended, “Ok, no, enslaving you – all of you – is incredibly hot, my god you’re all so beautiful, and I am the luckiest man who has ever lived. Point remains, though, I am actively trying to not force any of you into anything. Sober Sara has to do the negotiations, Slave Sara is ordered to just enjoy the rest of the night and not worry about being enslaved in the future.”

I paused, realizing I hadn’t actually taken Cindy’s earlier excellent advice. “Also: Slave Sara is ordered to obey my whims and wishes when I express them, not just my orders. If I tell you that I want something from you, you are ordered to comply and will be following my orders when you do. Same with if I say that something sounds like a good idea, and so on.”

A shudder ran through my landlord and she moaned so loudly I couldn’t tell if she actually came, or if she was just ecstatic at that particular order. A few moments later, she managed to call out, “Yes, thank you Master!”

I smiled, then looked at where Cindy was now waiting for my go-ahead. I looked back towards Sara and ordered, “Slave Sara, Cindy is going to get you ready for more. Relax and enjoy it. Rose, come here and cuddle me.”

The Puca made a little noise of disappointment as she pulled herself away from my landlady’s firm tits, and I couldn’t blame her. Sara’s breasts weren’t large, but they were firm, perky, and delicious looking. Still, Rose obeyed, climbing up the bed to snuggle to my side, all while Aubrette continued to dutifully ply her mouth to keep my cock nice and warmed up.

Cindy, meanwhile, gently shoved Sara and the fit woman allowed herself to be pushed onto her back, her muscular thighs spread wide. The tiny blonde wasted no time, first dragging her tongue up Sara’s cunt, before beginning to work one of her fingers into the other woman’s backside. Moans started to fill the room again as Cindy fulfilled my orders. I wrapped one arm around Rose, pulling her to my side and leaning over to kiss her, the herbal flavor of her mouth a distinct contrast to Aubrette’s sweeter flavor.

For the next couple minutes, I made out with the dark haired Puca, allowed myself the pleasure of playing with her huge tits, and occasionally moaned out my approval of the way my High Sidhe vassal was treating my dick. The redhead was focused, but Rose’s eyes joined mine in watching the show at the foot of the bed.

While Sara writhed and occasionally called out a, “Fuck yes, please more!” Cindy slowly pumped first one, then two of her fingers into the other woman’s tight asshole. She had a bottle of lube placed to her side and occasionally withdrew her hand to squirt more onto her fingers, before working them into my new slave again, all while tonguing her cunt idly. Only when the demon’s fingers were able to slide smoothly in and out, Sara’s tight ring of muscles finally having relaxed, did she move to the next step of my instructions. She carefully poured lube over the butt plug I’d had her fetch, turned it on to begin vibrating, then slowly started working it in to replace her fingers. In another minute or so, the plug popped into place, the buzzing it emitted suddenly muffled as it sank to its flared base, and Sara’s voice filled the room. “Please Master, may Slave Sara cum?”

I beamed at that and responded, “Yes, then come up here and put your mouth to work. Aubrette… come snuggle, you’re watching from right here.” Immediately, Sara’s body began to quiver as another orgasm overtook her, the combined stimuli of the plug vibrating in her ass, Cindy’s tongue on her pussy, and the magic flooding her body with pleasure overwhelming her. As she did, Aubrette dutifully removed her mouth from the head of my cock, leaving her fingers wrapped around the base, as she took her position opposite Rose to snuggle against my side.

Once Sara recovered enough, she started dragging herself up the bed towards me, her dark eyes fixed on my wet cock. Her progress was slowed by the shivers that still passed through her, but soon enough her fit body was positioned between my legs. I relaxed back against the pillows and headboard, reclining with Rose’s plush form snuggled to my right side, and Aubrette’s taller body occupying my left, my cock standing proudly in the air.

Sara’s lips closed around my dick, the third mouth to give it attention in the last fifteen minutes or so, and another quiver of pleasure passed through her as she obeyed another order. One of her hands slid up to begin massaging my balls, then she got to work, bobbing her head up and down to slide her lips along my shaft as my pretty landlady started lovingly sucking my cock.

As I watched, Cindy slid forward and positioned herself between Sara’s thighs. With a lush Puca in one arm, a well built High Sidhe in the other, an enchanted human wrapping her mouth around my dick, and a Sin Demon ensuring that said human was both wet and ready for whatever I wanted, I let out a happy contented sigh and relaxed.



When I awoke, it was to an obnoxious beeping from my nightstand. The bedroom was lit with morning sunlight, and what I eventually recognized as my morning alarm was going off on my phone. I tried to move to turn it off, but found myself trapped by bodies. I had to slowly and carefully extract my left arm from where it was trapped between Rose’s tits, the Puca having fallen asleep holding it. She stirred a little, but did not wake. My right arm and leg were both similarly claimed, but I managed to stretch over Sara on my right to reach the phone and turn off the alarm.

The athletic woman claiming my right arm made a quiet sound of protest and nuzzled closer to me. She had been… memories of the night before hit me in a wave, but events had run long enough that the images which flashed through my mind weren’t in any particular order. By the time we were winding down, I had ordered Sara to get a good night’s sleep, and she seemed to have taken that to heart.

I managed to finally look down, discovering that Cindy was the one wrapped around my right leg. Her face was resting on one of Sara’s thighs, but she didn’t seem to be moving, so I guessed she was more in the realm of Sloth than of Lust at the moment. Looking around, I couldn’t see Aubrette anywhere. The last I remembered of her was… Rose, lapping my cum off of Sara’s perky tits, then pinning the redhead to the mattress as she shoved her tongue – and my load – into the Sidhe’s mouth. That had been towards the end of the night. Or rather, the early hours of the morning when I was finally starting to run out of energy. At some point I had the thought to ask Sara what she considered ‘well fucked’, since she had used the phrase early in the evening, and as a result I had eventually made sure the ensorcelled woman had an orgasm with my dick inside her pussy, her mouth, and then her ass, before taking a break and a shower and eventually having Cindy and Rose masturbate me onto her tits. That… that was about the last part that I remembered, and I must have passed out soon after.

I took several minutes to carefully sneak out of bed, leaving a tangle of three women behind to crawl towards each other seeking the warmth of a body to cuddle. Once free, I tossed on some boxers and made my way to the kitchen. As I had somewhat expected, Aubrette was making breakfast, frying up some eggs in anticipation of my waking. Rather than being nude, she was rocking a naked apron look, her backside exposed while her chest was protected from flying grease. When she turned to smile at me, I saw that the apron was embroidered with the phrase “I fuck better than I cook.”

I liked her cooking, but I still had to agree.

She blushed the moment she saw me, but smiled and said quietly, “Cindy suggested it, and I thought you would approve, my Lord.”

I approached her, kissed her warmly, and agreed. “I do.”

Over the next hour, first Rose, and then Sara emerged from the bedroom. Both of them looked thoroughly disheveled, though Rose managed to find a set of comfy pajamas to wear. Sara, still under the effect of the enchantment she demanded, remained blissfully naked as she woke, immediately padding over to where I was seated at the kitchen table and leaning down to kiss me.

“Thank you, Master. You gave me everything I wanted. I am your slave, and I beg of you to please keep me this way.” I returned her kiss gently, pushing my mostly empty coffee cup away and scooting my chair back to make room for me to pull her into my lap. She turned gracefully, planting her firm behind and snuggling up to my chest, while I reached one hand up to stroke her dark brown hair.

“I’m not going to do that, Sara. I told you yesterday, Sober Sara is going to be the one doing any such negotiations. Slave Sara gets to have fun, and I genuinely, absolutely hope that when this ritual wears off, Sober Sara feels like she got exactly what she needed. I know you got what you asked for, but…” I shook my head, leaning down to claim another tender kiss. “Well, I just hope you feel the same way later. Ok, you have to get to your office soon, so here is your order for the day: Go about your work with the same professional excellence you have always shown me. Don’t let anyone else push you around or get away with anything you wouldn’t normally. I’m not going to tell you to enjoy the job, specifically, but I’ll order you to at least tolerate it to the point where it doesn’t make you unhappy.”

I paused there for a moment, feeling Sara quiver in pleasure as she received new orders, before asking, “Is there anything else you can think of that I should be ordering you to do?”

Dark brown eyes gazed up at me as my landlady, naked and probably still full of my cum despite Rose’s best efforts to lick it out of her, stared into my eyes. Eventually, she nodded slowly, “Yes, please, Master. If you aren’t going to order me to report back to have the ritual renewed, then at least order me to return here if I feel the magic wearing off. That way I don’t react inappropriately at work when it ends.”

I nodded at her wisdom, replying simply, “Consider that an order.” I kissed her again, unable to resist the urge, and marveling at how different and unusual it seemed to just taste a human woman’s lips. There was no honey, no refreshing herbal taste, no spice, just… willing woman, kissing me back.

I let my hand slip down, squeezing her firm backside once, then lightly slapping it. “Get moving. Get dressed, back to your apartment to change, all that stuff – which probably falls under the ‘be professional’ order anyway, but just in case. If the magic is still in effect when you would normally be done with work, come back here anyway.”

Sara slipped from my lap and padded towards the bedroom, where Aubrette had deposited her little black dress. A couple minutes later, she closed my apartment door behind her as she went to her own place to change.



Sara didn’t return to my apartment until evening, when she would normally wrap up her office duties. She was still firmly in the thrall of the spell, but since I didn’t know how long that would last, I kept the evening’s activities light. All five of us watched movies, ate dinner, and played cards for the next several hours until, a little more than 26 hours after the ritual completed, Sara abruptly announced, “Magic’s fading!”

Then she slumped forward in her chair, dropping her cards on the table.

I immediately stood up, rushing around to her, but she was already beginning to stir. By the time I reached out to touch her shoulder, she was looking around the room at us and looking only a little woozy. I slowly dropped to one knee beside her, searching her expression for any signs of distress.

To my delight, instead, she smiled. It was warmer, and less effusive than she had been the previous evening, and I sagged in relief when I saw it. That got a laugh, and she leaned forward to press a fond kiss to my cheek. “Thank you, Jack.”

I blinked in surprise at that, having not expected those to be her first words. She obviously read my expression, because she continued without prompting, “Not just for giving me exactly the night that I asked for, but also for not letting me persuade you to keep me that way. You’re a good man. That magic book thing would… it would be bad to have that in someone else’s hands. I shudder to think of what Mycah might have done with it, but you… even when you have someone literally begging to be your slave, you made sure I wanted everything you gave me. So… thank you for being a good man.”

I was nearly bowled over by her words. I didn’t think that anything I had done was particularly… good. I still didn’t think of myself as an especially good person. I had, after all, been perfectly willing to place myself at the center of a four women one man orgy the night before. That didn’t sound like the actions of a ‘good’ man, maybe an ‘okay’ one at the best. I didn’t voice those particular doubts, but instead reached up to take Sara’s hand in my own. “I cannot begin to tell you how glad I am that you’re ok with everything. I know you told me what you wanted, but… anyway, I’m glad. And thank you, I had an amazing time with you last night.”

That got a laugh from Sara, her head tossing back a little as she let out a burbling giggle, before she lowered her head and let her dark eyes meet mine. “I should fucking hope so, mister. With the way that massive fuck stick of yours split my little booty, I should fucking pray that you got what you wanted too. I’m going to be sore for days. I’m not like the rest of your magical harem, I need a break now and then.” Her expression softened, and the fond smile returned. “But just a break, I think. I’d ask if you wanted me back, but I already fucking know you do. You’re a good man, Jack, but you’re also a fucking horny one. We’ll talk more later. I’m going to go back to my place to shower and rest and think. I might not always want you to put your magic mojo on me, but I’ll be back, and we’ll figure it out.”

With that, Sara rose from her chair. I stood as well, and she pulled me down for a quick kiss – our first without magic enslaving her – before spinning and retreating. A moment later, my apartment door clicked shut behind her.



Nearly a week later, I was kneeling in front of a ritual circle, looking at my notebook and the magic tome. Cindy was to my right, Aubrette to my left, and Sara – wearing some lovely powder blue lingerie – was kneeling in front of me in the pentacle. I watched as the athletic caramel skinned woman’s expression changed from one of impatience, her body relaxing and a look of bliss overtaking her. She sighed happily, then said simply, “Master!”

I beamed, leaning to first my left then my right to claim a kiss from each of my assistants, before rising and holding out my arms to Sara. “Come here and kiss me, Slave Sara!” She did, prancing through the circle and all but flinging herself at me. I wrapped my arms around her, lifting her so I could claim her mouth for myself and slowly spinning her around. I slowly lowered her to the floor once more, then motioned for Cindy and Aubrette to grab the ritual supplies and join me. Rose was already at the door, holding a small notebook. This particular one wasn’t one of mine – instead, it belonged to Sara, where my pretty landlady had taken some time over the last several days to jot down a list of requests and bucket list items she wanted me to either have her do, or have done to her.

The very first item she had written down was ‘take me to a tattoo artist and have them mark me as yours.’ Though she had then immediately added, ‘Somewhere I can cover it up with clothes easily.’

The lingerie clad beauty pressed herself to my side as we walked out of the room. Rose led the way, while Cindy and Aubrette brought up the rear. We moved into the living room area, Sara and I making for the kitchen table. One of the items on the second page of her list was ‘I suck my man off while someone else makes him dinner’, so I positioned myself in one of the wooden chairs and commanded, “Crawl under the table and give me the best slow blowjob you can. Try to time it so I cum in your mouth right after I finish eating.”

Sara was just dropping to her hands and knees, with Aubrette heading to the kitchen to start cooking and Cindy in the edge of my peripheral vision as she placed the tome on a bookshelf, when a sound like a gong echoed through the room. My door flew open, and a Black woman in a set of long robes strode through. I was frozen in shock, Sara continued to crawl under the desk heedless of the intruder, and Aubrette whirled to face her.

Cindy sprang forward, leaping towards the invader, only for the woman to raise a hand and all but shout a word I didn’t recognize.

Abruptly, I felt as though bands of iron settled around me, holding me immobile. Cindy froze in midair, hovering apparently unsupported, and what I could see of her expression was thunderous Wrath.

I couldn’t open my mouth to speak, and my eyes flitted wildly around the room, eventually landing on the robed intruder. I blinked in surprise – which was about the only motion I could manage – as I realized that I recognized her. Her hair was unbound, forming a poofy afro around her, rather than being tied back as it was the last time I saw her, and the robes were new, but the little narrow frame glasses she wore were the same pair the librarian who first greeted me when I went to look up information on Sidhe some months back. With that clue, I was able to recognize the woman’s face as well, though the last time I saw it, it wasn’t wearing an expression of utter disgust.

When she spoke, her tone was tinged with contempt, none of the professional courtesy she used at the library evident. “You, Mister Jack Puttman, are in trouble. Selling your services was fine, even if you did manage to make enough of a splash that we noticed. You’re trying to keep a low profile, and we don’t begrudge people making a living. Summoning a Sin Demon was dangerous, but so far she hasn’t harmed anyone. Even whatever you did to bind those two Fae women would have been acceptable. They aren’t human, so while I might personally find it highly distasteful, my mandate doesn’t allow me to interfere just because I don’t like something.”

As she spoke, the Black woman walked across the room towards me. My apartment’s door closed behind her, untouched by any visible hands. My eyes tracked her helplessly, unable to do more than follow her. “But this! This is a normal human woman. Not a fairy, not a demon, not a golem or genie, an actual human, and you have bent her will to yours. And that…” She abruptly paused, her head jerking to the side. My eyes followed the motion, and I could instantly see what startled her.

Cindy was moving. It was slow, at first, but the expression of Absolute Wrath on her face spoke of murder in the near future. As the seconds ticked by, I saw first one arm, then the other, forcing its way through whatever magical bonds restrained everyone but the Wizard berating me.

And I knew that’s what she was. The robe, the magic, the way she held herself all fit the exact horror stories my parents had raised me on, warning what would happen if I garnered too much attention. The Black woman, the striking woman who was polite and helpful at the library, the one to whom I had given my home address, was a Wizard.

The woman’s tone suddenly changed when she realized Cindy was on the verge of breaking her spell, and she abruptly rushed towards me. With me seated in the chair, she had to lean down a little to put her lips near my ear. “Ok Mister Puttman, here’s what’s going to happen. I’m going to cast a spell that will make you want to do everything you can to keep me safe and happy. I’m not like you, so it’ll only last a day or two. As soon as I do, I’m going to drop the spell holding you and you’re going to order your Sin Demon to stand down.”

I tried to open my mouth to respond, to protest and tell her how unnecessary any of this was, but my jaw couldn’t open to let out words, so all I managed was muffled incoherent yelling.

The wizard glanced over at Cindy, who had gotten one of her legs free enough to kick wildly, and was using that motion to pull at her other leg, and began speaking in swift precise tones. My brain struggled to parse the sounds she was making, the words passing through my ear and hitting some deeper part of my brain well beyond the language center. It only took her a few seconds of recitation – hundreds of times faster than any rituals I knew – but in that time, Cindy managed to get one foot on the floor, using that to push herself forward with only one arm and one leg still restrained.

The wizard finished her spell, and a flash of white light filled my eyes, and for a moment, I was filled with a sense of bliss and joy. My mistress was here, and she had already told me how I could serve her best!

Then the smell of dried herbs filled my nose, and green light flashed through the apartment. Long dormant magic that had slumbered for months triggered as her spell activated a ritual ward I had put in place shortly after Aubrette joined me, one I hadn’t even known succeeded, and the sense of ecstatic servitude fled my mind as quickly as it had filled it.

The magic holding me immobile vanished a heartbeat later. Cindy’s feet hit the carpet and she launched herself forward, just as the Wizard dropped to both knees in front of me with a thump, gazing up at me with adoration and announcing loudly, “Master!”


Epilogue

I WAS LYING on my back, in bed.

I was naked.

I was fully erect.

Two sets of breasts rubbed along my shaft. One of the sets of breasts was pale white, and massive, with pale areola and faintly pink nipples. The other set was hickory brown, not quite as large though still impressive and capped with dark nipples. Both of them were shiny and slick with quite a bit of lube.

Zarina spoke, her voice sounding happy, if a little confused. “Ok, so remind me why we’re doing this specifically again?” She slid her chest up and down opposite Rose. While she wasn’t as busty as the Puca, her breasts were impressive, easily the second largest pair in the room.

It wasn’t Rose that answered her, though. Cindy’s husky voice rising up behind Zarina. “Master’s seed has a chance at containing the right magical properties to allow you to counter the charm effect you’re under.”

The busty wizard slid her breasts back and forth against Rose’s, my dick trapped between all four breasts in a prison of sliding delightful flesh. “No, I know that. I’m still torn because I don’t want to stop serving my Master ever, but he has commanded and I must obey. I’m asking why Rose and I are specifically giving him a double tit-job.”

Zarina moaned loudly after she spoke. One of Cindy’s hands was sliding back and forth, pumping a textured purple dildo in and out of the woman’s ass while the other danced around her stiff clit to stimulate it.

Sara was behind Rose, giving her much the same treatment. Aubrette was across the room, naked and tied to a chair, while a vibrator buzzed away between her legs. A ring gag held the redhead’s mouth open and drool occasionally dripped down onto her well proportioned tits. Her expression was one of tormented bliss.

Cindy drove the dildo deep into Zarina’s ass, twisting it back and forth and drawing out another moan from the wizard, before answering, “Because it’s hot as fuck to make the wizard who enslaved herself to him give my master a tit job. Now get back to work, fucktoy. I want his seed painting your face before he fucks this big ass of yours. And Rose, this time, try not to lick it all up. Master really is trying to break this spell. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to spoil our efforts so you can keep your newest cuddle buddy.”

I folded my hands behind my head and rested back, letting the two busty women continue to service my cock. Cindy was right, I really was trying to free Zarina. The spell she had used a few weeks ago would have had me serving her for a day. Reflected seven and thirteenfold thrice over by the protective charm I had cast months before, she was bound to me for the next two thousand five hundred years or so instead. We were hoping to end that, but in the meantime, I couldn’t really complain about the results.



As my apartment front door opened of its own accord, a sound like a gong filling the living room, my immediate thought was that at least this time, nobody in the apartment was naked.

No one was even engaged in any particularly lewd activity, though a very quiet buzzing sound was audible from the small desk Sara had set up. She was studying there, earbuds in, apparently dead to the world outside of her notebooks and laptop, the only one of us who didn’t react.

It was just after dinner, and Cindy and Aubrette had joined me on the couch. Rose was in the other room sewing, and Zarina was waiting on the last of the microwave popcorn to finish popping.

A tall Black man stood in the door of my apartment. He was dressed in fine brown robes with delicate green and gold embroidery, and carried a staff as tall as he was. Despite the stereotype, he wore no hat, and his bald head shone in the light of my apartment. I had difficulty placing his age – though obviously my senior, his posture was unbowed, his skin unblemished, and with no hair visible I had no way to know if he was graying or not. My first guess was that he was in his mid-fifties, but if you told me I was off by twenty years in either direction it wouldn’t have been a surprise.

For several long moments, no one moved. The uninvited guest took the time to look over each of us in turn, stone-faced and expressionless. Just as his gaze swept over Zarina, Rose appeared in the doorway, but then halted.

It was my surprisingly bubbly goth Puca’s voice that broke the silence. Never shy, the curvaceous woman gestured with a half-finished corset and asked, “Hi, who’s this? Friend of yours, Zarina?”

My eyes flickered towards the wizard still captured by the reflected spell she had tried to use to secure my cooperation, but it was the invader who answered. His voice was quiet, deep, and powerful, and he had an obvious African accent, though uncultured as I am, I had no guess as to which part of the massive continent. “Her grandfather, actually. I received my granddaughter’s report on what transpired, and came to verify it for myself.”

I swallowed, suddenly doubly glad that none of us had been up to anything less than honorable. If the man had arrived an hour earlier… or, to be totally honest, an hour later, it’s entirely possible the reception he got would not have been as innocent.

He walked into the apartment, the door swinging closed behind him without obvious cause. Cindy began tensing beside me, and the wizard directed his gaze at her in response. “Peace, demon. Zarina told me that what happened was her own error, and that despite being the beneficiary, your Master has been working to reverse it. I had to verify that myself, but it takes little effort to see that the traces of magic hooked into the girl’s mind are her own. You have no cause to fear.”

The man’s legs were long, and by the time he finished speaking, he was standing before Zarina. As he looked into her eyes, his stony expression broke and a sad smile touched his lips. “Granddaughter, what did you do to yourself?”

Zarina smiled up at him. Unlike her grandfather, the wizard – and part time librarian – had no trace of anything but pure midland America in her accent. “I tried to enchant a man I thought was abusing people. I was wrong, and I paid the price. Grandfather, please, don’t hold Jack accountable for my own mistake. You can see it yourself – my magic is now tangled up with his. At Jack’s insistence, I have been attempting to unravel that connection, but trying to just sever or dispel it will likely hurt one or both of us.”

She paused there, for just a moment, before adding, “Besides, it’s not like I’m unhappy. It’s not even like I’ve been derelict in my duties.” She shot a glare in my direction, muttering just loud enough for me to hear, “Not like he’s let me.” I rolled my eyes at that. Zarina had been insisting that she could keep me safest and happiest by my side. Twenty-four by seven. It had been a topic of conversation more than once.

Her grandfather nodded his head slowly. “No, that is true. That is the other reason I am in the United States, however. An impundulu has been reported in northern Tennessee. The guardian there attempted to engage it, but failed to capture the creature. That may simply mean that he failed, but it may also mean there is a witch who has bound the impundulu as a familiar. You must be cautious, and also be ready to respond to a call to action.”

I watched the interplay between the two with rapt fascination. Zarina had started to tell me about the society she and her family belonged to, but there was still so much more to learn. I began to slowly rise from the couch, only for Zarina’s grandfather to address me without so much as turning his head. “Do not interrupt your evening further on my account, Jack Puttman. I have verified that the tale Zarina gave me is the truth. She is unharmed, and to attempt to remove her from here would be likely to harm her.”

He spun, abruptly turning towards the exit. As he began walking, he added, “See that I do not have cause to take that risk, Jack Puttman.” I swallowed, the sudden coolness in the man’s rich voice sending a chill down my spine. I only managed to speak when he was just arriving at the door, “I’m doing everything I can, sir.”

He paused, nodded once without turning to face me. The door opened before him without his touching the handle, then closed behind him the same way a moment later.

Everyone in the room let out a collective breath. I glanced over at Cindy, only to see the Sin Demon’s eyes boring a hole in the door. I reached a hand over to squeeze her shoulder gently, then turned towards Zarina. “So, your grandfather…”

She nodded, opening the microwave to pull out the bag, then turning to walk towards me. “Amari. Or… Wizard Malle is how you should probably address him. One of the most powerful wizards I have ever met, or even heard of.”

I swallowed hard. Zarina had not yet mentioned this member of her family. “He seems… like a lot.”

The pretty Black wizard laughed at that, seating herself next to me and forcing Aubrette to scoot over to make room. “That he is. You’re still alive, which probably means you’re ok. I’m surprised he made this trip himself. He rarely leaves Africa.”

Cindy finally broke herself out of whatever Wrathful trance she had gone into, commenting idly, “I am glad I did not have to fight him. That would have been difficult to manage without the rest of you getting hurt. I am also pleased that it was a relative of yours, Zarina, and not the vampires.”

That got another blink from me, as I stared at the Sin Demon in incomprehension. “The… vampires?”

The small blonde nodded at the question, clarifying, “The ones related to the one who attempted to feed on Aubrette on Halloween. I had to dispatch her while Rose was challenging you. I have been wondering if the local clan would attempt to retaliate. It has been some months since that occurred, but vampires are known to possess both cunning and patience.”

I opened my mouth to respond, then closed it once more. Then I tried again, only to fail again. By the third time, I managed to respond, “Oh.”

A few more moments passed as I tried to process that information, but then Zarina finally opened the bag of steaming popcorn and shook it gently in front of my face. As the scent of deliciously artificial butter filled my nose, I decided that would have to be a problem for future me.
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