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Chapter 1.1

“Gordon, I must say. This is your best idea yet.”

“Of course it is,” I told Dwain with a smirk. “All my ideas are fantastic.” 

Hamilt and Dwain both laughed at how plainly untrue that was. I stepped forward, my shoe scuffing the chalk line below me, and I scowled in annoyance. If only we had something more resilient. With a sigh, I drew the line over again and wiped up the chalk smear along the floor with a rag we’d hastily made from Dwain’s shirt. 

“Good enough,” I decided. With a flick of the wrist, the chalk was tossed to the side. I cracked my fingers. “Let’s do this.” A smile slipped across my face. My two lackeys had stupid grins of their own. “Hamilt, begin the chant.”

In a deep rhythmic voice, Hamilt began reading the strange otherworldly text from the open book in his hand. I only hoped his pronunciation would be good enough. Dwain meanwhile began to tap along the ritual drum and ring a small golden bell. Then, it was my turn.

“Oh, demons of the Under, we call upon your kin for a daughter of Lust.” I stepped into the circle and with a small knife, sliced the palm of my hand. Blood dripped out and into a small cup within the summoning pentagram. “Please accept this offering so that we may speak with thee.” Blood wasn’t the bodily fluid a succubus preferred, exactly, but we had read that they would still accept it. I flatly refused to debase myself by providing something else. 

We waited as Hamilt continued the chant. And then we waited some more. Eventually, after a long period of nothing happening, he stopped. 

“Knew it wouldn’t work,” Hamilt said after several seconds of silence. 

“Shut up, Hamilt. You probably just didn’t do the chant right.” I sneered at him. 

“Whatever.”

These two idiots were useless. Well, there was nothing to do now but figure out where we went wrong. I turned to walk out of the summoning circle, only to bump face-first into an invisible wall along the edge. My hands went up and felt along it. I was… trapped in the circle? That was strange. 

“You good, Gordon?” Hamilt asked.

My eyes searched the room around me but found no demon in sight. What was going on? The room temperature began to rise or at least felt like it did. Looking down at my arms, I noticed my skin reddening. 

“What --” A soul-rending headache tore through my forehead, and a high-pitched scream escaped me. I screamed and screamed as it pulsed, somehow finding my way to the ground and rolling around in pain. The last thing I heard was my friends rushing over, repeatedly asking me what was wrong followed by a feminine otherworldly chuckle. 

---

“... is why you don’t play with things you don’t understand. The two of you are lucky this is the worst that happened. You buffoons could have summoned a serious threat that might have torn apart the school. And I can assure you that being killed by such a demon would have been the least of your worries once one of our necromancers brought you back to life.”

I moaned and opened my eyes, my voice sounding strangely different to my ears. “Did we do it?” I mumbled out and sat up from the floor. 

“Fuck me, that was hot,” Dwain said. 

I looked across the room to find Hamilt, Dwain, and two teachers staring at me. Professor Yarev, who ran the boys’ dorm, stood next to my friends, while Professor Mars was near me inspecting the summoning circle I was still sat within. 

“Mars,” Professor Yarev said in a tone of warning.

“Don’t worry. I believe I’ve largely put together what’s happened here.” His hand brushed along the edge of the circle. 

“I’m…” I’d nearly blurted out horny but stopped myself. “...hungry.” I was feeling starved, yet more than anything, I really wanted to get myself off, and soon. I was mortified to find that a growing part of me wouldn’t mind playing with myself right there in front of all four of them. How could I have gotten so horny all of a sudden? How was it possible to even be this horny? 

“Oh, I bet you’re hungry,” Mars said with a grin. 

“I’d appreciate it if you could enlighten me of the situation, Mars,” Yarev said, clearly annoyed that the man hadn’t yet.

“From what I can tell, their story holds water. This little demon here is one of our students, Gordon Dirov.”

“Demon?” I looked around the room briefly once more before looking down. Two large, red, and naked breasts greeted me. “I’m a girl!” I shouted. My hands gently cupped them as I questioned the reality staring me in the face. Without much thought, one hand glided between my legs to find my manhood missing.

“Not just a girl,” Mars continued, “but a succubus. I suspect you, my dear, have some demonic ancestry in you. I doubt this shoddy circle would have done much without that. Perhaps we can find out more with a few tests in my lab. I could use a new creature to study.” His grin became malicious and I scooted back until I was pressed once more against an invisible boundary. I was still trapped. 

“Hmm.” Professor Yarev rubbed his chin in thought. “Well, demon or not, she’s still technically a student. You’ll have to find some other creature to satisfy you, Mars.” 

I sighed in relief. A succubus. Right, I could deal with this. I could get through this. My fingers traced along the curve of one of the small horns along my head. I could feel the peculiar sensation of small wings twitching along my back and my tail curling around my leg.  “So when can you change me back?” I asked them. 

Yarev and Mars looked to each other. “Change you back?” Yarev said. “You’re a demon. You have demon blood running through your veins now. There is no ‘changing you back.’”

“I’m -- I’m stuck like this?” My heart dropped through my chest at the declaration, and my breathing quickened as I came close to hyperventilating. 

“This will teach you not to meddle with things you don’t understand, girl.” Girl.

“No, no there’s got to be something I can do! There’s no way I’m going to be stuck as some… some…”

“Demonic harlot?” Yarev snorted. “Best of luck with that. In the meantime, you’ll be transferring rooms. I’d leave you here, but the other professors would complain when half of their students stopped doing their work.” 

I cringed as Dwain and Hamilt began to chuckle. With a word and gesture, Yarev indicated for Mars to disrupt the circle I stood within. Mars scuffed the chalk lines with his foot, and I immediately felt a difference in the room. It was as though an invisible pressure had been lifted from around me. I reached a hand outside to find myself unobstructed. 

“What happened to my clothes?”

Mars looked my naked body up and down, seeming to eye my small wings and tail which was still looped around my leg. “I believe they caught fire during your transformation,” he said. Hamilt and Dwain nodded with smiles and I scowled at them. I’d have to find a way to pay them back for leering at me later. 

I eyed the four of them as I edged out of the circle, feeling far more vulnerable than I ever had in my life. It was a weird feeling, to be so vulnerable and horny in front of four men. It was the sort of thing you might have fantasies about, but never put much actual thought into actually happening. Quickly, I slipped into my room, leaving the door open, and began tossing a few things out of my dresser. As I was about to begin slipping on some underwear, I looked back over. The four of them continued to watch me. Yarev seemed suspicious of me, but I could see a degree of lust in the eyes of the other three. I shivered. The door was wide open, and I could easily shut it. Why didn’t I want to?

I bent and slipped the underwear up my legs. It fit strangely - tight in some places and loose in others. It unfortunately awkwardly came up over my tail, which had to slip out through one of the legs. Next, I pulled up some baggy pants and tossed on a shirt that was a bit too large for me. I hated the way it rubbed against my small wings as I walked back out of the room. It made them itch, and my attempts at shifting them around did little to nothing. Hamilt and Dwain had looks of disappointment to see me clothed once more. I suppressed the urge to aggressively berate them in front of two teachers. If it weren’t for them, I’d have the two idiots already bowing at my feet for forgiveness. 

“Right, time to go, then.” Yarev grabbed the collar of my shirt and began pulling me towards the door.

“What about all my stuff?” I complained.

“You can pick up your trash from here later. We need to get to the girls’ dorm so that Esme can find somewhere to stick you.” 

“I… but…” 

“Shut up and move it, demon,” he scolded and shoved me forward out of the room and into the boys’ hallway. 

I would regret going to this school; I just knew it. Was the Ashes College of Dark Arts the worst place to become a demonic succubus? It was doubtful. There were a few magical schools that would have killed or banished me to the Under on the spot. Several, however, would have surely tried to find a way to help change me back. At Ashes, I worried about people trying to take advantage of me. It was a school full of the more nefarious individuals and families of the magical community. It was a school for practitioners of forbidden arts, where even the teachers couldn’t really be trusted. My family had gone to this school for several generations, and so I did as well. 

Yarev continued to drag me through the hall, and several boys peeked at us from their doorways. My face heated as they stared at me with blatantly lusty gazes, despite my clothing. Even with my wings and tail covered, it seemed there was no hiding what I was. My own lust was getting worse, and I was fearing how bad it might inevitably get. As we edged by several boys in the hall, I gripped the bottom of my shirt. At first, it was because of my nerves, but as they stared at my body, I unconsciously pulled it tighter against my breasts. I released the cloth in embarrassment as I realized what I was doing, and stared down towards the floor clutching my fists. What was I doing, letting them ogle me like that? The asses were asking to be hexed and strung up in the hallway for daring to look at me in such a way. It wasn’t like I wanted to show off to them, to present my breasts so they could see them and strip off my shirt, waiting for one of them to grab me and push me against the wall. His hand trailing down my side and into --

“...to hear of any trouble from you, understand?” Yarev shook me. “Are you listening to me?” I looked up to him with wide embarrassed eyes and quickly nodded my head. “Don’t cause Esme any trouble.” He eyed me a moment and then mumbled under his breath, “This is why I hate succubi. Useless absentminded creatures who don’t listen to anything you say. Should just send her to the Under and summon something better in her place.”

I pouted and bit my tongue but ignored his raving. We made our way into the girls’ dorm and to Housemother Esme’s office. Yarev gave a knock, and a moment later it opened to reveal the short elderly Housemother. She eyed me down like a putrid roach in her tea. 

“Yarev,” she began calmly, turning her attention to him. “Why are you bringing some demon into my dorm?”

“This little Underspawn is unfortunately one of my students, one Gordon Dirov. As you can see, he’s rather unfit to stay in the boys' dorm tonight.”

“This seems like your problem to deal with, Yarev.”

“Oh come now, Esme. She has to go somewhere, and I don’t want her in my dorm bringing every professor in the school complaining to me later.” 

“So you bring the creature to me?” She looks to the professor as though ready to strike him down with lightning. “Stick it in the dungeons.” 

I stiffened, imagining for a moment all the horrors that lied down there. There were many stories about the school’s dungeons, none of them good. 

“She’s still a student.” After a moment he added a grumbled, “I’ll owe you a favor.”

The old lady’s scowl turned into a small twisted smile. “You should have just led with that, Yarev.”

He looked as though he’d just bitten into a rotting corpse. “Just deal with her. She’s your problem now.” With a quick turn, Yarev stormed off back the way we had come, somehow even more annoyed than his usual grumpy demeanor. 

A hand clamped down around my wrist like a viper, and I looked down into the old lady’s menacing eyes. 
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The Housemistress's fingers wrung the skin around my wrist as her eyes bore into me. “No demon is going to be running around my house without a contract, student or not.” She pulled me into her office. “Sit.” As the door clicked shut behind us, she released me. I clutched my throbbing wrist and sat in the soft leather chair across from her desk, taking care not to crush my new wings and tail. 

Thirty minutes later and my head was near throbbing from all the contract discussion. It was my first time doing such a thing, and I felt woefully inexperienced. The basics of it came down to simply: no harming other students directly or indirectly and do what Esme tells me to. But of course, the old woman had to make sure no stone was unturned in making sure there were no loopholes to it. The only thing I got out of the deal was not being banished by her to the Under so long as the contract was valid. With that done, the Housemother locked me into another grip and dragged me down the hallway. 

“You’ll be staying with Yulia. She’s a well-mannered and productive girl who I expect will keep you in line. You will not cause her any problems, understood?” Her voice left no room for disagreement.

I nodded grudgingly as we made it to a dorm room door. Esme gave a loud tap and waited. It opened to reveal a tall confident girl with long black hair and red eyes. She stood with a poised elegance in a black sophisticated dress that suggested she was having tea with an ambassador rather than simply lounging within her room. 

“Yes, Housemother? What can I do for you?” Yulia’s eyes flicked over to me for a mere moment before focusing on Esme. 

“I’ve found you a new roommate.”

She looked back over to me, an eyebrow arched upward. “A demon?”

“Unfortunately, yes. She’s a student who’s had a recent… accident. If she causes you any trouble, don’t hesitate to come to me. Though I expect you’ll be capable of handling her.”

“Hmm,” the girl replied thoughtfully.

I ground my teeth as I looked between the two of them grumpily as they talked about me as though I weren’t even there. 

“I suppose I’ll have to find you something to sleep on,” the Housemother said to me in clear annoyance. I looked into the room to see only the singular bed. Why was there only the one, I wondered? Most rooms had two by default. 

“Actually, I believe I have something in my closet that would be perfect,” the girl replied with a smile. 

Esme raised her eyebrow momentarily before nodding. “Very well. I’ll leave her in your care then. Do keep the Underspawn out of trouble.” She turned and walked away without another word, not even bothering to question the girl on what bedding she could possibly fit in the small dorm closet. 

I looked hesitantly at Yulia. Despite all this, I wasn’t sure how I felt about living with a girl. Part of me wondered if I’d be better off finding some other little corner to sleep in somewhere. Besides, the girl seemed full of herself, and I wouldn’t stand for other students looking down on me. I might have been temporarily stuck as a succubus, but I’d be damned if I’d let others walk all over me. My look slowly turned into a glare. 

The girl slowly looked me up and down and said “Well, I see I’ve got my work cut out for me.”

“What in the Under is that supposed to mean?” 

She moved back into the room, leaving the door open behind her. I followed, staying near the door.

“It means that as my new roommate, your behavior reflects on me now. Your clothes look so shoddy and boyish that it makes even a succubus look bad, and your attitude clearly needs some work.”

“You…” I clenched my fists. I wasn’t going to put up with this. After the evening I’d had already, dealing with some stuck-up priss was the last thing I wanted. I could find somewhere else to sleep. I turned to leave out of the room, only for the door to slam shut and lock. Frustrated I continued up to it, ready to use my own magic to get me out if I needed to. I didn’t have time for this nonsense. My lust was creeping higher and higher. I wasn’t sure if masturbation would work, but if I didn’t do something about it soon, I was going to go mad. 

My hand gripped around the door handle as the other tried to turn the lock. Neither budged. 

With a brief glare at Yulia, who had her arms crossed with a wand in hand and a smirk along her face, I stepped back to cast a simple unlocking spell. 

I pointed my hand towards the door, my focus ring still thankfully on my finger after my transformation, and began to chant. The familiar words were strange in my more feminine voice. I could feel the magic begin to build before sputtering out. I frowned and tried once more, only for it to fail again. If I couldn’t unlock the door, then I’d just blow it into the hallway, I thought. 

My third chant began and I could no longer feel the magic flowing within me. I cut it off halfway, my arm falling to my side in resignation as I stared at the door in a stunned confusion.

“You’re a demon now. I doubt most human styles of magic will work for you,” Yulia said. She approached me from behind and bent down slightly over me. It grated my nerves how much shorter I seemed to be now. “I’m sure you’ll figure out your own in time.”

I couldn’t cast magic? My anger drained as my gut went down an emotional drop. I stared down at my soft red hands in slowly rising horror. In a school like this, what did that leave me with, potions and poisons? Perhaps I could still use runes if I were lucky. As a demon, I wouldn’t be able to even summon things from the Under. I was effectively defenseless.

“Why don’t we talk about your new place in life?” she said. I turned to her with a concerned look. 

“My new what?”

She moved towards me, wand still in hand, and I backed into the locked door with a gulp as she leaned down over me. “I’ll let you leave out of that door if you want, but I think we both know what will happen if you go. The reality here is, you need someone to protect you. Someone who will stop others from abusing your weakness. So leave if you want, but know that I won’t help you when a group of boys decides to make you their new toy. You’ll be on your own.” I licked my lips, unable to speak. “You want my protection, don’t you?”

Sufficiently cowed, I nodded. She smiled down at me and ran her fingers through my black hair. “Good. I’m glad you’re being sensible. We’ll have to put together a proper contract at some point. And in exchange, I’ll summon you out of the Under whenever you end up banished there by someone. I doubt they’ll be any kinder there to a defenseless little sex demon like you.”

I needed to find a way out of this. I would find a way. It was just a matter of time. I didn’t want to imagine the alternative.

“I believe I know the perfect way to cement this little deal between us,” she continued. I eyed her. “Strip off those clothes.”

“What? Why?”

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t be dense. Strip, you stupid succubus.” 

I glared back at the insult. “Go fuck yourself,” I said.

She smiled coyly. “Hmm, that’s not a bad idea.”

My eyes tracked her as she walked away from me, swaying her hips. She slowly slipped out of her dress, tossing it to the side along the floor and leaving her naked except for her long socks. She approached her bed and bent forward, leaving her pussy on display for me to see. Gradually she rolled a sock down and then leaned back up with it in hand to toss it towards her dress. Then she bent down once more to remove the other.

“What -- what are you doing?” I asked as I finally found my words.

She looked back over her shoulder as she rolled down her other sock. “Isn’t that obvious?” she said seductively. A hand moved to her vagina and rubbed into her lower lips. She let out a satisfied moan of pleasure. 

I licked my lips and took an unintentional step forward. Yulia turned to lay down along her bed, spreading her legs wide. She smiled briefly towards me, making it clear that she was intentionally giving me a clear view. Then her fingers slid down her belly and back to her pussy. She began to slide them up and down before inserting one and then another with a happy sigh. She rubbed and moved them in and out, with a relaxed slow pace. 

My mind was in overdrive. I wanted her, wanted to bend down between her legs and eat her out. I wanted to fuck.

Without even realizing it, I had moved closer to her, almost enough to touch her. I reached out a hand and then heard chanting. My eyes moved from between her legs to realize that she was staring at me, her wand in hand. A moment later and I found bindings of darkness wrapping around me. I squealed as they wrapped around my body and then pulled me up into the air towards the ceiling. My arms and legs were pressed up against the wooden boards above me, leaving my chest and stomach pushed out downward.

“I didn’t say you could touch,” she scolded. 

She got up from the bed and sauntered over to me, now hanging above her. Her finger traced down my breasts to my belly. With a quiet chant and twirl of her wand, my clothes disappeared off my body and appeared once more on the floor. My mouth hung open, and I felt a trail of drool fall to the floor. I licked my lips once more. 

“Let me down,” I begged weakly. 

“Tell me what you want,” she said back.

A battle began to rage within me. I couldn’t give in to her. I couldn’t. “I -- I want. I don’t --”

“Don’t try to hide it. Tell me you’re a horny slut, my horny little succubus slut. Tell me you want to lick me cunt and make me cum.”

I bit my tongue and closed my eyes, my will wavering. “I -- I want to -- to lick your cunt.”

“And?”

“I’m your slutty little succubus,” I mumbled. 

“Good enough,” she said. 

She snapped her fingers and my eyes shot wide open as I began to fall. My wings tried to flap uselessly once, before I smacked into the floor, still tied up in the bindings of darkness spell, only with my hands now behind my back. The fall thankfully didn’t hurt much, likely due to my new demonic nature. I watched as Yulia’s feet moved closer to me and then felt hands wrap around my horns. The feel of her fingers against them jolted through me. Surprised at just how sensitive my horns were, I moaned loudly as her fingers rubbed up along them. 

She tilted my head back. My eyes traced up past her obviously wet pussy, beyond her breasts, and into her red eyes. “Such lovely little horns. You’ll be a good little demon, won’t you? For your Mistress?”

“Yesss.”

She smiled down at me and ran her fingers through my hair, as the other hand still gripped my right horn. “That’s a good girl,” she said. I shivered in response. “Now please your Mistress.” I watched as a drop of cum slid down her leg. She shifted closer to me, her knees along the floor and legs wrapped around my head. Her hand pulled my head up and my nose pressed into her vagina. She let out a pleased hum. Pulling me up higher, she commanded, “Lick.”

My tongue ran up along her dripping cunt, and she pressed herself more firmly against me. I felt like a fool, uncertain as to what I was doing due to my lack of experience. Though I’d long imagined it and even bragged about fake stories to my friends, I’d never been with either a girl or guy. Not that I would ever admit desiring the latter. 

Despite my inexperience, I kept going. I needed this, possibly more than she did. I needed her to cum. I didn’t even care anymore that I was tied up, unable to move. Pleasure was all that mattered. Slowly I explored her, until eventually, I licked an upper part of her vulva that made her buckle forward. Pleased that I’d found a sensitive spot, I continued licking and sucking along it. Yulia’s moans picked up speed as she began rocking herself against my face. My mind started to feel fuzzy as she continued, but my tongue kept going, despite it being difficult to lick her properly due to her movements. Suddenly her hand tightened around my hair pulling it hard as the other gripped around my horn and pressed me harder into her. Her naked legs squeezed around my face and neck. I felt a shudder run through me as Yulia moaned loudly over, and then another shudder, followed by several more. An intense feeling of pleasure was running through me, pulsing along with Yulia’s own orgasm. I didn’t need to cum myself. I could get all I needed from someone else’s orgasm. 

As she finally released me, and I fell to the floor, I curled up with a contented sigh. It was a long moment before I even noticed that I was no longer bound. Yulia curled up behind me, intertwining her legs with my own. She ran her fingers through my hair and trailed them along my horns, sending yet more shivers through me. 

“Good girl. My good little pet.”
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Chapter 2.1

“It’s time to sleep,” Yulia declared.

She removed her arms from around me and got to her feet. The sounds of the creaking floor as she walked drifted toward the closet. I heard the closet door as it opened, and a moment later, she was walking back toward where we’d been cuddled up. Something plopped along the floor, and I looked over to it. Just a few feet away from me was now a large fluffy animal bed clearly designed for a large pet. It was made of a thick fur-like material, something I imagined was likely designed for a large dog or perhaps something a bit more exotic. It looked big enough even to fit a tiger. 

I looked over to Yulia with a scowl and opened my mouth, only to be interrupted. “Now now, don’t give me that look. It’s that or the floor. Your choice. Don’t worry, the bed's quite comfortable.”

“But…” I looked over to her bed, my desire clear upon my face.

“Don’t be silly, that’s my bed," she scolded. "Perhaps I’ll eventually allow you to sleep there.” She smiled. “If you’re good.” 

Her condescending smile had my anger steaming back up to a boil. I wanted to argue with her, but I knew it would do me no good. I’d just have to put up with it for tonight, I told myself. Tomorrow I’d figure out something else. 

I glanced over to my pile of clothes along the floor, and it occurred to me that I was still naked. It was strange how my nudity now bothered me so little that I failed to notice it. With a flick of her wand, Yulia cast a spell and my clothes disappeared once more, though I wasn’t sure to where this time. 

“Hey!” I said as I glanced around the room for it. “Those are mine. You can’t just take them!” 

“I’ll put them somewhere safe for you, how about that? If you do manage to find a way to become human again, you can have them back. In the morning, I’ll find something more... appropriate for you to wear.” She walked back into her closet and came out with a fluffy blanket. “Here,” she said as she tossed it onto the pet bed. 

More appropriate? “What’s wrong with my clothes?” 

“They look terrible, that’s what. Barely fitting for a boy, and completely indecent for a lady, even if you are a demon. They don’t even properly fit you.” She folded her arms up into a ‘this isn’t up for debate’ posture.

I glared back at her and growled. If it wasn’t for the power she held over me, I’d be tempted to try and tackle her to the floor. We’d see who was in control then. Instead, I sighed and slumped into the little bed. At least it was better than the floor, I thought. I gave one last glare her way as I curled up into it and wrapped the blanket over me. She smiled back as she slipped into her bed, still as naked as before. Part of me wondered why she had this thing in the first place. Did I want to know? Being curled up in this thing, even if it was surprisingly comfortable and big enough to mostly fit me, was humiliating. Humiliation was the intention, I expected. Had anyone else slept in this bed before me? Perhaps a different demon?

“Good girl,” she whispered over to me. I just shivered slightly in response. “I wonder if I should come up with some sort of cute name for you,” she pondered quietly. I didn’t bother saying anything. It struck me that she didn’t know who I was or even that I was a boy, and I thought it best to keep it that way. The less she knew about me, the easier things would be for me after I found a way to change back. 

As I laid there, I couldn’t help but reflect on how my life had changed so suddenly in just a single night. My thoughts drifted to the next few days ahead. I wasn’t looking forward to them, as I knew they were going to be full of trouble. There were a few different ways that people tended to treat the demons they contracted with, and it varied both on the type of demon and person contracting. Some people largely ignored them, treating demons as though they weren’t there or like a mere piece of furniture or tool. It was a good tactic against some of the more sly and sinister demons, assuming you had a solid enough contract with them. You could never be too careful with them. Some people liked demons they could be rough with or throw insults at. A less intelligent demon often worked best for that. And then there were the people who wanted a demon they could treat like a pet. Dangerous and intelligent pets, but pets all the same. I didn’t want to be a pet. I didn’t want to be a demon at all. 

I rolled over onto my other side, getting comfortable. Tomorrow, I’d search the library right after class. I would find something to fix this. I had to. 

---

The next morning, as I woke and began to stretch out, I realized I was still curled up in the large pet bed. I shot up out of it, tossing the blanket off of me, and looked down at myself with a scowl. Still a succubus, I thought with a dejected sigh as I stared down at my naked body and stretched out my small wings. I looked over to the real bed, to see that Yulia was still sleeping. What had I been thinking yesterday? Letting this girl boss me around and control me as though she owned me? Sleeping in this stupid bed? Magic or not, I must have been going mad. It was time I got out of here. 

I began to make my way quietly to the door when I realized I was still nude. Cursing to myself I started scanning the room once more for my clothing. Perhaps it was in the closet? My feet tiptoed over and stopped in front of the closet door. If I did it gently enough, maybe the door wouldn’t squeak like it did the day before. My hand slowly reached out towards the handle. 

“I see you’re up and ready to go,” a voice spoke from behind me.



I squeaked out and swerved around to find that Yulia had gotten up out of bed.

“Excited for the day, my little pet?” she asked as she gently straightened her blanket and made her bed. 

I scowled in anger. “I’m not your pet.” My arms folded as I glared up at her in defiance. “I’m getting my clothes and leaving.”

“Oh you are, are you?” she asked, still smiling condescendingly and walking toward me. Her red eyes seemed to glow in joy. If I could scowl any harder I was at that point. “You look so cute when you pout like that.” Her hand reached out to rub my cheek.

“Cute --” I smacked her hand away from me. Deciding to try and reign in my anger before I did something regretful, I walked past her to plop down onto her bed several feet away. “Give me back my clothes,” I demanded after sitting down and crossing my legs. I needed to be defiant and gain some amount of control or she’d walk all over me. Yet I also couldn’t go too far or she’d feel the need to resort to using magic. 

She brushed her chin with her thumb. “Alright, we can play things this way this morning.” She went into her closet and came back out a bit later with two bundles of clothes. One looked to be a short and frilly dress that was red and white colors. The other seemed like a plain pair of grey trousers on top of a shirt that I couldn’t really see. 

I eyed her suspiciously as she moved to her dresser and set them on top of it. 

“You want a choice in what to wear? Well, I’ll give you one this morning. Pick,” she commanded as she stepped away from them. 

With a scowl still across my face, I moved to see what “choices” she’d laid out for me. Ignoring the frilly disaster, I looked to the trousers. They seemed to be femininely cut, and I suspected that they were a pair that belonged to Yulia, as she certainly hadn’t gone anywhere to get them for me specifically. The material appeared stretchy, so I supposed it was possible they would fit, though I wondered how well. Some type of necklace sat on top of it, and I moved it to the side onto the frilly dress to get a better look at the shorts and the shirt beneath. 

“No no,” Yulia spoke up from behind me. “If you want that outfit, you get the collar as well.”

“Collar?” I muttered. 

I looked once more at the necklace. It indeed was a collar, a choker with the name “Silar” stamped into a decorative metal plate. I expected it was Yulia’s family name, which would explain a fair bit about the girl. The Silars had wealth, and they were definitely full of themselves. 

“I’m not wearing that,” I said as I turned to meet her eyes. I hoped my firm tone would prevent any argument. 

She smirked and said, “Well, I suppose you’d better wear the other outfit.” 

For a moment, my sight drifted to the dress. “No. I’m wearing my clothes.” I stomped my way past her, and toward the closet. I wouldn't play this game. She made no move to stop me, simply standing by and watching, yet as my hand reached out to open the closet door once again, her words made me pause. 

“If you go in there and start shuffling through my things, there will be consequences.” My hand gripped the door but didn’t open it. As if emboldened by my indecision, she continued, “You won’t find your things in there. You won’t find them anywhere.” My grip tightened. “You can of course choose to go to class naked. I’m sure the other students would love it.” 

She had me in a bind. Skipping a day of class would be doable, but if I couldn’t leave the room, I couldn’t find a way to change back. I needed to be able to leave, which unfortunately meant following her rules for now. 

With a defeated sigh, I turned back around. I didn’t meet her eyes as I made my way back to the dresser and the two sets of clothes. Looking between them once more, I eyed the small collar. 

“What’s it do?” I asked. 

“The choker? Not a whole lot, magically speaking. Once you put it on, only a Silar, like myself, can take it off. The benefit of course is that no one will dare to mess with you so long as the name is clearly visible.”

It was clear she wanted me to put on the collar. It was the tradeoff for not having to wear such a cute and frilly dress. I knew how bad of an idea that would be, however. Even if the collar itself didn’t do much of anything, it would still be a symbol of my submission. Could I wear the dress despite how humiliating it would be?

I turned back to the annoying girl. “Can’t you just give me back my stuff? What would I need to do to get them back?”

She smiled and seemed to consider it for the briefest of moments before saying, “Sorry, but this is the bed you’ve made for yourself this morning.” Was that supposed to be a joke? “Plus, as I’ve said, your appearance reflects on me. I can’t have you going around in such a sorry state. This is the best you’re going to get. Now make your choice. I’ve got classes to attend.”

I turned back to the clothes and bit my lip. There was only really one choice, as much as I hated it. My hand reached out and picked up the dress. With a sigh, I slowly slipped it over my head and struggled slightly as it slid down my back. With it on, I looked down to see that it was a rather low-cut dress and was quite short despite how much taller Yulia was than me. The back was fairly open, letting my wings free to the open air. Grumpily, I looked back to the girl who looked quite satisfied. 

“Very cute,” she said as she began to circle around me.

“What about shoes and underwear?”

“What’s a succubus need with underwear?” She smirked. “I don’t think most of my shoes will fit you. Although…” 

She moved back to her closet and came back out with a pair of sandals. Tossing them to the floor, I slipped my feet into them. I found them to be a tad small but thought they would work. I wondered, would I need to buy some temporary shoes? No no, I was going to find a way to fix this before that became an issue, today if I was lucky enough. I was sure of it. 

“You look so cute like that,” Yulia muttered. “You wanna play some before you leave?” 

I shuddered at the thought of being forced between her legs once more, and my cheeks reddened as I realized it was a shudder in anticipation rather than of fear or some other emotion. Still, I turned my nose up at her, not meeting her eyes as she continued to look me up and down. 

“I’ll pass.” 

Turning, I made my way to the door. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, and her lips whispered into my ear, “Are you certain? You may want to if you want to last the day.”

Shrugging her off, I gave her a quick scowl before saying, “I’ll be fine. What do you take me for?” 

I didn’t feel as satisfied as I had last night, yet I was sure I’d be fine. How hard could it be to last a day as a succubus without sex? I wasn’t some fool that couldn’t control themselves and their urges. With that thought firmly in mind, I left out the door without another word.
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My plan was simple: get to class early before the halls began to get crowded. Then I’d rush to the library afterward. As I walked, I encountered a problem that I was by no means used to dealing with. I had a tail. Without me realizing it, it had pulled up the bottom of my dress slightly, exposing my ass to whoever might happen to pass by. 

Quickly, I pulled the fabric back down and muttered out, “Stupid tail,” as I scurried forward. If I wasn’t careful I was going to end up flashing someone, or even worse a hall full of people when I wasn’t paying attention. It didn’t even matter how short the dress was if my tail kept dragging it up. 

As the first person passed me in the hall, my cheeks flared. It didn't matter that I knew logically I looked the part of a girl, and a succubus to boot, I couldn't help but feel ashamed and mortified about my outfit. Part of me couldn’t help but wonder how visible my embarrassment might be with my reddish skin. Either way, I refused to meet the girl’s eyes as I passed by her. Several more people went by me before I made it to class. One boy called something out to me, but I ignored him as he and his friend thankfully didn’t make a move to approach me. It was in utter relief that I finally made it to the classroom. As I made my way to the door, I realized I didn’t have anything to take notes with. Briefly, I considered going back to my new room and asking Yulia for something, or perhaps even going back to my old one and getting stuff from there. I dismissed both ideas quickly, deciding the best thing to do would be just asking the professor himself. It was Yarev’s class, so I hoped he would understand, given my recent predicament. 

I'd made it to class far earlier than I’d ever been before. There was a good chance many students hadn’t even rolled out of bed yet. As I went in, I noted that only the most studious were there and already seated. I made my way to Yarev, who surprisingly already stood in front of a dark wooden podium, apparently reading something. The man hadn't struck me as the sort to be in the classroom this early, despite always being here when I arrived. He looked down at me with a scowl as I approached. 

“Right, I have you in this class, don’t I?” he muttered. “Well, what is it?”

“Forgive me professor, I -- was wondering if I could borrow something to take notes with?” 

His scowl deepened and he began muttering to himself as I fidgeted with my dress. The only bit that I managed to catch was the phrase, “Useless demon.” A bit louder he said, “You couldn’t be bothered to bring your own?” He shuffled through his papers along the podium until he found one that was blank. “Here, I suppose this will do.” 

I didn’t dare question why he would only give me the one or if he would give me something to write with. Instead, I mumbled out a thanks and moved to my seat. I decided to just ask one of the random girls in the class, who was gracious enough to lend me a pen. As my naked butt pressed against the cool chair, I shivered slightly and tried to pull down my dress further.

It was a while before class started, and I could feel my hormones begin a slow stir within me as I waited. I'd expected it, yet had hoped it would come much later in the day at least. The eyes in the class followed me as more and more students entered. I could hear the whispers throughout the room and knew that many had to be about me, the random demon sitting in “Gordon’s” seat. Did they realize who I was? There was no chance that word hadn’t spread by now. 

Their eyes made me both uncomfortable, yet somehow increasingly turned on. I could only hope that I wouldn’t regret Yulia’s offer to relieve my hunger. I just needed to make it to the end of class and then through a trip to the library. It couldn’t be as hard as popular knowledge made it out to be for succubi to go a day or so without sex, I was certain. I didn’t have much direct experience with succubi, but I expected they at the very least didn’t need to have sex four or five times a day to not be driven mad by lust, as some of the more exaggerated rumors suggested. I didn’t doubt that some succubi had that much sex in a day, yet that was likely by personal choice more than any real need. 

Class finally began as the last few students made their way into the room. The professor tapped the podium with his wand and began his lesson. I shifted uncomfortably as I felt eyes still watching me. I could feel the lust of some of the people in the class, like a thick fog gathering to circle around me. I took a deep breath as I shifted once more and thought I could almost smell a faintly sweet aroma. My eyes stared down toward the table in front of me, in a vain effort to keep attention away from me and not meet the eyes of anyone else. Meanwhile, my mind was so scattered from the staring students and growing lust, that I utterly failed to pay any attention to the class itself. 

Things only became progressively worse as time continued. My mind began to drift, remembering the feeling of being tied up as Yulia made me lick her cunt. I could almost feel the energy that had poured through me as she came with her legs wrapped around my face. I shivered and continued to fidget, my eyes closed shut tightly. The eyes around the room felt as though they were sinking into me. I knew that my imagination was only making matters worse, yet somehow I couldn't stop it. The erotic moan of Yulia's voice rang through my memory, almost loud enough to be real. My hands moved between my legs and I could feel how wet I had become as I pressed my fingers into the cloth of my dress. 

“Gordon.”

I jolted and my eyes shot open as a hand came down along my desk. I looked up to see Yarev standing above me. 

“You’re distracting the class.”

My eyes drifted around the room taking in all the eyes staring towards me. The entire class truly was watching me. It really hadn't been just my imagination. As my eyes scanned the room, several of the guys grinning. I gulped. Had -- had I moaned out loud or something, I wondered? Had that moan been real? I could feel the blood drain from my face in mortification. 

“My office. Now,” the teacher demanded. 

I got up from my chair and followed behind him, hoping desperately that there wasn’t a wet spot in my dress. 

“I suppose I should have expected this from a creature like you,” he continued as he shut the door. “If this becomes a continual problem, I will remove you from the class, understand?” 

I nodded back and watched as Yarev cleaned off a space along his desk. I’d never really thought of Yarev as a handsome man. But looking at him now, I couldn’t deny its truthfulness. He was tall and lithe, with dark hair that always seemed a little messy no matter how much effort he seemed to put into it. I suspected he was in his early 30s or perhaps late 20s in age. Quite young for a professor. 

He looked back over to me, a scowl still on his face. It somehow didn’t detract from his handsome features. In fact, I felt a strange shiver run through me as his eyes met mine. “On the desk. It’s time for your punishment.”

I’d been hoping it wouldn’t come to this, that perhaps in a school like this, teachers would feel their students were too old for such a punishment. I certainly hadn’t expected such a thing to ever happen to me here. I was generally well behaved in classes, unlike the many fools I had for classmates. Slowly, I made my way to his desk and paused in front of it. Yarev’s firm hand pushed me forward until I was bent over it. I made a useless attempt to keep my dress from riding up as he walked to the other side and opened a drawer. He pulled out a thick wooden paddle and then stared me in the eyes with his typical frowning expression. I couldn’t help but look away in embarrassment. Somehow the thought of him pulling up my dress and hitting me with it was turning me on even more than I had been before.

“It’s not often that I feel the need to punish a student here,” Yarev said. “But some clearly need something more direct than a stern discussion. Pull up your dress.”

I hesitated for only a moment before slipping my thumbs around the skirt of my dress and pulling it up to my belly as Yarev made his way back behind me. My tail flicked completely free and stretched out as my ass was exposed to the open cool air. I breathed out a lusty sigh of anticipation. A hand gripped around my sensitive tail and I let out a squeak that quickly turned into a moan. He pulled it tightly up, making me lift my bottom up off the table slightly as though presenting it to him.

The teacher grumbled something behind me and then said, “Stop putting your tail in the way.” Then a hard stinging smack landed across my butt as the wooden paddle met it, and I yelped out in surprise. “What did you do wrong?” he asked accompanied by a harder smack. 

“I --” I winced as the paddle hit me once more. “I disrupted the class.” I couldn’t bring myself to admit how it was that I’d disrupted it. 

“And?” Another hit landed along my ass and I whimpered.

“I-I wasn’t paying attention?” He hit me twice more, each on a different cheek. I let out a sudden moan and felt a drop of cum slide down my leg. Why! Why was this turning me on? Was this just normal for me now as a succubus? 

Yarev sighed. His next hit was harder, and I moaned both in pain and desire. Part of me wanted him to stop, while another continually larger part wanted him to keep going. Could I cum from just being paddled, I wondered? If he kept going long enough, we were going to find out. 

After several more paddles, they stopped. I was breathing hard, my eyes clamped closed and fingers clawing into his desk as I waited, still not certain if I wanted him to continue. 

“This is why I hate succubi,” Yarev said. “Troublemakers who find pleasure even in a punishment, and too careless and easily distracted to be of any use with real labor.” 

I winced as his hand rubbed against my sore cheek. 

“Please,” I muttered out softly. I wasn’t sure if I was asking for him to continue or stop. 

The professor snorted. “You’ll need to be more specific than that, demon.”

“I -- I need. I’m --”

I couldn’t bring myself to say it, but as yet another drop of cum slid down my leg, I knew what I wanted, what I needed. All I could do was let out a loud moan. 

Yarev tossed the paddle along his desk to my side and I felt his fingers trail down my lower back. I pressed my ass more firmly into the air in response. 

“What you need is to learn to control yourself.” He smacked me once more, this time with his hand, and I yelped. “As this is partly my doing, I suppose I should help in taking care of it.”

I shivered as he released my tail and I heard the sounds of him unbuttoning his pants. I could have said something. I could have run out the door. Perhaps an hour or two ago I would have. Instead, to my utter mortification, I waited for him to take me. 

One of his hands grabbed along my hip, and I felt him press forward. As the tip of his already hard cock met my lower lips, I shivered and moaned loudly. Somehow I already felt close to cumming. He pressed into me and slowly but easily began to slide in. My vagina wrapped tightly around his cock like it was made for it. He pushed forward until he was in me completely, and I went over the edge. My first orgasm flooded through me and I moaned loudly once more. As it came down, I felt my tail swishing from side to side, and he grabbed it once more in apparent annoyance. 

“You’re too loud,” he grumbled. “Should have gagged you.” Despite having his cock filling me, the man somehow still managed to seem annoyed. 

His hands wrapped around my waist and he began to slowly pull back out, until only the tip of him was still within me. I let out another squeal and moan as he shoved himself back inside. With a firm grip around me, my tail still pinned under one of his hands, the professor started thrusting in and out of me, gradually picking up speed. Another orgasm slowly built up within me as my pleasure continued to grow. Somehow even the stinging pain of him pressing into my bottom seemed to help rather than hinder it. As I hit the peak and began to claw into his desk, he pulled back and slapped my ass once more just as I began to cum.

“Stupid creature. Stop ruining my desk.” I could only moan in response

He grabbed my arms and forced them back behind me. With one hand, he locked my wrists together, and then he entered me once more before my orgasm had even finished. He was rougher this time, forcing his way in and out of me with vigor and pressing me harder against the desk. My moans picked up as he continued. Somehow some part of me could tell he was close. And I knew instinctively I would cum again when he did. I could feel his warm cock near-pulsing tightly within me. 

He picked up speed becoming rougher and rougher. With one final hard shove forward, he pushed all the way back into me, pressing his body against my sore ass. I moaned as his cock pulsed, and I felt the first squirt of cum enter me. Much like with Yulia, I felt a flood of sexual energy rush through me, pulsing along with his cock, and I orgasmed right along with him. I moaned in absolute delight. It was the sort of pleasure a girl could become addicted to. I had to get Yulia to do this to me. 

My fingers clawed into his desk once more, but this time he didn’t seem to care. He pulled out of me, and I slumped against the cold wood with a loud sigh. Yarev buttoned back up his pants, and I heard him make a sigh of satisfaction of his own. 

“I believe I needed that. Perhaps we can make this a regular thing. Do come to me again if you need my assistance. Though not in the middle of class next time.” He gave my ass another smack. “Now be a good little demon and get out of my office.”

I managed to pull myself up on shaky legs and slip back into my sandals. My dress seemed only a little wet, though I worried about my cum-filled cunt. I’d have to just put up with it since I had nothing else to change into. Yarev walked to the door and opened it for me. As I hesitantly exited, I felt heat flood through my face. The whole class was staring at me. Most of the guys grinned with knowing smiles, at my humiliation. I stopped and stared, stunned for a moment as all their eyes bore into me, seeing me for what I was, what I’d become. 

Then I ran.
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Chapter 3.1

I stumbled out of the room, tripping over the leg of a desk but managing to keep my feet under me. As I left, I clutched tightly along my dress, pulling it down in a vain attempt to hide my legs and hopefully not flash anyone in my rush out. No one needed to see what they already knew had just happened. I needed to hide, to get away from all the lusty stares and gawking. But where could I go? 

The library! I’d been intending to go there after class regardless, and the hallways were likely to be still empty. With the hope to find a quiet place to be alone, I crept down the hall, fortuitously avoiding any passerbys. With much relief, I shoved open the doors outside and moved down the path to the library building. It was a bright if somewhat cloudy day out. The cool wind chilled my warm red skin, making me shiver, and I continued clutching my dress in fear that the breeze would pull it up. 

As I made my way through the doors of the ancient towering building, the old librarian at the front eyed me but thankfully said nothing as slinked in by her. I scanned down the aisles of tall old bookshelves, looking for a section that could help me, or if I was truthful, anything that could distract me. It wasn’t long wandering down the isles before I was deep in the library standing in front of a familiar bookshelf in a small section devoted entirely to demonology. 

In front of me sat a familiar book, one that had started this whole adventure into summoning demons. It was the same book that Hamilt had read from in our failed summoning the night before. My fingers traced down along its dried old cover, and I felt a tear fall from my face. How had things ended up going so wrong?

Alone, I slumped down against the bookshelf, turning to press my back into the old wood shelf as my head bumped up against a random book that poked outward. A sob made its way out of my throat, and I choked it back down. Why was I crying? What would it possibly solve? It wasn’t going to help me change back. I sniffled and rubbed my nose, before scowling at myself for being so weak. This wasn’t like me at all.

“Hello?” a nearby sweet voice called out. “I thought I heard crying, are you --” My face shot up to see an athletic girl in a long red dress moving around the corner of the aisle. Her eyes were a bright green, and her light brown hair was made up in a stylish bun. She stopped and paused to stare at me. “Okay?” Quickly, I pulled my legs together and attempted to pull my dress down further.

I frowned at her and felt my anger rise. I wasn’t a fool. She was just another person here to use me, to take advantage of a perceived weakness. I tensed up, shifting my legs once more to make it easier to either quickly pounce toward her or run away.

“Umm okay, a demon. I didn’t expect that,” she muttered to herself, brushing the lengthy brown bangs out of her eyes. I watched her like a hawk, waiting for her to make some kind of move. She seemed to catch on as she said, “Hey, it’s okay, I’m not here to hurt you or anything.” Her hands moved up as a sign of peace. A likely story, I thought. “My name’s Victoria. You, umm, mind if I sit?” She gestured across from me.

I considered it a moment and ultimately shrugged. It would make it easier to get away if need be, so I didn’t mind. She plopped down along the floor across from me and tried to give me a reassuring smile. I wasn’t falling for it, however. It was the people with the nicest smiles that often had the darkest hearts. 

“What do you want?” I said somewhat icily. 

She winced at my tone as though it had struck her personally and said, “I just came here to find somewhere quiet.” She shrugged. “But I can’t walk away from a young damsel who’s distressed.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m fine, you must have misheard.” 

“Oh? Then why are your eyes so red?”

My hand moved to brush under my eyes before I realized I was a demon. “My eyes are naturally red.” I scowled at her. 

Victoria grinned. “I didn’t honestly expect that to work.” I frowned and looked away. “But come on, you want someone to talk to, right?” she continued. “Otherwise I expected you would have just gotten up and walked away. So, tell me about it.” She wrapped her arms around her knees and bent forward. 

She was being surprisingly gentle toward me. It didn’t allay my suspicions much, yet I couldn’t help but see she had a point. She was right in that I could have just gotten up and walked away, yet hadn’t. In fact, I could do so still. Did I really want someone to talk to badly enough to chat with this unknown stranger? I pondered it for a moment and realized that perhaps I really did. 

“And why should I trust you?” I asked back. “Some random girl I just met in the library.” I couldn’t really be considering this, could I?

She looked to the side and thought for a moment before giving me a shrug. 

It caught me somewhat off guard. I’d expected her to try and defend her trustworthiness, perhaps give some sort of reason that I could trust in her. Instead, she’d just shrugged? I stared at her a moment as she gave me a shy and seemingly embarrassed smile. At least she also seemed to realize how silly it was. 

“I…” I trailed off, uncertain of what to say. My eyes wavered away from her. “I was human, until yesterday.” The words sort of spluttered out of my mouth with little thought. “I’m trying to find a way to change back.” 

Why was I telling her this? It wasn’t what truly had me upset and angry, I knew. That wasn’t something I felt ready to talk about with a complete stranger. Still, why tell her anything at all?

She hummed and said, “A human turned demon. Can’t say I’ve heard of that. Though demonic magic can be both foreign and quite powerful. Guess that explains why you’re here in the library.” Her eyes traced along the books to my back. “Any luck yet on your search?”

I shook my head. “No, I haven’t even really started.”

She stood and smiled down at me. With a step forward she reached out her hand. “Well, sounds like you could use some help.”

I frowned. She was suddenly offering to help me? Did she really think that offer would work? I eyed her hand for a moment before slowly moving to meet it. As our hands clasped I couldn’t decide which of us was the naive one here. She pulled me to my feet, and I blushed faintly as we nearly bumped into each other. 

“You really want to help me look?” I asked, wondering why she would be willing. Did she see something she could gain from this? Perhaps information to use against me later?

“Sure, it sounds interesting, and you probably need the help.”

I considered it for a moment, wondering whether she could have any other ulterior motives. When nothing else came to mind, I decided to simply accept it. I probably could use the help, and it wasn’t as though I had to actually trust her. Or perhaps I could trust her until she proved untrustworthy? I shook my head. What a silly idea. 

Twenty minutes later we were sprawled back across the floor with several open books around us. I suspected the librarian would’ve had a heart attack if she’d known, but I had no interest in finding a table when I could just stay here in this small corner of the library in peace. Victoria didn’t ask any prodding questions about me, like one would expect of someone fishing for useful information. Instead, she just focused on scanning through books. Slowly I began to relax around her, allowing me to focus better on the texts instead of worrying over the strange girl. 

We stayed like that for hours. Over time she began to try and make idle conversation, but I mostly stuck with my search. It took a while, but eventually, I lucked out on a bit of a breakthrough. I’d found it in a section detailing the differences between demonic magics of the Under and chaotic magics of the Above. It explained how a lot of chaotic magic could only be truly countered by its demonic opposite. It was for this reason that the summoning of demons and learning some of their magic gradually went from being completely outlawed to grudgingly accepted, at least in some communities. If there was one thing mortals feared more than the cunning and powerful demons of the Under, it was the dark creatures of the Above. 

What was implied but not exactly specified was that to counter the workings of demonic magic, one would likely need its chaotic opposite. A pit of dread dropped into my stomach from the realization. Chaotic magic was Forbidden. Unlike demonic magic and other dark arts, no one sane practiced the magic of the Above, partly because practitioners literally lost their sanity. 

I showed my new apparent friend what I’d found. She frowned down at it for a long moment, deep in thought. 

“Well, that’s not the best of news.” She looked over to me, her uncertainty over what to say clear on her face. 

I couldn’t help but scowl back. “It’s possibly the worst news we could have come across. Even finding out it was utterly impossible would have been better.” 

She grimaced but didn’t deny it. “Just because chaos magic would be a way to counter it doesn’t mean it is the only way,” she insisted optimistically. “In fact,” she tapped her chin for a moment before continuing, “Are we sure that the spell used on you was entirely demonic in nature? What sort of spell was it? Was it cast by another demon?”

She had a point, now that I thought of it. Demonic summoning was a mixture of human ritual magics and the demonic. It was why demons couldn’t simply summon up their own kind to the Medial realm. While clearly something went wrong, there was still a major human element to whatever spell actually occurred. Thus, there was still a chance it could be reversed. 

I met Victoria’s eyes to find that she was still looking towards me with a questioning gaze. Right, she’d asked about the magic spell. 

“I was trying to summon a succubus for, um…” My cheeks flushed as I paused. “Well, I was trying to summon one, and instead, the pentagram trapped me before turning me into one myself.” It was one thing to be turned into a succubus. It was another to become one because you were trying to have sex with one but messed up the summoning spell. I struggled to meet the girl’s eyes.

She smirked at me and raised an eyebrow momentarily as I looked away from her. Thankfully she broke the brief silence. “I should have expected something like that. Not nearly as impressive as what I was imagining, but much more realistic.”

As I pondered how to reply, the school’s loud gong echoed through the walls of the library five times. Was it truly already five hours past noon? 

“I’ve got to go or I’m going to be late for my evening class,” Victoria said. She stood and stretched. I watched as her dress shifted around her, displaying her curves as she arched her back. Blinking, I looked back up to her eyes. She smiled at me, and I tried to pretend I hadn’t just been ogling her. “I can help you look more tomorrow if you like? Same time?”

I nodded back, dumbly. “Umm, yeah, sure.” Was that the best I could think to say?

She smiled once more. “Alright, tomorrow then,” she said and turned to leave.

As she began to move away from me a thought ran through me. “I -- wait!” My hand reached out and gently touched her lower arm as I rushed to my feet. She looked back curiously, our eyes meeting only a few inches apart. “Thank you. For, you know, helping me. It’s -- it’s not the sort of thing most people here would do. I --” My words left me as I stared into her bright green eyes once more. They seemed to almost sparkle with a mischievous glow in the ambient light of the library. I realized then that we’d somehow moved closer to each other, and my hand was still clutched around her arm. I looked down to her lips and did what felt natural. I leaned forward. Our lips met and my eyes closed as we kissed. 

Time stopped for a moment. 

My eyes blinked open as I realized what I’d just done. Moving back, I found myself looking more surprised than she did. “Umm,” I muttered. What was I thinking? No, that was exactly the problem. I clearly wasn’t. I’d just acted. 

“That’s certainly one way to say goodbye.” Victoria grinned. Victoriously. She leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on my cheek. “See ya later, cutie”, she said softly. As she turned to leave she eyed me up and down before giving me a wink. “Maybe tomorrow you’ll tell me your name.” 

I let out a sigh and leaned my shoulder up against the bookshelf as she turned the corner of the aisle. My tail swished from side to side, and much to my mortification, I found that my dress had ridden up and was showing off much of my naked nether regions. Heat flushed across my face and I hastily stretched it back down. Had she seen?

Then another panicked thought went through me. My name? I’d intentionally left out the fact that I’d been a boy before my transformation. There was no way I was telling her my name was Gordon, but what was I going to tell her? Did I really have to come up with a name for myself?

I shook my head. None of this would matter if I could figure out how to transform back before tomorrow. With that thought, I began my search once more. 

Several more hours went by, and my progress had dwindled. Besides the one hint about chaotic magic, nothing else had been useful. After a long period of consideration, I’d made a decision. I would look through the small handful of books in the library that discussed the Above. There weren’t many of them, and the ones that existed likely wouldn’t have much useful within them. Still, I felt I had to check. If I could find even a small clue on how to change back, it would be worth it. Most importantly, whatever small amount of information the library had would likely not be enough to impact my sanity. Information like that would be far too dangerous to keep around in a place like this. The only risk would be if someone found out I was snooping through information on the subject. 

With my new goal in mind, I began my search. The new trouble of course was finding much of any information about the Above at all. It wasn’t as though there was a convenient section in the library for it. As I sat in the corner scanning through the contents of an old book, my eyes began to drift closed. Blinking, I realized I was getting sleepy and would need to stop soon. Yet I didn’t want to give up, as the evening curfew wasn't for a few hours still. On and on I read, until the words in front of me barely made sense anymore and my mind began to drift.
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Chapter 3.2

“--are you still doing here? I said, get UP!”

Hands pulled me up to my feet, and I blinked my eyes open to see the librarian scowling in front of me. The back of her hand tapped against the side of my face, as though attempting to wake me. 

Scowling, I said, “Release me this instant! Do you know who I --” My words stopped as the pitch of my voice reminded me of my current situation. Thankfully the woman released me to my feet regardless, and I blearily rubbed my face.

“The library is closed. Get lost, demon. And who is your master? I believe I ought to have a word with them.”

My eyes widened momentarily, before I muttered out, “I’m a student.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Oh, then why don’t we have a word with your Housemistress?” she said. 

I protested, but she firmly insisted, and I soon found myself being dragged down the hall with her fingers pinching one of my pointy ears. 

The hallways were dark and quiet, with most students already in their rooms and likely studying or asleep. I’d stayed out past the evening curfew, something which was in place because too many students frequently got up to no good after dark. A few minutes of making our way through the halls and we arrived at Esme’s office. The librarian knocked, and I was somewhat surprised to find that Esme was still up as the door opened. 

“What have you done now, demon?” the old woman said as she looked the two of us over.

“I found her sleeping among a pile of books on the floor of my library. She’d better hope she didn’t ruin them.” 

Esme took a long moment to stare at me before replying, “Thank you, Gertrude, I’ll take care of things from here if you don’t mind.”

The librarian gave her a scowl. “What are you doing letting a demon run around the school unsupervised, Esme? And what’s this nonsense she’s spouting about her being a student?” 

Esme looked at the librarian consideringly. “I’ll fill you in later. Most of the staff already know about her. It has to do with a magical accident.”

A moment passed as the librarian stared between the two of us. “Fine,” she said curtly. “Then I’ll let you see to her punishment. Have a good night, Esme.” 

The Housemistress bade the librarian farewell and took a moment to look me over. I stared down at the floor in silence, trying my best not to make things worse for myself. 

“It appears that Yulia has at least cleaned you up some.” Her fingers tapped along the old wooden door. “I’m tempted to take you into my office and tan your hide for interrupting me and staying out past the curfew. Yet, I can’t be bothered to punish you every time you make an infraction like this, not with how frequent I expect they’re going to be.”

I glanced up into the old woman’s eyes as she stared at me coldly. Grabbing the sleeve of my dress, she said “Come,” and began pulling me toward my and Yulia’s room. Upon reaching the door, she knocked, loudly, and we waited. 

A bleary-eyed Yulia opened the door to greet us. Her eyes narrowed as she looked me over, and a bolt of fear struck down my back. 

“Yulia,” the housemistress said coldly. “It would seem that you didn’t quite understand me last night when I put this demon into your care.” The cold hand of Esme gripped my shoulder, making me wince. “So let me put things in simpler terms for you.” From her sleeve, as though it had been there all along, she pulled out a rolled-up piece of parchment and presented it to the girl. “She’s your responsibility. I’m expecting that you will take into proper consideration what that means. The next time someone comes to me with a complaint about her, it will be you who shall be punished for it. Understood?”

Yulia bowed to her and said, “Of course, Housemistress. Please forgive my mistake.” She stood back up straight, and after a moment of hesitation, took the parchment out of Esme’s hand. 

I felt a pulse of magic run through me, and it took but a moment for me to realize what had just happened. The Housemistress had just transferred my contract over to Yulia. She’d been able to do it far easier than I’d expected, and I wondered if I’d apparently missed something when we’d been creating it. Internally, I winced at my lack of knowledge on magical contracts. It was coming back to bite me in the ass. If I’d taken the time to study it beforehand, or at least paid more attention when we’d been making it, perhaps I could have had a say in whether my contract could be transferred and on what terms. Now all I had was what Esme had put together for me, which was turning out to be much worse for me than I’d originally realized. What else had I overlooked in it that would come back to bite me, I wondered?

Seeming satisfied, Esme nodded. “See that this doesn’t happen again. Goodnight, Yulia.” 

The old woman turned and left. Yulia’s eyes flicked over to me as the old woman went out of sight. Another shiver went down my spine.

“I believe that I’ve been far too lenient with you,” she said simply, betraying no emotions.

I managed a scowl. Magical contract or not, I wasn’t going down without a fight. “I don’t need you controlling me. I can handle my own business.”

She shook her head in disagreement. “No, if nothing else, this evening has proven you need someone taking care of you. In just one day, you’ve managed to wake me up from sleep, make me look incompetent to both the housemistress and school staff, and break the school curfew. I’ve mentioned already that your actions reflect on me.” She unrolled the parchment still in her hand and began looking it over. “That’s going to be even more true going forward. You’re contractually my responsibility now. Any trouble you cause will be my trouble. I take my reputation here very seriously.” The glance she shot my way held a bite.

“I can take care of myself. The curfew is a silly rule anyways. No one follows it. You just have to not get caught.”

Ignoring me, she demanded, “What exactly did you get yourself into this evening?”

“I just fell asleep in the library,” I said as I crossed my arms. 

“You --” she shook her head and let out a sigh. “Well, as ridiculous as that is, at least it’s not as bad as I was imagining. Still, you’ve thrown an unnecessary, if minor, stain on my reputation here and interrupted my sleep.”

Her fingers tapped along her arm. I eyed her, wondering what she was thinking. She may have ended up the holder of my contract, but that didn’t mean she owned me. No matter what she thought, I wasn’t going to let her do as she pleased with me. I likely only had one chance to be able to take her on. If I could get to her and physically take her down before she was able to cast any spells, I’d have a chance. 

“It’s important to be well-rested,” she continued in a lecturing tone as she moved forward, “Otherwise one finds themself unable to be focused and productive the next day. As you’ve ruined my sleep for the night, I believe your punishment should reflect this lesson.”

I lunged forward toward her, intending to tackle her to the ground and take her wand before she could use it on me, along with my contract. To my surprise, with a quick turn to her side, she managed to easily dodge my attack. With an arm and leg, she tripped me, bringing me forcefully to the ground. A hand grabbed onto my left arm, twisting it back behind me as she pressed my face into the floor. 

“You’ve learned nothing from this school, have you?” she accused. As I attempted to shift and push my way out of her grip, she tightened her hold of me. “This would be easy to get out of for anyone who’d taken any classes in defending themself.”

“You don’t need to be able to physically fight if you’re good enough at magic.” I managed to grunt out. It was a statement I very much believed true. If you could disable someone through magic, you didn’t need to ever lay a finger on them. That’s what true power was, to utterly dominate someone with the simple twitch of a wand. What use was being able to throw a punch against a true master of the magical arts? 

Yulia scoffed. “And what good has magic done for you now, demon? By your very own doing, you’ve rendered yourself magically powerless. Let this be another lesson for you. Magic fails and can be overpowered. Without it, you have nothing but your intelligence and physical abilities when you encounter danger or a challenge. You should use all the resources you have available to you in order to become strong and succeed. All you’ve done is limit yourself further.”

With a final shove of my face against the floor, she pulled me up as I scowled at her words. A large part of me hated how much sense she was making. I’d never imagined that my magic would ever fail me. Without it, I was effectively useless combatively. This was continuously more evident when I couldn’t break out of her hold, even standing up. I stayed silent as she pushed me forward toward her closet. She opened it up and pressed me up against the wall as she grabbed something. 

“I don’t need my magic to punish you.” Her eyes met mine with the look of a viper preparing to devour a meal.
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Chapter 3.3

“I don’t need my magic to punish you.” Her eyes met mine with the look of a viper preparing to devour a meal. Finally, Yulia released me and pushed me in the direction of her bed. “Strip,” she commanded.

I glared at her for a moment, then eyed the rope bindings in her hand. Did I truly have no chance of taking her on? She overpowered me both physically and magically, at least so long as I had no access to my magic. My hands gripped tightly into fists. If only I had a way to take her on.

With a sigh, I gave in. Before she began to make another move, I pulled up the frilly dress I was in. I was happy to be out of it anyways, even if it left me naked before her. 

“Don’t pout so much. I can assure you that you’ll enjoy this punishment. I’m not heartless.”

I tossed my dress to the side and stood naked before her once again. My wings and tail twitched as I stared at the floor, not wanting to meet her gaze. I was ashamed at how easily I’d given up on fighting her. Yet as much as I wanted to, I knew now it would be useless. Instead, I’d just have to take whatever punishment she’d come up with and focus my efforts on changing back. Was she thinking of tying me up and spanking me, similar to how Yarev had? My eyes moved up to look into hers, only to find them surprisingly full of desire instead of the annoyance I’d expected. She smiled toward me and I looked away once more, this time with an unintended blush. 

“Turn toward the bed and get on your knees,” she commanded. 

Silently, I did as she asked. The warm red skin of my knees and lower legs pressed against the cool floor as I stared at her bed, wanting but not willing to look back at her. I could feel her hair brush against my back as she bent down above me. Her empty hand ran through my own hair and up the curve of my horn. I shivered from the pleasant touch. She was right. As much as I hated to admit it, I knew I would enjoy this. It was part of who I was.

“You know, not all succubi get off so much from submitting to another. From what I’ve read of the creatures, some of them can be quite dominant.” Her fingers ran down the spine of my back and I opened my mouth in a moaning gasp. What was she insinuating?

“Wha-” I began before her fingers traced up along the base of my tail. 

“Some people think that perhaps there are different species of succubi that cause the difference. While others…” Her hand gripped around my tail, sliding up its sensitive skin in a lewd fashion. I panted and sucked in small shuddering breaths in response. Was I really already becoming this turned on from a bit of light touching? “Others think that it’s more of a personality difference. I wonder, were you always a needy little submissive thing, just waiting on the right person to come and put you in your place?” she whispered into my ear. 

I squinted my eyes closed, attempting to ignore her words. Unfortunately, I couldn’t ignore the way her touch was making me feel. Slowly, her body pressed down on top of me, and I heard the light jingle of metal. Opening my eyes, I watched as a soft partly leather and partly metal handcuff was clipped around my hand. I jerked the other hand underneath me, and Yulia tutted. 

“Now now, be a good girl and let me tie you up. We can’t have you escaping your punishment early, can we?”

Fingers traced down my arm and gently took my hidden hand into hers, bringing it back out toward the bed. I hesitantly allowed her to cuff my right hand to my left, the metal links between them twisted around the bed frame in front of me. The cuffs were firm around my wrists, if thankfully soft, and I suspected they were reinforced via enchantment. I wasn’t getting out of this until she opened them with a key. A needy whimper escaped me at the thought of being trapped here, entirely at her mercy. 

Her hand petted gently along my head, brushing against my smooth dark hair and horns. “There there, that’s not so bad. Right, my little pet?”

I made a noncommittal noise, not trusting myself to speak properly. 

“Let’s get you nice and tied up.”

Slowly, she began to wrap rope along my body, beginning up around my shoulders and moving down past my breasts and wings. From just how easy she made it look, it was clear that she had experience tying people up in rope. Eventually, she made her way down to my legs and began to tie them together much like that of a frog, before then bringing the rope back up along my back and finishing the knot. 

I found that along with my hands tied to the bed in front of me, I was now stuck in a crouched position with my legs largely immobile. I could shift them from side to side, but could no longer unbend them. The lack of mobility only served to somehow increase my growing lust further. Being bound in the position of her desire, I was beginning to realize how much of a part of me truly desired to be restrained and to submit to another's will. Mentally, I attempted to push back against the feeling, for what little good it did in my current position. The feel of the ropes pressed into my skin made me squirm. Though, I was thankful to note that they seemed to be comfortable, much unlike the rough scratchy ropes I was used to seeing. Shifting my legs further only caused several ropes to press up against my vagina. As they parted between my lips, it took only moments for my mind to cave once more to my raging nymphomania. A thick fog of lust clouded my head, and I knew that my attempts at evading from it were as futile as my attempts to escape my bonds. 

“Stop squirming so much, little demon. You’re only going to make things worse for you.”

Yulia’s fingers made their way down my back and to my pussy, sliding underneath the ropes that covered it. With swirling motions, her fingers began to gently play with me. As one finger went in, followed by a second, I let out a lewd moan of desire.  

“Looks like you’re already prepared for the main event.” I could hear the smile of pleasure in her voice.

Much too soon, she was pulling her fingers back out. I let out a frustrated huff as she moved them to my face. I could see just how wet they were, the light in the room glistening off them as a drip rolled slowly down into her palm. 

“Lick them clean,” she commanded. 

I hesitated only for a moment before leaning forward and sticking out my tongue to trail up her cum-soaked fingers. With my mouth wide open, she was able to easily shove them inside it. I sucked and licked on them for several seconds, getting in between her fingers and tasting the sweet flavor of my own cum. The part of my mind still able to think pondered whether it tasted so good because succubus cum was that tasty or because my taste buds were made to taste cum that way. 

“Good,” she said as she slipped her fingers back out of my mouth, bringing with it a string of cum-flavored drool. “I almost forgot this,” she said before something pressed into my mouth. She had it clipped around my head before, in my stupor, I realized she’d just given me a ball gag. I groaned out in protest. She moved back slightly before commanding, “Spread your legs.”

I spread them open slightly more, twitching at the shifting of the ropes pressed against me. She grabbed the ones pressed against my vulva and pulled them tightly to the side. Something cold and smooth pressed between my lips, and before I could decide whether to protest or beg, it entered me, sliding in with little resistance. I couldn’t help the moan that escaped through my gag or the twitchy shudder that ran up my back and into my tail and wings as my vagina welcomed the phallic object.

“That’s a good girl.” Yulia’s fingers scratched and petted the top of my head, brushing gently against my sensitive horns. I realized from the wet feel of them, that it was probably the hand still covered in my cum and saliva. “Now, it’s time for me to finally get some sleep. Hopefully, your little moans will make a good bedtime melody.” She gave my head several final pats before standing. As she moved, I felt an entirely new sensation within me. The toy gave off a short vibration that stopped as quickly as it started. I sucked in a deep surprised breath through my gag. It was a sensation I’d never really felt before, and much to my surprise was immensely pleasurable. 

The bed creaked as Yulia laid within it, the soft sound of her blankets being pulled around her filled my ears as the second vibration pulsed within me. I gave an unsatisfied groan as it ended as quickly as the last one. It was then that my slow mind began to pick up what exactly was happening. The vibrations were likely meant to keep me both horny and awake, being spread out just enough that I might keep drifting into sleep only to be woken up by the pleasurable sensation pulsing within me. 

Another moan made its way out of my mouth as the third vibration shook me. With all that Yulia had done combined with the periodic vibrations, I was edging closer to an orgasm. I needed to try and get this thing out of me before it drove me crazy. Trying to squeeze along the toy seemed to do nothing, I found, as my attempts at clenching around it seemed just to make me even hornier. The fourth pulse struck and my orgasm nearly hit. The toy stopped just as I was about to cum, to my disappointment.

I slid my legs apart along the floor, hoping it would loosen the phallic toy. Instead, the ropes around me tightened, and as my legs shifted further, the toy was pressed more firmly inside me. With a moan, I tried to wiggle my ass from side to side, hoping to dislodge the rope from it. 

The fifth pulse of vibrations hit unexpectedly early. 

I moaned as the tight toy shook within me, my orgasm suddenly flooding through me. My legs felt weak, and slid further apart, causing the toy to shove harder within me as the rope pressed almost painfully against my cunt. My vagina squeezed tightly around the toy, as though trying to swallow it whole. I moaned and moaned in desperate pleasure as the orgasm shook through my body in quivering waves. 

I didn’t notice when the previous vibration stopped, but I felt the next hit, still buried so tightly within me that the sensation was almost painful. After the orgasm faded, almost grudgingly, I pulled my legs back together. The toy barely moved, though the ropes thankfully loosened. 

My lust was abated only momentarily. As I tried to get comfortable once more, I felt increasingly hornier, and I realized it was rising back again with a vengeance. I could only pause in a panting confusion and hope to figure out what had caused it. I’d never gotten so horny so quickly. Didn’t people normally feel much less horny after an orgasm, rather than more so? 

The next ripple of pleasure from the toy came, and I realized that the vibrations had sped up as well. My moan was both in pleasure and frustration. It managed to stop before doing much of anything except surprise me. 

Think, think. What could I do? How could I stop it? My mind seemed to swirl, in an increasingly thicker fog of lust. Thoughts were becoming harder to put together into coherent sentences. I took several deep breaths through my gag to calm myself, only stopping to allow the next pulse from the toy to make its way through me, my mind becoming distracted once again. 

I needed to move the rope to the side of the toy somehow if I wanted to get it out of me. Slowly, I began shifting my legs again, trying to pull one to the side while keeping the other under me. I felt ridiculous, as once again I tried wiggling my ass side to side in the hope of it doing something. After several attempts, my mind finally realized why my lust had come back so suddenly and strongly. Succubi can’t simply have orgasms to relieve themselves. They fed on the sexual energy of others. The only way I was going to get relief was to get out of this somehow and fuck someone. My thoughts drifted to Yulia, sleeping peacefully on the bed above me. If I could get out of this, perhaps I could crawl into bed with her. 

My eyes tightened closed as the toy inside me vibrated again. It was just short enough to leave me panting and moaning once more on the brink of orgasm. My hands moved downward, yet were stopped after only a few inches. If only I didn’t have these cuffs on, I could finish the job myself. Perhaps I’d even be able to climb up onto the bed despite all the rope!

The handcuffs jingled as I pulled against them. Yet despite how soft they were, I failed to slide them off no matter how hard I pulled. I took several deep breaths in frustration. Much to my surprise, the next vibration didn’t come when I’d expected it. In silent anticipation, I waited until long after it should have happened. Had it stopped? Why now after working me up so much? Did the devilish thing know how horny I was, how close I was? Stupid annoying enchanted toys.

Then something strange happened. The phallic object seemed to turn within me. My eyes closed and my tongue licked unconsciously against the ball gag in delight like it was a hard cock. Saliva drooled out past my lips. Then the toy began to somehow stretch and lengthen. I moaned and twitched as it moved and wiggled further inside of me. My body managed to adjust to the new intrusion, letting it go several inches further within me. I was sure it had been as deep as it could be beforehand, so how did it manage to move even deeper? Was there something I didn’t understand about vaginas? No, more likely it had to do with me being a succubus. I vaguely remembered it being mentioned they were magically able to take any kind of cock effectively imaginable. It made sense, considering they lived among other demons. 

As the toy finally reached a stopping point, I let out several panting breaths through my gag. Just as I thought it was going to just sit there, the thing pulled backward several inches and began to force its way back, like a strangely shaped cock pulling and pushing its way in and out of me. I held my breath as my orgasm lingered right on the edge. With a large final push, it sent a massive pulse of vibrations down its length and my eyes rolled back into my head. A thick fog of pleasure filled my mind, and the handcuffs jingled as I shook and twitched. My vagina squeezed around the toy, which seemed to move and squirm along with it. Cum squirted out from around it and dripped down my legs to the floor and soaked into my ropes. 

What I assumed was a few moments later, consciousness found me once again. I’d just had the best orgasm of my life, I realized. From a magical toy. 

I found the idea somehow annoying. My head cleared for a moment, and I realized the terrible situation I was in. This was likely to continue all night until I fainted from exhaustion. And it would all happen whether I wanted it to or not. I began jerking against the cuffs around my wrists harder until even the soft coating couldn’t protect against the pain of them scraping and pressing against my skin. With how horny I became after my first orgasm, something told me that this was my last chance of getting out of this. 

I pulled and twisted, pain flaring through my hand. I was close to either breaking the cuffs or breaking one of my hands when my lust returned at full force, bringing me into a level of need and desire I’d never felt before. My body shivered as I rubbed my face into the floor. I could smell the strong scent of my cum covering the room like a pleasant aroma I never wanted to forget, and I rubbed my body into the cool cum soaked floor like it was my salvation. At the same time, the now-tentacle-shaped toy began to move once again, pulling back before shoving into me as if trying to find its way somehow deeper. I humped the air as it slowly picked up speed, wishing it would pump its way in and out of me faster. Its vibrations were infrequent, yet each series of them sent mini-orgasmic shivers throughout my body. 

As the tentacle fucked me from behind, I focused my mouth on the object pressing its way into it. I opened my eyes to find a woman in front of me. She was as beautiful as a golden goddess and her cock was pressed against my lips. With a small smile and gentle brush of my hair, she slowly pushed her cock fully into my mouth. 

Like the good girl that I was, I took the cock with a lusty smile. The heavenly woman started out gentle, but eventually realizing I could take so much more, she picked up speed, fucking my face as hard as she pleased. 

Meanwhile, the guy behind me continued his own rhythm with his strange demonic cock. It squeezed in and out of me, getting to a pace I thought near impossible to reach. Of course, he was a demon, so it made sense. It continued its divine pulses, more cum squirting out of me with each one. My mind felt cloudier with each pull and shove, and I couldn’t figure out if it was all from me or somehow coming from him. 

All I knew was that I needed more. More. 

More. 

Another small orgasm went through me, and I felt as the woman in front of me shot the first squirt of her cum down my throat. I swallowed it all greedily. I was her little fuck toy, to do with as she pleased. It was my purpose, what I was made to do. She smiled and brushed my hair again, tickling my horns. It took them only a moment to pick it back up to their previous speed. This time, however, she grabbed onto my horns and began to give me a true face fucking that only a divine being could. I greedily swirled my tongue around her cock as she fucked me until my jaw and throat hurt. 

I could feel a big orgasm coming, my biggest one yet. I shivered in anticipation. The demonic cock behind me got continually rougher as well. As wet as I was, however, it seemed to make little difference. As if in defiance, he grabbed my tail and pulled it, making me moan loudly around the goddess’s cock. He fucked me continually harder until the once sparse vibrations of his cock became continuous. It stroked my lust until I couldn’t take it much more. 

I looked up into my mistress’s beautiful eyes in front of me, begging her to allow me to cum. She laughed, and for a horrifying moment, I thought she would refuse. Instead, she stroked my horns and still pumping her filling cock down my throat, said, “Cum for me.”

Once more, my eyes rolled, and I was met with an orgasmic darkness.
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Chapter 4.1

My mind continually resurfaced in brief moments of semi-lucidity, each instance becoming stranger than the last. I was pinned down, my face pressed against the floor as two people pounded into me from behind. I passed out again, only to wake once more to being tied up and fucked by yet more exotic strangers in what seemed to be a continually growing orgy of uncontrolled lust with me at the center. The night continued as a long blur of being partly awake and partly asleep: an endless succession of fornication and maddening lust. At one point I recalled Hamilt tying me down on a sinking ship as I begged him to fuck me, then having sex with mermaids within the ocean as they pinned my arms and legs. I couldn’t tell where the dreams stopped and the hallucinations began.

It was the longest night of my life, and I wavered between never wanting it to end and begging it to stop.

---

“Time to wake up, little demon.”

I opened my eyes, letting out a groan at the painful throb in my muscles. Drool had pooled out of my mouth onto the floor around my face. My back and legs ached, my jaw felt sore from the ball gag still within it, and my cunt was somehow both numb and on fire.

Memories of the night swirled through my mind in a blurred mess. I wondered if the ball gag perhaps had its own magical enchantments, or if my oral escapades were all completely imagined.

Yulia stepped up behind me and slipped out the toy from my vagina. I shivered. Despite my physical exhaustion, I was still unimaginably horny, much to my frustration. I was thankful for how clearheaded I was feeling despite that. Perhaps I’d gotten enough sleep to drive back the mania I’d been in all night, at least for a moment.

After Yulia removed the ropes and cuffs from me, I slumped over to lay along the floor, barely acknowledging her as drool still dripped around the ballgag in my mouth. To my surprise, she went down to her side along the floor and delicately brushed her fingers through my hair.

“Perhaps that was a bit much for a punishment,” she said as she petted me. Slowly she pulled me up, hugging my body against her. She removed the gag from my face and rubbed my sore jaw. “Take it easy for today. Get some proper sleep. Alright?”

Slowly I began to nod automatically before I realized exactly what she was saying. My eyes trailed along her body, my hunger for her swirling away within me, demanding I act. I couldn’t sleep now. I needed to fulfill my lustful desires before she left, or I’d end up wandering the halls for someone else. I stared up into her eyes for only a brief moment, before pushing my face up towards her and kissing her lips. Her surprise was evident from the way she jolted, but she quickly began kissing me back, to my relief.

Our lips parted and I began, “I…” I glanced into her eyes once more. “I need…”

She smiled. “I suppose, being a succubus, the night left you rather unsatisfied.” She knew just as well as I did that I lived off the sexual energy of others as a succubus. Leaning forward she gave me a quick kiss. “Let’s fix your little hunger problem.”

I nodded eagerly, only to frown as she released me to get up to her feet.

“Can you make it up to the bed?” she asked as she laid down along it, pulling up her dress and tossing it to the side.

Shakily I made my way to my feet and up onto the bed next to her. My eyes greedily soaked in the view of her naked form, following up her smooth legs to the curve of her hips and the gentle swell of her breasts. I looked down to her cunt as she spread her legs open, a silent invitation. I half fell forward as I moved toward her. My eyes moved up to hers as my face sat a few inches from her.

“Can I?” I muttered in hesitation.

She gave a smile and nod. It was strange how suddenly gentle she was being. I wasn't sure how I felt about it. I moved down and gave her lower lips a slow lick, making her give a small hum in a small delight. Due to the pain in my jaw, I moved gently and slower than I wanted. Then I began to use my fingers. It was slow and sensual, a large difference from much of what I’d done previously. It felt so much more intimate somehow. With both my fingers and tongue at work, it didn’t take her long at all before she was cumming. I bodily relaxed with a relieved shudder as I felt the sexual energy pour through me. A hunger still resided, but it was a small spark compared to the roaring bonfire of the night.

I collapsed once more, my face pressed down against her soft bed, content and satisfied for the first time in so many long hours.

“Before I go, it’s time we started setting some rules,” I heard Yulia state from behind me. I made no motion to move, but she continued regardless. “First, you are to call me Mistress, or Mistress Yulia from henceforth. Second, you are to be back within the room an hour before the evening curfew. If you aren’t in here by the seventh bell, there will be consequences. And third, you are only to wear what I tell you to wear from here on. I’ll likely have more rules to add this evening, but those three should suffice. Are they understood?” I gave a confirming groan through the bed, and she walked over to kiss me on the head near my horn. “Get some sleep. I’ll have a message sent to your professors that you’re feeling sick today.”

With that all said, she left me, and not long after, I fell into sweet relaxed unconsciousness. I slept like a dreamless rock, content to let the world rush by me. When I woke several hours later, I stretched out to find it was still daytime, though I wasn’t sure exactly of the hour. I bundled myself up in Yulia’s blankets, happy to be lazy as a cat in the soft bed. Feeling along my muscles, I realized most of my soreness had left me, even in my lower regions, much to my surprise. I supposed that demons healed much faster than humans, so it made sense. The energy I got from Yulia likely fueled it.

My thoughts drifted until they came to the library and Victoria. I’d told her that we’d do more research. Yet I wanted to just lay in this comfy bed forever instead…

As the third hour of the day chimed throughout the school, I decided to finally get up and head out. It was then that I realized my first dilemma. “Mistress” Yulia had given me several rules to follow. I only vaguely remembered them, but I was certain one of them had to do with what clothing I could wear. Without her here, I was left with the choice of breaking her dumb rule and finding something for myself, going out naked, or staying in the room. Given the level of punishment that Yulia was willing to give, I was hesitant to break her rules on the same day she gave them to me. Yet at the same time, I hated the other two options. If I was lucky, I’d find a way to break this spell today and change myself back, which would make her stupid rules meaningless. Alternatively, I could try and make it back to the room before Yulia did. Plus I’d basically promised Victoria that I’d meet her today.

My eyes drifted to the little dress still bundled along the floor. Was there a fourth option? Yulia had technically given me permission to wear the dress, even if it was the day before. Was that not technically following the rule still? Perhaps if I wore it and then came back early, she’d be lenient and not complain. She had acknowledged how that last night had been going too far, so she at least wasn’t likely to repeat something like that.

I sighed. It was a stupid plan.

I was going to do it anyway. I couldn’t forgive myself if I just stayed here and did nothing the whole day. Not when I could be potentially becoming my old self again instead.

I picked the frilly little dress up off the floor and slipped into it, quickly adjusting it around me. Then I put on the sandals and made my way to the door. Hesitantly, I looked out, peeking each way down the hall before scampering out. Closing the door as gently as I could, I began making my way through the girl’s dorm.

I stopped in surprise when two people showed up in front of me. Hamilt and Dwaine stepped out of a side closet that had been cracked open. Both stood menacingly in front of me, grinning like idiots.

“What are you two doing here?” I asked with a scowl. “This is the girl’s dorm.” A small flush of embarrassment flashed through me, as I basically implied I belonged here instead. Still, the two of them weren’t allowed down here, either way. I was surprised they had made it past the Housemistress.

With the stupid smile still on his face, Dwaine stepped forward toward me. Meanwhile, Hamilt, who stood to his right, said, “What about what you are doing here, Gordon? Shouldn’t you be in the boy’s dorm, with the rest of us guys?” He tapped his chin, as though pondering something. “Oh, that's right. You’re not a boy anymore.” He looked me up and down, eyeing my short dress and how it curved around my body. “Or should I just say, you’re just a little succubus slut. You seem to be taking well to your new role.”

Hamilt had never been the best at intimidation, but his words still annoyed me greatly. It wasn’t that I necessarily minded being a girl. It seemed like something that would probably be fun under other circumstances. But I certainly wasn’t going to let this ass talk to me that way. “Fuck you, Hamilt. I’ll have you covered in warts and boils for a month if you even think about screwing with me,” I growled.

“You know, your threats don’t feel as threatening anymore coming out of that cute little mouth of yours,” Dwaine said with a snicker.

“We’ve got an issue, little demon,” Hamilt continued. “You see, I recall being promised a night of hot demonic sex after we completed that ritual the other night, and all I seemed to get out of the deal was some regular alone time in my bed.” He took a step forward, and my eyes narrowed. Since when had Hamilt grown enough of a backbone to take my place as the leader of the group?

“If you think I’m doing anything with either of you, you’re vastly mistaken. It’s in your best interest to turn around now before the both of you regret it,” I bluffed. My mind scrambled to come up with a plan, any plan that might work to get me out of this.

“You’re right, Dwaine. Her words don’t sound nearly as threatening as they used to. Plus, there’s two of us and only one of you. What's that cute little tush of yours going to do?” More terrible attempts at intimidation, I thought.

“One last chance,” I said with false bravado, eyeing the two of them.

Dwaine stepped past Hamilt right in front of me and grabbed ahold of my arm. “If the girls think they can keep you here all to themselves, they’ve got another thing coming.”

I let out a shuddered breath and quickly kneed the idiot between his legs. He released my arm, quickly cupping his groin as Hamilt stepped toward me. As he approached from the right, I quickly shoved past Dwaine, elbowing him as hard as I could before running down the hall.

The sound of running footsteps followed behind me. I ran hard, but fear struck me as I heard them draw slowly closer. I wasn’t entirely sure where I was going to even run to; all I knew was that I somehow had to get away.

As I ran past the Housemistress’s office, the door shot open. From behind me, Esme shouted in an angered voice, “No running in the dorm! You two, what are you doing here?” I felt the magic of a spell being cast as I turned the corner. Several surprised shouts from Dwaine and Hamilt came from behind me as Esme cast something on them. I vaguely heard her scolding them for sneaking into the girls' dorm as I continued forward. Hopefully, they would be severely punished, and hopefully, they wouldn’t find me in the library. I’d have to do my best to avoid them until I was human again. Then I’d give them a trouncing and remind them why it was I and not Hamilt that was the leader of the group.
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Chapter 4.2

I continued my rush to the library, though slowed down to a fast walk instead of a run. When I entered, the librarian gave me a scolding look for daring to show up again. She didn’t say it, though I knew it wouldn’t turn out well for me if I stayed here past curfew once again. I’d likely be looking at multiple severe punishments, and not just from Yulia. Quickly, I scurried away past her and through the maze of aisles until I found myself back at the section on demonic summoning. To my disappointment, Victoria wasn’t here yet. Would she come back, or had she realized I was too much of a problem person to deal with?

My eyes scanned the shelves around me until they stumbled on a book that seemed oddly out of place. It was a large tome, with an old black leather binding and strange foreign symbols along the cover that stuck out oddly to me. Curiously, I pulled it out. Its front was similarly covered in what appeared to be strange runes or symbols. Was it perhaps a foreign language that I wasn’t familiar with? As I stared, they seemed to twist and turn in what I assumed was a peculiar optical illusion until suddenly, they began to make sense. One by one, I focused on each symbol, spelling out its meaning.

“Tr-e-la-no-mi-con.”

It wasn’t until I completed the phrase that I realized what I’d said. The book fell from my hand, and I backed up several feet away from it. My eyes widened, fear striking my heart. What was the Trelanomicon doing here, in a school? It certainly hadn’t been here yesterday, had someone placed it there?

It was at the top of the list of Forbidden books, believed to be a guide on how to summon creatures of the Above. It was said that those who read the book would inevitably be struck with complete madness, though there was uncertainty as to whether the madness came from continual reading or from the things that were summoned. Regardless, I knew it was something I very much didn’t want to mess around with. Slowly, I backed away from it, eyeing the thing like a snake about to strike.

Surely it wouldn’t be worth losing my sanity to just peek inside, right?

“Oh, hey.”

I jumped and twisted around to find Victoria giving me a wave.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you,” she said contritely.

My head turned back toward the book, only to find it… gone? Had it disappeared? Was I already going mad?

“You alright?” Victoria asked.

“I’m…” I began. “Yeah, I’m okay. You just startled me. It’s been a weird morning.” Probably best I didn’t mention it.

“Oh, what happened?”

My mind went to the book, still nowhere in sight. “I ran into two old friends who wanted… Well, they wanted to take advantage of me.”

“Oh,” she said simply. “I’m sorry. You, umm, wanna talk about it?” She seemed unsure of what to say, though I appreciated her concern.

I shook my head. “No, it’s fine. Nothing really out of the ordinary.”

She frowned. “Right.” I wasn’t sure what to make of the doubtful way she said the word.

“Let’s just get to searching for that cure so my life can get back to normal.”

She eyed me for a moment more before agreeing. I could tell she wanted to say something more but apparently decided against it. The quest began once more, and we easily settled into the same pattern as before, until books were once again sprawled out across the floor around us. I desperately hoped the librarian didn’t decide to check up on me. She’d be furious and likely kick us out.

“So, I never did get that name,” Victoria commented.

I blinked and looked over to her. Right, I was planning to come up with a name of some kind. But what would even be a good name for me?

After staring at her for several seconds, she continued, “You don’t really have to tell me if it makes you that uncomfortable. I can just call you Cutie or something. It’s okay.” She smiled over to me, a slight smirk on her face.

“No no, I -- I’m.” I took a breath. “It’s not that, it’s just…” I paused once more and said the name that came to mind. “Call me Ivy.” It was a name I’d admittedly always liked for some reason.

“Awe, that’s so cute!” she exclaimed.

I blushed. Cute? She thought it was cute? And why did I have this feeling of butterflies at being thought of as cute?

“Sorry, I’ve just been dying to know. Ever since I saw you yesterday, I mean. And that kiss…” she smiled as though reliving the memory.

“Thanks.” I struggled not to look away. “Let’s -- let’s get back to reading.”

Several hours later, with my frustration having gone up considerably over not finding anything useful, the sixth chime rang throughout the school.

Victoria stood and stretched her arms. “I should get back to my room. There’s a bit of work of my own that I should get done this evening before it gets too late.”

I nodded, standing up along with her. “Right, I should probably go as well.”

We stared at each other, her eyes seeming to question mine for the briefest of moments. Almost as one, we lunged toward each other, embracing in an impassioned kiss. I couldn’t help the moan as our lips met, my lust flaring to life within me.

My arms wrapped around her neck, as she leaned forward into the kiss. Her lips parted, and an exploratory tongue found its way into my mouth, tangling with my own. To my surprise, arms grabbed around me and lifted me slightly off the floor. My legs almost instinctively wrapped around her waist as we continued the kiss and I hummed in delight. With a couple steps forward, my back was pressed against the bookshelf, several of them poking firmly against my sensitive wings. Instead of complaining, I embraced the slight pain and got my revenge with a bite to her lip.

She gasped and pulled out of the kiss. Her tongue rolled over her lower lip where a small amount of blood trickled.

“Ivy, you naughty girl,” she said, her eyes staring deep into mine. A strange flash of joy bolted through me at the first use of my name.

I smirked back toward her. “What do you plan to do about it?”

With a grin, she said, “Let’s continue this in my room.”

I nodded vigorously, and she set me back onto my feet. I experienced a moment of wobbliness before a hand pulled me forward out of the small isle. A bit sheepishly, I looked around at all the books still lying across the floor. Shouldn’t we put them up, I thought?

Victoria either ignored or didn’t notice my hesitation at leaving them as she pulled me onward by the hand until we were at the library entrance once more. The librarian eyed me as usual, but with less vehemence than when I’d entered. I imagined she would be furious the next time I saw her. Hopefully, she’d let me back in. If not, I could always look for a sneakier approach. With haste, we made our way back to the girls' dorm, and Victoria led me directly to her room. She pulled me in and shoved the door closed behind me as her lips met mine once more. I leaned into the embrace, my wings stretching outward in delight.

After several more moments of making out, Victoria pulled away from me to pull up her blouse and toss it to the side. My fingers found their way to her skin, feeling the warmth that radiated from her smooth belly and sides. She squirmed slightly as I found a spot that was sensitive to the touch, and she grabbed my hands together for my efforts.

Pulling out of the kiss, she said, “So naughty. What am I going to do with you?”

I smiled once more. “Me? When have I ever been naughty?”

She raised an eyebrow. “A mischievous little thing like you? Who knows what all you manage to get up to?”

My thoughts drifted to the night of unending orgasmic pleasure and then the morning with Yulia as I licked her cunt. “I’m completely innocent.”

With a sly grin, she said, “Well what do you say to shedding this supposed innocence of yours?”

“I might be in favor.” I smiled and looked off to the side. “What do you have in mind?”

“Well first --” Her hands grabbed along the bottom of my frilled red and white dress, “We’re stripping you out of this.” She pulled it up and over my head, the dress only briefly catching my wings. I saw her eyes widen momentarily when she realized I had no underwear beneath it, leaving me standing in only a pair of sandals. I gave her another smirk, something she seemed to take as a challenge. Her arm slipped around my lower back, pulling me forward ever so slightly as her other hand held my cheek.

Our lips met for a brief kiss and she said, “Innocent, you say? You look more like a needy little succubus to me.” Her other hand reached behind me to fondle the right cheek of my butt. The sensitive tingle of my skin produced a moan from me. Grabbing a handful of ass, she pulled me firmly up against her, my naked warm skin pressed tight against her own. She whispered into my ear, “Something tells me that you’re the type of girl who wants to be pinned down and fucked silly.”

I shuddered.

“Tell me,” she said, “Tell me whether you want me to tie you up and fuck you senseless?”

My eyes met hers in a wide-eyed stare. She had her own smirk this time.

“I --” I gulped. The butterflies swirling within me in delight told me exactly what I wanted. The question was whether I was willing to admit it to her… or to myself.

“Yes?” she teased.

“Please tie me up and make me your sex-crazed slut.” My cheeks heated as the words left my mouth.

I could have said no. I could have told her that I wanted to do something else, and she probably would have been fine with it. I didn’t need to be dominated to have sex with her. Instead, I told her I wanted it. And in doing so I admitted to myself exactly who I was.

“With pleasure, my dear.”
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Chapter 4.3

Her hand didn’t move from my ass as she moved beside me to lead me toward the center of the room. It was a strangely comforting feeling for something that was so arousing to me. Victoria began to slip out of the rest of her clothes, only to start kissing me once again as she tossed them to the side.

“I’ve got a fun idea if you’re interested?” she said breathily.

I curiously tilted my head, and she smiled. From under her bed, she dragged out a small chest and slipped a small piece of cloth from it. I looked at her questioningly as she brought it toward me.

“If at any point you want me to stop, just say it and I will. Alright?”

I smiled. How could someone so kind and thoughtful be at a school like this? It baffled me. “Okay.” She slipped the cloth across my eyes, blinding me. “What’s the purpose of this?” I asked, tugging at it.

“The blindfold,” she said as her hand tickled up my side. I gasped and squirmed away. “Is there so that you can’t see what I’m doing.”

Her hands grabbed onto one of mine and pulled it up into the air above me. I felt something click around my wrist, and she released me. As she moved around to my other side, I found I could no longer move it. She’d cuffed me to something and was cuffing my other hand up above me as well, though I couldn't recall seeing anything above me beforehand. Had I missed it or was some sort of magic involved?

“Is this alright?” she asked as she moved down to my feet and slowly slipped off my sandals. I gave out a low hum of pleasure and approval.

“Yes.”

With some type of binding, likely similar to the previous, she tied my feet together, making me unable to move them. “I’ll keep this fairly simple, but let me know if you want me to stop,” she repeated.

I was just getting used to balancing standing and bound up as I was when I felt something soft brush gently against my upper leg. It trailed up, only to disappear along my stomach. I squirmed slightly at the strange and somewhat ticklish sensation, pulling against the soft cuffs that firmly held my hands in place above me. The object appeared randomly once again along my arm, only to go away as I gasped. Slowly the ticklish object found random parts of my body to tease. My legs, my sides, my face, and my breasts. Each left me feeling continually more aroused. My skin somehow became more sensitive by the second, as though it were relishing in the touch. As the feathery object suddenly touched my puckering cunt, I let out a surprised moan of pleasure.

“Victoria,” I gasped.

She didn’t say anything. Instead, the toy gently tickled my inner thigh. I groaned as it brushed against me and moved away to appear along the side of my neck. I squirmed away from it as best I could, yet it followed. How could a simple light touch make me so terribly horny?

“Please,” I begged.

“What’s that? You need something?” she asked in a sweet breathy voice.

The toy trailed down the length of my back and down the right side of my butt, yet didn’t move in reach my lower lips once again. My legs and arms pulled against their restraints in protest. I couldn’t do what I really wanted to do at that moment and finger myself to an orgasm. Victoria was the one in control of my pleasure, and despite my building frustration at the slow pace of things, I couldn’t help but also relish in it. I realized with a flash of insight that I trusted her, making her one of the few people in my life that held the honor.

That didn’t mean I wasn’t still burning up with desire. “Victoria,” I said with an attempt to sound commanding.

“Yes?” she whispered into my ear, breathing into it gently.

I moaned once more. “Please,” I said in a much more begging tone than I’d intended.

“What’s wrong, little Ivy?” I shuddered at the way she said the name. It felt so right coming from her lips. “Do you need something?”

I nodded my head.

“What could it possibly be?” Her fingers found their way to my cunt and I moaned out. “Oh, don’t tell me a little bit of tickling has gotten you dripping wet down here. You naughty girl.”

“Please,” I repeated as her fingers just sat there, doing nothing.

“It’s alright, I think I understand.” She leaned to my ear once more and whispered, “You want me to fuck you?”

I nodded again. Another moan escaped my mouth as yet another trail of the feathery toy moved along my sensitive skin and her hand left me. For a long moment, there was silence as nothing touched me at all except for the ropes around my legs and cuffs holding up my wrists. I could hear her moving, shifting through the chest she had opened. Patiently, I waited. I could wait. My tail twitched, as though in annoyance at the thought. Probably...

“I want you to say it,” she said as she moved back toward me. “Tell me what you want me to do.”

“I -- Please lick me, or touch me or --” I could feel the heat on my cheeks from saying it. The raw embarrassment stopped me from completing the sentence.

To my relief, the soft skin of her body pressed up against my side, and I held my breath, waiting for her touch, yet she only moved away once more. I huffed in annoyance, as after several long moments, nothing happened.

As something finally met my sticky and wet outer lips, I moaned loudly. To my surprise, it wasn’t the touch of fingers that I’d been expecting, but rather something smooth and wet. Her tongue slid up the center of my slit, gently licking me.

“You taste fantastic.”

I tried to press myself more firmly against her mouth, but couldn’t move enough to manage it. As if in response, she wrapped her arms around me and began to tease me, licking my thighs and slowly moving around the areas of my vagina. Occasionally she would suddenly trail her tongue along it, but would then stop and move somewhere else. I continually groaned in frustration and pulled tightly against my bindings. If only I could wrap my legs around her head and force those cute little lips firmly around my cunt.

When I’d nearly reached the point of begging her to stop, two fingers shoved their way hard into me. I gasped, my back arching into the air, and my cuffs rattled above me as my tail twitched in pleasure. She vigorously pumped her fingers in and out of me, moving me extraordinarily quickly towards orgasm. I came closer and closer, shoving my body against her hand as best I could in my state. Just as I was about to cum, her fingers slid out of me, leaving my vagina clenching around nothing.

I groaned out in utter frustration as my lust teetered just on the edge.

“Now now, I didn’t say you were allowed to cum yet, did I?” she taunted me. I felt her wet fingers trail down my outer thigh, and I shuddered.

“Please, Victoria, I need it.”

“We’ll get there, but you’ve got to earn it first.”

I groaned, and she pressed her naked body up against me, pressing her lips to mine. I kissed her like my orgasm depended on it, tasting the sweet taste of my own cunt, until she pulled away from me. When she came back several seconds later, her hands grabbed the cuffs around my wrists and pulled them down. I was quite sure by that point that they were being held in place through some sort of magical means, able to be moved by her yet immobile for me as though they were bound to a cement wall.

“Bend,” she commanded, and I bent forward. I was surprised to find a soft cushion underneath me to prop myself on as my hands were moved down toward the floor below me. How had she gotten that there without my notice? “Good girl,” she said, trailing her fingers along the edge of my wings and down my lower back. “Now open that sweet little mouth of yours.”

With a bit of confused curiosity, I parted my lips. Something pressed up against them. As though by pure instinct, my tongue moved out to meet it. Victoria grabbed one of my horns and began to slowly push forward. Gradually the phallic object entered my mouth. It slid forward, meeting the back of my mouth and then slowly down my throat. I was thankful I didn’t feel the need to gag. As my nose met her skin, she let out a satisfied sigh.

“This is a perfect little magical toy. It’s made to feel as though it were my own cock.” Her fingers rubbed against my horn, and I moaned around her magical strapon. She gasped in response. “A very sensitive cock. You have no idea how good that feels.”

She pulled the strapon halfway out and shoved it back down my throat. I moaned once more.

“Oh, fuck that’s good.”

With that she began to face-fuck me vigorously, using my mouth as the simple fuckhole it was. If I hadn’t been so horny, I might have been offended at how forceful she was, shoving it in and out of me with little regard for how I felt. Instead, I leaned into it, moaning and groaning along with her.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned out loudly. With a firm shove forward, the fake cock was shoved fully into my mouth once more. To my surprise, I felt it begin to pulse, and something hot shot down my throat. I moaned again, as amazingly, she came down my throat through the fake cock. The bliss of her orgasm rushed through my body, making me spasm in glee.

Several pulses moved through the strapon, and I drank it all down. Had I been human, I was sure I’d have choked it all back up, but the action felt almost instinctual to me. Part of me wished I could see her face, to look up into her eyes as she orgasmed.

She sighed and then coughed lightly as she pulled out of my mouth. “Sorry, I may have gotten a bit carried away there. You okay?”

I lightly flexed my jaw before licking my lips. “That was fantastic.”

“I meant to warn you about the cum part. I err, sorta forgot. It felt a whole lot more intense than I’d been expecting.” I could hear the abashed embarrassment in her voice. “You good to continue?”

“I’m so fucking horny,” I admitted.

Her hand brushed through my hair. “Since you’ve been such a good girl, I suppose I can let you cum.” Her hand grabbed my chin, and her lips met mine once more in a small kiss. “But only after I orgasm again, understood? If you cum before me, there will be a punishment.”

I shuddered. “I don’t think I can last very long.”

“You’d better do your best then.”

She moved away from me, and I felt a surprising slap along my ass. Her fingers met my pussy, rubbing up and down my slit and making me give out a needy moan. “Please, fuck me,” I begged.

“What a slutty little succubus you are. Already had a meal, yet still begging for more.” Her hand moved away, and I pressed my ass backward as far as the magically restraining cuffs would allow. “You’re just dripping with cum back here. Well, let’s not keep the needy little slut waiting any longer, shall we?”

I felt the tip of her cock press against me and then begin to slide in. My vagina welcomed it, as wet as I was, it basically drew it in. I noted with satisfaction how much bigger it felt than the last cock I’d had in me, how much fuller I somehow felt.

Was this really who I was now? A demonic slut comparing the cocks I’d been fucked by? The thought of it only served to turn me on more, and I moaned as Victoria finally bottomed out within me. What had happened to Gordon the macho boy?

“So, greedy,” she said. “You took me all in, just like that. I’ve felt more friction on a slippery floor.” Her hand grabbed hold of my tail. “And this swishing little tail. What a happy little thing you are, hmm? Tell me. You like this don’t you? You like being a little demonic cum slut.”

I moaned as she stroked my tail. “Tell me the truth, and I’ll fuck you. I’ll give you the fucking you’ve been waiting for.”

“I --” I moaned. “I like being -- your cum slut succubus.”

“Good girl,” she said. I could hear the grin in her voice, even though I couldn’t see it. “Just don’t forget our little deal.”

With that final word, she finally began. She didn’t begin gently like I'd expected. Instead, her hand gripped hard around my tail as she shoved the fake cock in and out of me. Her own moans met mine as she plowed into me, slapping firmly up against my ass as she pushed the cock in as far as it would go.

I let out gasping breaths of pleasure as she fucked me harder and harder, her strapon slamming into me as heavily as she could manage. I did my best to meet her thrusts, using the magic cuffs firmly with my hands as leverage. My raging lust built higher, and my body noticeably slowed as I approached an orgasm. My mouth hung open in a drooling pant as I got to the edge.

Somehow noticing what was happening, Victoria tightened her hand around my tail until it became painful while her other hand slapped my ass hard. With a firm thrust fully into me, she stopped for a moment to say, “What did I say? Don’t you dare cum yet.” Her hand slapped against my ass once again.

Unfortunately, her fiery words and touch only brought me over the edge. As her last slap smacked into me, the dildo inside me twitched from her movement. I moaned at the simultaneous assault of pleasure and pain. With the tight grip of her hand around my sensitive tail and the sting along my cheeks, the flood of pleasure inside me reached a peak. My body shuddered as I came around her cock, squeezing it as though my insides were trying to milk it of all the cum it could possibly give me.

“You really do enjoy this, huh? Cumming from a little bit of spanking? What a naughty little slut you are. You must want to be punished, don’t you? Well, don’t you worry. I’ll make sure it’s one you won’t forget.”

As she talked, my orgasm continued. Wave after wave rushed through me, and before it had time to stop, she’d started fucking me once again. I simply moaned at the overstimulation, my head too fogged up in pleasure to be able to put together words of protest. Her grip along my tail only tightened as my orgasm finally came to a finish.

Perhaps because of my succubus nature, I found myself quickly already building to a second orgasm. Mentally, I did my best to hold it back, worried that Victoria might stop if I came close to yet another one. I remembered the gentle teasing she’d put me through just a few moments earlier and couldn’t help but imagine her bringing me to the edge over and over again without ever letting me cum.

Luckily, it was only a moment later when her moans picked up in volume, and she shoved her cock as far into me as she could get it in my tight cunt. I felt it pulse, and the first squirt of her cum flooded into me. The orgasmic bliss rolled through my vagina and up my stomach before going straight to my head. My mind went into a brainless lusty fog as pleasure overtook me and I nearly blacked out. Victoria continued her thrusts into me as she pumped me full of cum and moaned in pleasure.

I felt a sudden absence as my mind began to eventually clear an indeterminate amount of time later, and realized that she had taken the strapon out of me. I couldn’t help but frown in disappointment. I wanted the feeling of her inside me to last forever.

Her hand reached around my head and untied my blindfold. I blinked as my eyes adjusted to the light of the room. In front of me stood the large dildo strapped around her waist. Cum dripped off of it to the floor below, likely a mixture of both mine and hers together.

“That was amazing,” I said somewhat dreamily as I stared at the fake cock.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it.” I looked up to see her smiling smirking face. Gently, she untied me, first taking off the magical cuffs that seemed to just hang firmly in the air, and then untying my legs. Her arms slid underneath me and picked me up. I stared into her green eyes as she princess-carried me to the bed and gently placed me within it. She slid in beside me and tossed a blanket around us.

“You feeling okay?” she asked gently, her eyes staring into my own.

I began to nod before saying, “Yeah, great.”

She smiled hesitantly. “I was worried I might have went a bit too far.” Her voice trailed slightly at the end.

“No, it was great, fantastic.” I smiled brightly back. “The best sex I’ve had.”

“The best sex?” she asked, and I gave her a sly look. “I thought you were an innocent little angel?”

I spluttered and gave her a smirk back in return.

"Well, if you enjoyed that, wait till next time. I haven't forgotten that punishment I promised."

We cuddled together for an eternity, her arms wrapped comfortingly around me. As I drifted toward sleep, wrapped in her embrace, I couldn’t help but feel that I was forgetting something important…
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Chapter 5.1

I woke up with a start, tossing the blanket around me to the side and exposing my naked body to the cool air.

“Yulia,” I muttered in annoyance.

I’d forgotten all about Yulia and her dumb rules. She was going to be pissed, I realized. Looking around the room, I found that Victoria was nowhere in sight. Had she already left for class? As I glanced around the room, my eyes drifted over to the spare bed, where a roommate would typically sleep. It was still empty and clearly unslept in, with no sheets or blankets to cover it. Victoria had the room all to herself. I wondered if she...

I shook my head, dismissing the thoughts before they could form. No, I didn’t need a new roommate, I needed a way to get rid of this curse and get my life back to normal. I hopped up out of bed and began to slip back into my dress. As I pulled it over my head, the door opened.

Blinded as I was, I flailed and struggled as the material caught on my horns. After a few seconds of flailing, I wrestled it down over my head and looked over to the door. Victoria stood in front of me holding a half-eaten slice of ham and smiling. She snorted as she tried not to giggle, and I glared back.

“You startled me,” I accused, as I gently pulled the dress fully down past my wings.

“Sorry, I slipped out to grab some food before class real quick. You were so cute when you slept that I couldn’t bear to wake you up.”

I flushed a bit at her calling me cute. “Umm, right.” To my embarrassment, my words failed me, nothing better coming to mind.

She smiled again before a small frown crossed her face. “I don’t think I can go to the library with you tonight. I’ve got a big exam tomorrow, and I need to spend the night studying. Is that okay?”

I quickly nodded. “That’s fine. You should study. I’ll be okay.”

For a moment, she gave me a worried look, before her smile came back. “Awesome.”

Victoria finished eating and got ready to leave. Not long after, we parted ways outside her door. I smiled as she waved and walked down the hallway to my right. Watching her leave, I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d still be interested in me when I was plain old human Gordon again.

Briefly, I debated whether I should head to class, but ultimately decided it was better to just go back to the library. The quicker my life was back to normal, the better I figured, and I could deal with a few days of missed classes. What I didn’t want to deal with was Yulia’s complaints when I eventually had to go back to the room. Mentally, I grumbled at the idea. If I could find a way to become human again today, I’d have no need to go back. It wasn’t as though I had anything there I cared about. Decision made, I moved determinedly to the library.

I peeked through the large doors, hesitantly glancing over to the librarian. She was busy sorting through books up at the front, and I shot into the maze of shelves before she could spot and call out to me. Just being back in the library had a feeling of desperation welling up within me as I thought of what little progress I’d made in my search thus far and what little else I was likely to find here. The inevitable question popped into my mind. Would I eventually be able to change back? Yarev’s words from the night of my transformation haunted my mind. According to him, there was no cure. I was stuck like this. Was he honest in his declaration, or simply too lazy to search for an answer? I wanted to believe the latter, I’d never had much faith in Yarev, but what if he was right? What if there really was nothing to be done? And what would my family do once they found out? I couldn’t imagine they’d be pleased, to say the least. It was quite possible they had already found out about me and planned to do nothing. I wondered if I still even had a family to come home to… I doubted they would accept me as I was. If they didn't know yet, it was probably best they never found out, I admitted.

I walked forward, my eyes drifting down the rows of books once more not focussing on where I went, as though in a trance, while my mind continued to spiral. I didn’t want to accept it. Yet part of me had known it to be true all along, even if I’d been unwilling to believe it. I was stuck like this, a demon, forever. Perhaps this was the fate I ultimately deserved. I’d never really been a very good person. At best, I was much like the rest of the students at this school, a simple bully, looking out only for myself. Yet I didn’t want to imagine a life stuck as a succubus… a life stuck with Yulia.

As I stared off into the isles ahead, paying no attention to my path, my foot bumped into something along the floor, sending it skidding several feet forward. I stumbled toward it, bracing myself against the bookshelf to my left and landing on my knees. Glancing down, I saw a familiar book.

My eyes widened as I stared down at the Trelanomicon. It shouldn’t be here. My seeing it, much like yesterday, had to be a simple fever dream. It couldn’t be real. Hesitantly, I picked it up, touching the rough and very real cover. I knew some sort of foul magic was at play. It would be best to drop it here and forget about it, or at the very least tell the librarian. She would likely know what to do. And yet… my fingers itched to simply open the pages. Was this book my only true chance at changing back? I bit my lip.

Dropping the book back to the ground, I moved to stand up. Its back edge hit the floor and the book opened to a random page below me. My eyes were drawn to it with an unnatural pull, while my mind swirled at the incomprehensible words covering the pages. I couldn’t help but stare as they slowly rearranged themselves into something that made some amount of sense. My head felt faint, and a headache began to throb dully in my skull.

I tried to look away, to force my eyes away from the pages. Yet they stayed glued to them. As the words became sentences, slowly I read. Each consecutive word pulled my eyes toward it as my mind and sense of self-preservation went into a fogged limbo. After what was likely only a few minutes, but which felt like an eternity, I made it to the end of the page. My eyes blinked up away from the book and I sighed in relief. The strange trance-like state faded, and I found that my body had slumped down along the floor at some point. Dizziness overwhelmed me as I stood and used a bookshelf to steady myself. Taking several deep breaths, I realized with a start that I had the book clutched in my hands. I tossed it away from me, not daring to look in its direction in case it opened once more, and took several steps away from it.

What an evil thing.

After several more breaths, my mind organized itself enough to think once more. Did this book have a will of its own? And why was it seeking me out? How?

I stumbled away down the rows of bookshelves once again. Anything to put distance between myself and that monstrosity. Anything to keep me from going back and reading more, because I knew a part of me wanted to. I wanted to know how to change back. I wanted to know its secrets. It was like a whisper in my head, drawing me to it.

I shook my head, trying to keep my mind clear and focused, and then pinched my cheek. A firm slap to the face seemed to finally do the trick. It was only then that the fog that had taken over me fully cleared, and I put together the words of what I had read. The book truly did contain instructions on summoning creatures of the Above. The page that had been burned into my mind was all about how to summon one in particular. It described it as an intelligent creature and something fairly harmless. Yet could I even trust the word of such a foul book? It clearly had an intent of its own. I was more certain than ever that it had opened up to that page intentionally for me to read it.

It would be a pursuit of utter madness, yet if I wanted information on how to become human once again, I had a likely source. Somehow I could just feel that the book knew what I wanted, and whatever creature came would probably have answers. I’d already read the page and survived with my sanity intact, I reasoned. Could I truly do this? Part of me wondered if the book would keep seeking me out so long as I held any desire for its contents. Was that how it was finding me in the first place? Had my temptation to read it drawn the thing toward me? What I truly didn’t understand was how it had gotten into the library. I knew it had to belong to someone at the school, someone who had hidden it here. Whatever sense that made.

I sighed, pondering the contents of the page I’d read once more. I couldn’t do this, right? I couldn’t. Yet… I knew exactly how…

---

I was mad. I was insane. That stupid book had probably corrupted my mind. But I had to do this, I told myself. It was the only way, my only chance. As I put the final candle in place, they each lit up in a puff of flame from the ambient magic of the array they’d been placed in. I stepped back to look at my work.

The bedroom floor in front of me was clear. The ritual had been deceptively simple to put together. Quite a few candles, a meditative pose, and a bowl of lavender were all that was needed. The true trick was knowing the right words and getting into the correct state of mind. Chaotic magic was all about states of mentality, unlike demonic summoning, which often revolved around a sacrifice of some kind.

My hands fidgeted together, and I licked my lips. A pearl of sweat dripped down my neck. What a terrible idea this was. I closed my eyes, counted to ten, and then kneeled down.

---

I’d been on my knees for what felt like hours repeating the difficult chant. A few times, I’d even found myself going into a near trance. Yet nothing happened. I’d probably messed this spell up as well, just like the last one. Mentally, I sighed.

During all this, one thought kept coming back to me, circling within my mind. Was there really anything wrong with being a demon or succubus? Did it really make me lesser than humans, something deserving to be captured and tamed like a pet? I knew the answer. No, it didn’t. I was ultimately still me, still deserving to be treated with dignity. I knew this. The question kept coming back over and over again. But why? Why did I keep coming back to this? Why did it feel so important?

I shook my head. I needed to try and focus, forget about my feelings on being a succubus. Changing back was the right thing to do, even if my methods were more than questionable. I shifted my legs, trying to get them into a more comfortable position before once more trying to empty my mind as I chanted. Yet I still couldn’t focus. Another thought swam through my head, as though insisting I give it attention. Was it really better to risk my sanity and summon some dangerous creature than to stay as a succubus? I wanted to say yes, of course, but my gut churned at the automatic response. If I was honest with myself, there were some parts of the whole experience that I’d quite liked. I’d grown fond of my tail and wings, and I knew that I’d miss having them to stretch and sway about. Even my horns were kind of nice and the red smooth skin was fun and somehow intoxicating. I’d miss it, I’d even miss being a girl, I thought. After all, everyone knew girls were better anyways. All the sex had had its ups and downs. I wanted to hate it, yet the night with Victoria was one I could live over and over again. I just hated when people forced me into it. Sex should be consensual, I thought. I even liked being dominated, as shameful as it felt for me to admit.

I pinched the bridge of my nose. None of that mattered. This was what I had to do.

But... did I really want to go back to being plain old Gordon, the boy? I’d probably lose my relationship with Victoria. At the very least, it wouldn’t be the same. It wouldn’t feel right. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to go back to being friends with Hamilt and Dwaine. I doubted they’d be able to see me the same way after all that had happened. No, I thought, that whole thing was over after what they’d done in the hallway. They didn’t deserve my friendship. There was a chance my parents would abandon me no matter what choice I made. At the least, I’d be a stain on the family for my “failure.” I wouldn’t be able to rely on them. I’d have to find my own way forward.

I didn’t want to be Gordon. The thought rang through my head, leaving me utterly bewildered that it had even popped into existence. I didn’t want to be Gordon. Was this really the conclusion I was coming to? I wanted to reject it, to toss the idea out as ridiculous. But in my heart, I knew it was true. I didn’t want to be Gordon. I wanted to be Ivy, the succubus. My eyes closed and I let out a sigh.

The click of the door reached my ears and my eyes shot back open. Yulia stood in the doorway, a grumpy scowl creasing her face.
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Chapter 5.2

“Finally decided to show back up?” Yulia asked. Her eyes briefly scanned over the magical array around me before proceeding to ignore it. 

I gulped. I knew I’d have to face her eventually, but I had certainly hoped it wouldn’t be so soon. In truth, I had been hoping I’d be human again and long gone before she ever came back to the room. Now that obviously wasn’t going to happen. Had I really made the right choice? Was it a choice at all?

She closed the door behind her, strolling into the room like a predator. “After your last punishment, I would have thought you’d be a bit more compliant.” She moved past me, still sitting on the floor, and made her way toward the closet. “I don’t particularly care if you skip your classes. What good is an education to a bimbo succubus like you? What I care about,” she paused and smacked the closet door closed. Her eyes met my own. “Is you not following the rules we agreed on. So let’s do what I should have done from the beginning.” 

Dangling in her hand was a familiar black collar. My eye’s narrowed. How could I get out of this, I wondered?

“No, I refuse.” I scooted back, eyeing the fiendish object. I wouldn’t become a pet. Not for her. 

“Oh Gordon, my silly little succubus. You belong to me. I own your contract. You don't get a choice here.”

At hearing my human name, my eyes widened. How did she know? Who had told her?

“What? Did you really think I didn’t know who you were? I’m not an imbecile, Gordon. Even if you weren’t the talk of the school, I’d have easily put two and two together.”

For whatever reason her continually calling me Gordon made my wings twitch in annoyance. I didn’t want to hear her say it. “My-- my name is Ivy,” I declared. It was a better name, anyway. 

A fierce grin spread across her face. “Finally beginning to accept your place? It’s about time.” With a wave of her wand, the magical collar began to float toward me. I stood, my eyes widening further, and shook my head. “Now, now, don’t be like that. This was inevitable. You know this.” 

“No. You can’t do this!” I asserted. My back pressed up against the wall as I ran out of space to move, and my eyes drifted across the room to where the door was. Could I make it?

“Don’t you worry your little tail. I’ll take good care of you. You’ll be a nice and pampered little demon.” For just a brief moment, I considered it. How easy it would be to just accept it and become her pet plaything. Yet the malicious glint in her eye and smirk on her face told me how terrible of an idea that would be. Yulia only cared about herself, and certainly wouldn’t treat me as an equal. I was nothing but a toy in her eyes. Somehow, I had to find a way out of her clutches.

My feet shot forward, skidding toward the door. I used every ounce of strength I had in my legs to propel myself further, praying I would make it. 

“Stay.” With one word, I slid to a halt, finding my legs unable to continue. No, I thought. I had to keep going! My foot lifted up, and a warning flashed in the back of my mind. If I moved forward, it would be a breach of my contract, I realized. My foot stepped back into place. Breaking the contract would mean being ripped from this realm and sent to the Under. My brain faltered for a moment. Did she really have so much power over me that she could control me with a single word? How?

Footsteps approached me from behind. “I’d been planning to find a way to obtain your contract one way or another. Imagine my surprise when the Housemistress simply gifted it to me. Better than that, however, was what I found inside once I read through it. To think that it had such generously vague wording. ‘Any commands given by me, so long as they be feasible, shall be followed.’ It’s too bad that you put such little thought into making it. You could have made something much more favorable for yourself.” Her hand rubbed against my neck from behind. “Bad for you, but quite convenient for me.”

I ground my teeth. She always had to rub in as much salt as she could manage. 

“Were I in your place, I’d have never been so careless,” she continued. “Though I shouldn’t be surprised with how empty that little head of yours probably is.” She circled around me, the collar once again in her hands. “You need someone to take care of you. It’s evident you can’t manage on your own when you can’t even follow a few simple rules. You’re just a bimbo little demon who doesn’t even know how to make up a proper contract with someone, something that should be simple for your kind. You need someone like me, else others are going to take advantage of your ignorance and impotence. But I’ll take good care of you.” She bent down in front of me, her eyes meeting mine with a confident smile.

She couldn’t be right. I’d made mistakes, sure. And maybe I wasn’t the smartest, nor could I use magic or really defend myself physically. But… Okay, when I thought about it, I was really vulnerable to being taken advantage of here at this school. Yet that didn’t mean I wanted it to be Yulia lording over me. Even if I needed protection, I could do better than her. My mind went to Victoria and the loving care she’d given to me, despite seeing me as a simple demon. I didn’t think I’d mind perhaps giving myself to her...

But not Yulia. I shook my head. “No.” My eyes held hers, a lighthouse shining out my defiance into the uncaring void. 

A flash of annoyance went through her eyes. “Now now. You want this; you need it, even if you don’t want to admit it. You love being dominated. You like being my little plaything. I’ll bring you to heights you’ve never experienced before.” Her arms circled around me from behind, and the collar slid along my throat. I tried to move away from her, but the power of the contract was strong. I could barely lean a few inches before I began to push its limits. Even trying to shove her away did little good to stop her. With a small click, the collar latched together, sealing my fate. 

In truth, the collar was symbolic more than anything. She already had my contract. As long as she did, I was her’s. Yet somehow, the collar made it feel so much more real and final. My fingers traced up along it. 

Yulia’s arms wrapped around my back, my face pressed against her neck as she hugged me. “Ivy, my beautiful pet succubus,” she whispered into my ear. A finger trailed down between my wings. Her tone changed from wistful to assertive in a breath. “From now on, I expect you to call me Mistress.”

I shook my head once more, my nose brushing against her skin as my teeth clenched shut.

“Let me make it clear. That was a command, understood? It was a simple rule yesterday, but since you don’t seem inclined to follow those, now I’m making it a contractual obligation. I want to hear you say it,” she commanded.

I struggled for a moment, but the words were ultimately forced out of me. “Y-yes, Mistress.” I had to do as I was told, a part of my mind seemed to whisper. 

“Good,” she purred. “What a good girl.” My breath caught as she rubbed her hand up through my hair until fingers brushed against my horns. Her other arm slid down my side until a hand stroked along my tail. I squirmed, wanting to pull away, yet still couldn’t. Not until she allowed it. “Now, what am I to do with you? After all, you still need to be punished for breaking the rules.”

I let out a sigh and mentally gave in to my fate. There was nothing I could do; I belonged to her and she could control my actions. Was this going to be my life now, a simple demonic servant or pet worrying over being punished for my blunders? 

Something warm touched my shoulder, and I looked over to find a dark black ooze dripping down my and Yulia’s backs. She stepped away from me, and my eyes shot up to the ceiling only to widen in horror to find it bubbling. From the center, a black void-like slime spread and gurgled outward. Out from it dripped what quickly became several liters of the thick liquidy substance to the floor around us. A few seconds of stunned open-mouthed silence from both of us was all it took for it to cover several meters of space. It was then that a slime-covered tentacle twisted out of the upside-down pool and against the bare roof. 

“Oh no,” I muttered. 

“Move, demon!” Yulia yelled as she shoved me forward out of the way. 

I spun and landed with a plop on my butt, my hands smearing up against a small pool of black liquid that had fallen to the floor. My eyes were unfocused, staring up at the tentacle creature in a slight daze. Mistress Yulia chanted a quick spell, and from her wand, a continuous cone of fire poured out like a current of water. The pool of black liquid that defied gravity sizzled and popped until it began to seemingly boil. Despite her efforts, the tentacle ignored her, and several others found their way out of the black pool and grappled against the roof. They squirmed and pulled as though they were trying to push something down… or up? Several others reached down and Yulia stumbled away, cutting off her flame before the dripping black tentacles could find her. 

I wanted to get up, to run away and not look back, but Yulia’s command to stay still lingered in my mind. I couldn’t leave until she gave me permission. Instead, I cowered on the floor, staying low enough to avoid anything from grabbing me. Several arcs of lightning flew through the air from Yulia’s wand as she shifted around the room, avoiding the ever-increasing number of tentacles reaching out. She weaved around them and watched in gleeful delight as they shriveled up and thrashed at the powerful electricity flowing through them. I could tell she was tiring, as her breath slowly became more ragged and laborious. The amount of magic she was throwing around was taking every bit of energy she could manage. 

A tentacle moved down toward her path, and she stumbled back away from it. Her shoulder bumped into a different one, and my eyes widened as it quickly curled up around her. A shout escaped her mouth and she thrashed against it. It did little good, completely ignoring her scrapes and kicks. Finally, she came to her senses and cast a spell, the one spell that had proved to work against the things. A bolt of lightning flashed through the tentacle and her alike. It dropped her, and she fell to the floor twitching, her hair a frazzled mess. She blinked as yet another tentacle quickly circled down and scooped her back up. 

“W-wait,” her voice croaked out. Her arms began to struggle against it, but the creature quickly had her surrounded and bound up. Slowly she rose up into the inky pool of black void. “No!” Her eyes met mine as her side moved into the strange substance. “Ivy h-hel--” Her words were cut off as she disappeared into the void above. The rest of the tentacles followed, and the pool of black ceased its movements and formed a slick pool of calm. I gave out a sigh of both relief and despair. 

With Yulia now in a different plane of existence, I realized I could once again move. Her hold over me had disappeared. A shrill mad laugh escaped from my mouth. 

I’d caused this. I’d done all of it. And for what? Something I didn’t even truly want? If anyone had deserved to be pulled up into the Above, it was certainly me. Yulia wasn’t a great person, but did she deserve this when it was I who had been the cause of it? I looked down at my black-stained hands. What was I supposed to do now? 

I heard a gurgle and looked up to find the portal once again bubbling and popping. My eyes widened once again as several tentacles slipped back down, one wrapping around my leg. I yelped out as it pulled me off my feet, and then up into the air legs-first. I wiggled and tried to kick, but it did little good against the black slime-covered creature. My foot met the cold inky substance of the ceiling and was pulled in. Slowly, I sunk upward, my head spinning as gravity seemed to stop making sense. I knew the floor was supposed to be down, yet as I became waste deep, it felt more like it was up above me. My eyes closed as first my shoulders, then my neck, and finally my chin submerged. I tried to keep my head above it for as long as I could, yet ultimately had to hold my breaths as I plunged into the Upper darkness.
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Chapter 5.3

A moment later, I fell from the air, landing on soft ground. I opened my eyes to find a desolate wasteland, a dark red sky over unending dunes of violet-red sand. It stretched into the distance for an eternity, the sort of mesmerizing site you could spend days staring at in wonder.

A bolt of lightning shot past me from behind, and I turned to find several writhing tentacles near my feet. I backed away from them and looked at the creature they came from. My eyes felt as though they were going to bleed. It was a massive and very long monstrosity, with countless tentacles that stretched out tens of meters long. It squirmed and writhed, seeming to be almost devouring itself as parts of it were consumed into the creature as others formed and stretched outward. Numerous eyes appeared and disappeared along its body, staring both at me and elsewhere.

Was this the creature I’d been trying to summon, or had it simply taken advantage of the thinned veil between realms? Another bolt of lightning lit up the area as it slammed into it, making the thing cower away in pain.

“Stop gawking and get over here, you dumb succubus.”

Yulia stood several meters away from me and the creature, apparently having managed to get out of its clutches as well. I gave her a brief glare before moving closer to her. I eyed the strange monstrosity once more, carefully stepping over the tentacles that still sat along the ground as I moved.

Several tentacles reached out toward me as the creature began to move toward us once more. Before I could manage to pull away from them, Yulia hit the body of the Abovespawn with another lighting strike. It squirmed and recoiled once again, but thankfully did nothing else in retaliation. Perhaps the tentacles were its only real form of attack. The monster was big but didn’t seem very strong or intelligent.

Looking up, I could see the black inky portal back to our realm high above us. “How are we going to get out of here?” I glanced over to Yulia. She had a hardened and determined look on her face.

“I have no idea. But I’m going to be out of magic soon. At that point… we’ll have to run.”

My eyes widened as I stared at her and then back up to the portal. “You can’t fly us out or something?” I demanded in a panic.

She looked over at me with a glare. “Flight magic involves delicate maneuvering of the air. Of course I can’t fly us out of here. Even if I had the time and mana, I don’t have the skill for it. Have you paid attention to anything in this school?”

Ignoring her jab at my lack of studiousness, I scrambled to come up with some kind of solution. My eyes scanned around us, finding nothing but the endless sand. Surely we weren’t going to be stuck here?

Another bolt of lightning was cast from her wand, and Yulia stumbled, nearly falling to her knee. “I’m nearly at my limits. I’ll make the next one powerful, hopefully enough to stun the thing long enough for us to get away. Get ready.”

I nodded and she began chanting a long drawn-out version of her lightning spell. A metallic taste met my tongue, and I backed away several steps from Yulia as the feel of the air around us changed. My eyes widened as the loose sand behind her began to shift. With all her focus on the spell, Yulia didn’t notice as a stray tentacle somehow came up from the ground behind her and wrapped its way around her legs.

“Yulia!” I shouted uselessly.

She spun around, almost managing to get out of its grasp, but falling into the sand. I took a step toward her, unsure of what to do, or if there was anything I could do. Several other tentacles came up and Yulia finally cast her spell. A massive bright streak of light shot out of her wand, blowing her out of the creature’s grasp. It met one of the tentacles, making it twitch and curl up like steaming calamari. Unfortunately, Yulia also fell closer to the main body of the large monstrosity. Despite writhing in pain, it ceased upon the opportunity and grasped Yulia in a writhing mass of tentacles, all of its eyes focused in on her as it finally grabbed hold its prey.

As she was pulled toward the creature, I shook my head. “No, no,” I muttered as tears made their way down my face. Yulia was a jerk sure, but she didn’t deserve this. She didn’t deserve to be eaten by some creature of the Above. I took a step forward and then back. But what could I do? I was useless. My magic didn’t work, I couldn’t fight the thing. I was a useless succubus that only caused problems for people. My tears stained the ground below me.

Yulia’s arm reached out, clutching the sand uselessly as she was pulled forward, her wand discarded several feet away. She screamed as she was dragged closer, nearly touching the monster, yet having no chance at escape.

I took a step forward and another. As Yulia was slowly pulled into the side of the beast, my feet propelled me into a run toward her. I had no plan, nothing that could solve this. Yet an instinct I didn’t recognize began to kindle inside of me. I gripped my hand into a tight fist and punched forward at the creature. Knuckles met slimy tentacle and slid off uselessly as my other hand punched forth as well. A tentacle circled around my belly as I beat at the thing, yet doing nothing to it.

“No!” I screeched, and the fiery warmth inside me rose up like a torrent. Red flames erupted from my skin. The creature let out a grating hiss as the tentacles around me caught fire and burned. A massive tentacle slammed into my side, tossing me through the air. My back slid through sand, almost burying me and putting out my flames. I stood, and what little was left of my burning dress fell to the ground in flaming scraps.

My eyes tracked over to where Yulia was still caught. Slowly, she was being sucked further into the monster, most of her body already within it. Uncountable tiny tentacles wrapped themselves around her while the larger ones still held her in place. I ran forward again, the flames around me burning anew. I ducked and ran around the many tentacles in my path, burning those which got too close to me. As I made my way to Yulia, she was almost entirely sunken into to beast, but an arm still reached out. Without hesitation, I grabbed her hand and pulled. I panicked at the cold feel of her skin against my own, pulling harder. It did little good. Instead of pulling her out, she was merely sucked in further.

With only a moment’s hesitation, I stuck both of my arms into the monstrosity. Its tentacles pulled away from me as the flames around me burned it. As it sizzled and steam rose off, all I could smell was the stench of burning rotten flesh. The inside of it felt cold and sticky, but I squirmed my arms deeper until I was up to nearly my elbows. As the creature began to try and wrap its tentacles around me once more, I stoked the flames in my heart, and they answered, pouring out of me in continually hotter streams of fire. Unlike before, I could truly feel the heat of it now. My skin felt as though it was about to boil and melt off, yet the creature screeched in pain and began to thrash about, pulling me off my feet with it. I was nearly crushed as I finally circled my arms around Yulia. Whereas before the creature had seemed intent on still devouring me, now its body loosened until it expelled me. With one final thrash to the side, I was flung out, my arms clutched around Yulia.

We hit the ground and separated, my body tumbling through the sand as my flames sizzled out. I took several deep breaths and gripped my pained shoulder. Several feet away, Yulia laid unconscious. I crawled over to her and was relieved to see her chest rising and falling as heavy breaths came out through her mouth. She was alive, but I couldn’t help but be concerned. She’d been inside that monster.

“Yulia.” My hand went to her shoulder and lightly shook it. She didn’t respond, and so I moved it to her cheek instead. Just when I thought she wasn’t going to wake, she jolted into a series of coughs, turning to her side before sitting up.

“Fuck,” she said through several deep breaths.

From the corner of my eye, I saw several tentacles sliding their way along the ground nearby. I stood, my flames once more igniting. The nearest one shied away, yet the others kept coming, as though trying to circle around me.

“We’ve gotta get out of here,” I muttered.

“And how do you expect us to do that?” Yulia retorted, having apparently heard me.

My eyes looked up into the black pool floating in the red sky above, our only possible escape. Guided by instincts I’d never felt before, I grabbed Yulia in my arms and jumped into the air as my flames went out once more. She sucked in a hissed breath as I picked her up. Almost immediately I nearly crashed back to the ground, yet my wings flapped, and somehow we haphazardly flew upward. As I held her in my arms I noticed just how cold her skin was and worried once more for her health. People weren’t supposed to feel that cold.

“You’re freezing,” I said as we continued up, getting close to the portal.

“You’re fucking hot!” she practically screamed into my ear.

Glancing at my skin, I could see the heat rising off it like steam. Oh. I did what I could to cool the flames within me, but it was only a moment later that we shot up into the inky black of the portal once more.

My eyes closed and I held my breath as we entered. For a moment, I worried that we’d be stuck, forever drifting in whatever sludgy in-between existed between realms. Then with one final push of my wings, we fell through the ceiling and back into our room, gravity twisting back around. Yulia fell from my arms and tumbled onto the floor, followed by myself landing partially on top of her, my forehead bumping the floor. Looking over to her, I found Yulia spluttering out several mouth fulls of black slime.

My eyes moved back to the ceiling as I laid out along the floor. The portal was slowly closing, becoming smaller by the second. Had we made it through just in time? I sighed, my hand brushing along the smooth and cool wood below. We did it. We made it out. A smile spread across my lips as my eyes closed.
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Chapter 6.1

The clouded red sky greeted my eyes as they fluttered open. A heavy wind brushed by me, and I sat up. Rough sand clung to my naked body.

Had I not escaped after all, I wondered? Slowly, I got to my feet, the warm wind still blowing past me. My eyes trailed across the endless sea of violet sand, before glancing up once more at the storm above. No portal sat in sight, not this time. Instead, extended a vast sky of dark clouds full of strange eyes. A primal fear gripped my heart. How was I going to get back? My feet began to move forward, shifting through the cool smooth sand below. Nothing greeted my sight in the eternal violet sea, but I knew I would find nothing sitting around in one spot. 

“This is all your fault,” a voice hissed from behind me. 

I turned sharply to find a shadowed figure staring toward the ground. Squinting, I realized it was Yulia, her dark black hair blazing around her in the wind. Her red eyes glowed unnaturally as they looked up to meet my own. 

“You did this,” she said accusingly, taking a step toward me. 

Instinctually, I took a step back? “Wh-what did I do?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she glared, taking another step toward me. I backed up once more as she lifted her arm, as though reaching out to me. I stared, confused for a moment until slowly, her arm began to split apart, forming several inky black tentacles in its place. 

My eyes widened in both astonishment and horror. Was this my fault? Something slick and cool touched my foot. I stumbled away, looking down to find several more tentacles had buried up from the sand below. Before I could escape them, one slid up around my right leg, twisting around it in a surprisingly strong grip. I tried to pull and kick it off, yet couldn’t. More black tentacles came up around me circling their way smoothly up my legs and around my hips. I bit my lip as they slid across my belly and up my back. 

“You’re fault,” she said again, and I glanced over to find that she was only a few feet away. 

“Yulia, what happened to --” I was cut off as a tentacle forced its way into my mouth. I let out a groan of confusion and surprise. 

I stared into her wide glowing eyes. They swirled with chaos like the red sky above. “Shhhh,” she said, a finger over her lips as she leaned over me. “No talking.”

I tried to speak in protest, yet nothing came out of my mouth except for garbled murmurs. Her mouth curled up into an off-kilter smile and she continued to stare. Slowly the tentacles began to pull me upward until my feet fully left the ground below. I squirmed and struggled, for what little good it did me, as more tentacles came to stretch my arms out and above me. 

In a sudden burst of movement, I let out a muffled squeak as my body was flipped fully upside down bringing my bound legs together up in the air as my arms dangled below me. Slowly, I was lowered until my eyes were level once more with Yulia’s. Her hand reached out to cup my cheek affectionately. 

“I’m going to make you mine.” The tentacle slipped from my mouth, allowing her to plant a kiss along my lips. My mouth parted in an attempt to speak as she pulled back, and in an instant, yet another large tentacle took the previous one’s place. 

“To break you,” Yulia continued. Her smile was wide and crazed. She lowered me down, and her fingers grabbed onto my nipple before twisting it painfully. I yelped, followed by a deep moan around the bulbous member filling my mouth. Yulia leaned down, to my ear. “Until there is nothing but lust left in that empty head of yours.”

Using her hand as a guide, Yulia pulled my body down lower, until my cunt was in line with her face. She flicked it with her finger, making me groan once again in pain. Slowly, as though scared to break me, the tentacles spread my legs outward until they were parallel to the ground below. I could feel the breeze blow past my pussy, exposed fully to the open skies. I sucked in several deep breaths through my nose as I waited in anticipation. 

My eyes closed as I felt a finger enter me, pushing its way inside. As it went deeper, it got bigger, and I quickly realized it wasn’t a finger at all. The tentacle pushed forward, wiggling inside of me, continually seeming to grow larger. As it moved, sliding along my depths, my lust grew with it. It writhed and twisted, stretching me until it became larger than a fist. I began to worry that I couldn’t fit anymore as it squeezed into me harder, pushing painfully against my tight vagina. My breath was haggard, and I felt fuller than I’d ever felt before. I moaned in pain and pleasure as it gave several forceful shoves forward, seemingly halted in its progress. I let out a sigh of relief as it finally stopped, reaching a point where I was sure it was near spitting me in half. 

“Mmm, so nice and deep. Who knew that little cunt could fit so much?”

My eyes opened to see Yulia still in front of me, staring at my tentacle-filled pussy. My eyes widened as I saw just how large it had gotten before stopping. My belly had stretched slightly outward. 

“This is what you are made to do. You’re meant to be filled, to be fucked.” A loud moan escaped my mouth, despite being full, as she pulled the tentacle out of me several feet before shoving it firmly back in. “After this, you’ll always want to have something filling you. You’ll feel empty without it.” She smiled down at my face. 

Tentacles circled around my nipples, managing to form a suction along them. They squeezed my breasts, as though trying to empty them of something, and began sucking against my sensitive nipples, sending bolts of pleasure through me. Meanwhile, the tentacle in my cunt began to push in and out of me fiercely, making my body rock back and forth despite the tight hold they had on me. My orgasm quickly built, quicker than I could have anticipated, and only moments later, I was exploding in orgasmic bliss. As though pleased, the strange tentacles squirted sticky cum down my throat and inside me. Several others covered my body in their thick clear cum, and I felt it drip down my breasts and onto my face and hair. I could feel the substance inside of me, swirling throughout my body and making it tingle with delight. Instead of the relief I was expecting, I just wanted more. More cum, more orgasms. I needed more...

“This is it, little Ivy. The beginning of the end for what’s left of your bimbo little mind. I do hope you’re ready.”

I found my head nodding, the tentacle in my mouth slithering out of it. 

“I... want to be your little pet cumslut,” I said with a dopey smile. 

“Good, good girl. You’ve finally realized who you really are.” Her hand stroked my legs affectionately. 

The tentacles began once again, the one in my pussy still slowly forcing itself deeper while others began to penetrate my ass. I allowed them to fuck me with a gleeful smile on my face. My second orgasm came, and my eyes rolled into the back of my head. 

---

I sucked in a deep breath, groaning as I felt an orgasm rush through my body. My eyes opened to find the wooden ceiling of my and Yulia’s room above me. Three fingers were buried into my cunt, slick with cum. 

A dream, it was a dream. Or rather, a nightmare. I shivered and then shifted my head to the right, finding Yulia passed out on the floor a foot away from me. I’d fallen asleep. Seeing the candles and lavender scattered across the floor, I realized it wasn’t all a dream. The trip to the Above and fight with that monster were very real. Slowly I pulled my fingers out of my pussy, a feeling of desperate emptiness left in their wake. Why was I so horny?

Memories of the fight and all the magic I’d managed to somehow draw from within me surfaced in my mind. The magic must have used a considerable amount of energy, which explained my lust as well as the strange nightmare. My eyes glanced over to Yulia once more. I wondered if I could wake her up and…

I shook my head. No, no, that was a terrible idea. I had to get out of here while I could. I peeled my naked body off the floor, finding that I needed to concentrate surprisingly hard not to just lay there, shoving my fingers back in my vagina until I achieved another orgasm. I needed to get some energy from someone, but who? My sleepy mind pondered it for a second before the obvious answer came to me. I just had to find Victoria. With a plan in mind, I made my way to the door, stretching out my limbs and wings. 

A groan came from behind me, and my back straightened in a panic. I didn’t bother looking back, despite the temptation. Instead, my hand reached for the door and jerked it open. As my foot went through the entrance, a stern command echoed through the room. 

“Stop.”

I sighed as my body instinctually halted. 

“Stupid contract,” I muttered. 

“Get your demonic ass back in here.”

I turned around and made my way fully back into the room. Yulia was standing, just as naked as I was. Her hair was as disheveled, and she looked as though she’d slept poorly. It was by far the worst state I’d ever seen the prim and proper girl in. Most of all, however, she looked absolutely livid. Had she been a demon, I was sure that waves of steaming heat would have been pouring off of her body, if not actual flames. 

“H-hi,” I mumbled. 

She marched forward toward me, stopping a few inches from my face. Reaching around my side, she slammed the door closed. As she stared me down, I fiddled with my hands, not meeting her eyes. 

“You have no idea how furious I am with you.” I wanted to protest that I did have an idea but wisely kept my mouth shut. “Why would you even begin to think that opening a door to the Above would be a good idea?”

I looked down at her feet, as I said, “I -- I wanted to change back.”

Her fists balled up tightly, and I worried for a moment that she was going to hit me. I imagined it in my mind, my eyes closing. I could almost feel the cool slap of her hand, and a bolt of pain and pleasure shooting through me. Her lips meeting mine, as a carnal lust took over both of us, and her fingers finding their way within me. 

“I’ve been a fool.” I blinked and looked up to her natural red eyes, removing my fingers once again from my cunt as I realized I’d let a fantasy cloud my head. 

“I thought that because you were previously human that you would be more reasonable, sensible,” she continued. “Now I see that the tales of demons are correct. Your kind can’t help but cause trouble, to sow chaos. Even as weak as you are, you still manage to find a way to be dangerous. It’s in your nature, I suppose.” My eyes trailed off to the side at her words. She didn’t let up. “I should have never let you loose to your own devices. But no matter, we survived, and I won’t make that mistake again.” 

Her hand gripped tightly around my chin, pulling my face up to meet her’s once more. “You will mention what happened last night to no one, understand?” I quickly nodded. “I mean it. We shall amend your contract to include it later. No one can find out about what happened yesterday. No one. Above knows what would happen, but it wouldn’t be good, for either of us, I can assure you.” Her face was hard, and her grip tightened slightly more, in an effort to drive the point home further. I moaned. 

She released me and took a step back. “I suppose I’ll need to find a leash to attach to your collar. How silly I was to think I could let a demon out of my sight.”

My fingers reached up to feel along the collar still somehow around my throat despite all I’d been through yesterday. I’d forgotten about it, as though it weren’t even there. Perhaps there was more magic to it than Yulia had admitted. It had to at least have something to have withstood the heat of the flames that came off my body previously. The rest of my clothes had burned. It likely also had some sort of enchantment to make me forget it was there. The collar felt natural, as though it had always been around my neck. As though it belonged there. I cast the thought aside.
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Chapter 6.2

“First things first. You need to be properly punished,” Yulia said. My mind went once more to the night I’d spent tied to the floor in front of her bed, brought continually over and over again to orgasm. 

I shuttered in anticipation, as the desire for an orgasm rushed through me, and I itched to touch myself there and then. No, no that would be bad, I thought. I needed real relief. I needed energy, not to be deprived of it. “I -- but -- I saved you. We made it out,” I said weakly. 

She sighed and gave a brief but surprisingly kind smile. “I’m not saying that I’m ungrateful for you getting us out of there, Ivy.” I was momentarily surprised she was still using my name. “I’m no fool; I realize you could have left me. But it was you who caused the whole situation to start with. A sensible person would probably send you back to the Under for a stunt like that, at the very least. I’m willing to give you another chance. You’re foolish, not malicious. I’ll make a great little subservient demon out of you with a bit of proper guidance and discipline.” She gave me a long look before turning around. “Stay here while I find some clothes.”

I took a deep breath as she entered her closet. What sort of punishment had she in mind, I pondered fretfully? Would she use the same one as before, or come up with something different? I tried to scramble my mind through the possibilities. It was difficult with how horny I felt. Everything I could imagine just ended up turning lewd. Though with the way Yulia seemed to lean, it was likely to be that sort of punishment. Hopefully, I would survive it without being driven mad. The dream flashed through my mind again before I shook off the thought.

My eyes turned once more to the closet. I wouldn’t say that I hated Yulia, but I didn’t really feel that I particularly liked her. There was certainly some resentment there. Would I be okay with being owned by her from now on? Would I come to resent her? Or was it possible that I would come to just accept the situation, or perhaps to even love her eventually? The future felt so forboding and unknown to me. 

Yulia strolled back out of her closet in a long and noble dark-red dress. A different wand sat in her hand, likely one she’d used years before, as her normal one was lost to the Above. She walked past me toward the door.

“Come, we’re heading to the courtyard.”

Nervously, I followed behind her, still just as naked as I was before. I was tempted to ask for clothes, yet knew that my nudity was intentional. Whatever plan she had, I wouldn’t be needing clothes for it. I bit my lip, holding my breath as I crossed the threshold of the door, exposing my naked body to the hallway. As much as I wanted to stop and turn around to hide within the room, I knew I couldn’t, both because of the magic of the contract and the fact that Yulia wouldn’t allow it. I was getting my punishment, willingly or not. It brought home the fact that she truly did own me. She had ever since she’d obtained the contract, perhaps even before it. If only I’d been able to have a contract with someone like Victoria instead. I imagined that she would have gone about making it with me quite differently than Esme had. Demonic contracts could be powerful. They were more than just a tool for obedience. With time and dedication, they could boost the power of both the summoner and the demon. I could imagine me and her being a powerful duo together. But it wasn’t meant to be, I supposed.

We passed several girls still in the dorm hall. It appeared to still be early morning, and many of them were either making their way to class, chatting with each other, or otherwise preparing for the day. Many of them ignored me or at least gave the appearance that they were. Others blatantly stared. I could feel their eyes rolling up and down my naked body. I tried to cover myself as best as I could, for what little good it did me. With hands and arms covering my privates, I shuffled down the hall on Yulia’s tail, partly wishing she would go faster, partly worried about our destination. Meanwhile, my fingers itched to play. My cunt was wet and waiting. I needed release, or I was going to end up begging for it. And I didn’t want to be brought to that, not in public at least. Hopefully, Yulia would be generous.

The doors outside flung open, as she marched through them. My eyes scanned around the courtyard, looking for who happened to be around. There were a few people lounging, and a couple of others making their way along the winding paths. Several heads turned our way as the doors pounded shut behind us. 

Yulia continued forward, heading toward the courtyard’s center. There were a few things around the central area of the yard. Several large old trees stood tall, casting shadows and rustling in the breeze. An old fountain that no longer worked sat gathering mold. And off to the side stood an old wooden pillory. I paled as Yulia walked directly toward it. I’d completely forgotten this was even here. I squeezed my hands together nervously as I followed, hoping I was mistaken. As she stopped in front of it and turned to me, I knew it wasn’t to be. 

“I don’t believe I need to tell you what to do,” she said. 

My eyes met hers. This was a test, an obvious one. I hesitated for a second and then walked over to the pillory. Slowly, I bent over, first placing my arms into the two holes below me, followed by my head. The wooden board above was pushed down, snapping into place, and locking me into the device. Almost instinctively, I tried to pull my arms out of it, finding that they wouldn’t budge. 

“Good girl.” Yulia walked around in front of me and placed her hand on my head. Between my two horns, she gently petted me. In resignation, I continued looking down at the ground. All I could see of her was her heeled feet and the long red dress fluttering in the breeze. “I’ll be gentle,” she said. 

She whispered a few magical words, and I looked up just as her wand began to transform. Its color darkened, and it stretched outward forming a small rod that split into numerous pieces of thin black rope. As it completed, she whipped it through the air. With a devious smile, she moved back around me. 

“Move your tail,” she said. Her hand reached out to gently caress my ass. Slowly, my tail moved up down my back and curled around my belly. I couldn’t hold it in my hands, unfortunately, and hoped that I wouldn’t accidentally move it in the way. Several seconds went by, and I focused on my breathing. Instead of staring down, I closed my eyes, though I could feel the piercing stares of everyone in the courtyard. I was sure that numerous people had stopped to watch at this point. 

Yulia’s hand left my rear, and I heard her back up a step. I held my breath.

I flinched as the fiery crack of the whip met my skin without warning, a sting of pain following a half-second after. The sound ended up much worse than the pain itself, to my surprise. While it did hurt, it was easily manageable. It didn’t stop my second wince as the flog hit my ass a second time. It wasn’t an unbearable sort of pain, or even really as bad as the pain of a paddle. It was different. I’d expected to scream and shout in agony as the flog tore through my skin. But no skin was broken, and instead of a scream, I moaned in pleasure. It wasn’t like the paddle, it was better, I realized. As the third strike came, I sucked in a breath and arched my back as well as I could in my position. My tail twitched, though I kept it in place. If she hit my sensitive tail, it would truly hurt. My legs trembled as she smacked me once more, slightly harder than the previous times. 

“Are you enjoying this?” she asked after I moaned once more. “I probably shouldn’t be punishing you like this. I suspect it will only encourage you further in the future.” She sighed as the flog stung me once more. “But truthfully, it's so satisfying I couldn’t resist. I’d been hoping for an excuse to put you in the pillory here. Perhaps I’ll think up a real punishment for you later. Can't have you thinking what you did was acceptable.” 

Several more whips and my legs were close to giving out with nothing to support them. They wobbled as I focused on keeping them beneath me. I desperately wanted to touch myself. My cunt was dripping wet, begging to be fondled. Would she make me beg for an orgasm, making me continually hornier until I couldn’t take it anymore? What was her plan, I wondered?

As though she had read my mind, she bent down and whispered to me, “They’re all staring at you, you know. Wondering whether they are going to get a turn with you. There’s about ten of them now, watching and waiting, both guys and girls. And as word gets out, it won’t be long before half the students in the school have crowded the courtyard for a piece of you.” The sting of the whip increased once more with her next hit. “What would you say, I wonder, if I told you I was going to let them? Would you beg me to let you go if I lined them all up behind you? Or would you let them each have their way with you, fucking you one by one in turn as you come over and over again?” I flinched as another sting was particularly painful. “Perhaps we’ll have to find out.” I could hear the grin in her voice as she relished in the control she had over me.

Despite having my eyes closed, I could tell that people had moved closer. I could hear the low whispers of their voices, the rustling of the grass, and their soft chuckles as they laughed at my predicament. Would Yulia truly line them up to whip and fuck me, I wondered? I wasn’t sure. It seemed like the sort of thing she might do. She had a malicious bend to her nature, though it would be the furthest I’d seen her truly take it. I shivered at the idea of it. Partly horrified and partly wishing she would go through with it. 

Her hand gently rubbed my increasingly sore cheeks as she continued, “Of course, the main reason I brought you out here was to let them all watch. I knew you’d love all their lusty stares at your naked quivering body. A little slut like you can’t get enough of it, I’m sure. Perhaps I’ll just keep you without clothes from now on. What’s a horny bimbo succubus like you need them for?”

The crack of the flog stung my ass once more as her hand left it. I sucked in a moaning breath. I felt so close to cumming. Right here in front of all these people. It was mortifying and a huge turn on all in itself. I wanted to run off and hide. But more than that, I wanted to cum and wanted them to see me. The flog snapped again and I moaned out. If only Yulia would stick her fingers in me and bring me to an orgasm. Or at least touch me. Maybe I would cum eventually all by myself, but I worried it would take forever. 

“Yulia!” someone shouted in clear annoyance, a familiar voice. 

My eyes opened and I looked to the side to see a figure move around several people to my left a few meters away. 

My cheeks reddened as Victoria made her way toward us, and my mind stuttered. W-why was she here?




Chapter 7.1

“Yulia, what is this?” Victoria’s eyes briefly met mine, before flicking back to Yulia. 

The girl behind me hummed. “What does it look like, dearest little sister?”

I blinked. Sister? I felt the urge to compare the two but was unfortunately unable to turn to see Yulia's face.

“Did she agree to this?” Victoria’s eyes glanced to mine once more, a clear look of concern on her face. She truly did care, I thought. My heart fluttered.

Yulia scoffed, and I felt the sting of the flog as it hit me once more. “Of course not. She’s being punished. What do you care? She’s my demon, not yours.” Her sister’s eyes narrowed.

“She doesn't belong to you, Yulia. Just because she's a demon doesn't mean you can do as you please with her. She’s still a student.”

“And? I have her contract. She’s magically bound to me and thus I own her. If you don’t like what I’m doing, there’s no reason you have to stay and watch.” I imagined Yulia likely shooing her away from behind me as Victoria's glare became vicious daggers. 

I could tell Victoria wanted to do something, but I knew there was nothing to be done. Yulia was right. She had my contract. The girl I’d only recently begun to grow so attached to stood silent for a long moment. Meanwhile, the whispers around us had increased as more people showed up.

Just as I thought she would give up and walk away, she spoke once more. “I -- I’ll duel you for her.”

Yulia scoffed. “When have you ever been able to beat me in a duel, little sister? And besides which, why should I bother to take you up on it? What would I get out of the deal?”

Victoria bit her lip, her eyes meeting mine once more. This was it. This was the moment where she gave up on me, the moment she realized it wasn’t worth the effort to have me and that I wasn't worth whatever cost Yulia would demand.

“If I lose, I’ll give up my future share of land to you,” came her surprising response. 

Yulia moved around in front of me, a visible smirk plastered on her face. “No, that won’t do.” Victoria blinked in bewilderment at her sister’s words. “Let’s be honest, little sister. We both know most of the titles would be going to me, regardless. Father has always favored me over you, and from there it wouldn’t take me long to obtain whatever measly amount that was left in your possession.”

“What?” she replied, clearly offended. “You really think I’d just give it up to you that easily? That you'd just be able to take it from me?” The brown-haired girl gripped her hands into a tight fist. “You’ve always been so full of yourself Yulia. You’re a fool if you think that’s true.”

My Mistress waved her hand, dismissing the notion. “I care little what you think. Regardless, the succubus is mine, and you have nothing to offer me. So scuttle along so I can continue.”

Victoria’s eyes narrowed. “Fine,” she said, and I slumped in resignation to my fate. For a moment I thought that perhaps she’d be able to free me. Yet it was as I first suspected, there was nothing she could do, nothing anyone could do. “I’ll offer myself.” My eyes widened, and I looked back to stare into her shining green eyes once more, wondering if I'd heard her correctly. She glanced my way before looking back to her sister. “If you win, I’ll serve you, willingly.” She emphasized the last word.

Yulia’s catlike grin sent shivers down my spine. She hummed. “A somewhat more tempting offer.” Silence stretched out for several seconds as she pretended to ponder it. The look on her face made it clear the decision had already been made.

“No, Victoria, don’t!” I shouted out. She didn’t deserve a life bound in Yulia’s clutches, not when she could be free to live out a life of her own will and desire. Not for me. 

Without even looking my way, my Mistress spoke, “Be quiet pet, or I’ll force you to be.” 

My mouth parted again, a strong desire to protest boiling within me. But I said nothing. It would do no good. My few words wouldn’t be able to convince her. 

“I accept,” Yulia said. “If you win, you get the succubus and her contract. If I win, I get you.” The wide smirk spread further across her face. With a flick the flog in her hand became a wand once again. “Let’s duel.”

The students who weren’t already backing up scrambled away as both girls moved further apart into a more open area and held out their wands. With a formal nod, each began to chant. I jolted in concern as a quick bolt of electricity shot out from Yulia’s wand, the searingly bright streak of light crashing directly into her sister. I blinked from the bright flash, relief rushing through me as I realized Victoria was somehow still standing and unharmed.

“This is why you always lose, little Victoria. Always focused too heavily on defense. You need to be more aggressive.” She shot forward like a bolt, moving much faster than what was normally humanly possible. I watched in fear as Victoria’s eyes widened and she took a step back, quickly trying to mutter a spell in response. As Yulia flew forward, her wand extended outward in a flash of radiant light, and the two met. Sparks flew and Yulia shot past her, knocking Victoria hard to the ground. She turned toward her younger sister, and I noticed that magically, her wand had become a long-bladed polearm. 

“Come on, Vicky, you can do better than this. Try to give me a challenge for once.” Yulia smirked.

I sighed in relief as Victoria quickly got back to her feet, appearing unharmed, and began to cast more spells on herself instead of responding to the taunts. Once again Yulia ran forward, and with a few words that I couldn’t hear, accelerated to a ridiculous speed. This was different than the way she had fought the abovespawn. In the Above, she’d held back and stayed out of reach, using only her strongest ranged abilities. Now she was charging forth like a knight. Was this how she normally fought, I wondered? It was no wonder she could so easily physically overwhelm me in the past. Trapped as I was in the pillory, I could only hope Victoria stood a chance against her.

They clashed again, Yulia repeatedly jabbing what looked like a halberd toward her sister, who amazingly blocked it entirely with her arms. Some type of spell flashed every time the weapon made contact, keeping her safe. I watched as Victoria’s lips moved, too far away from me now to hear, and a seemingly wooden armor covered most of her body.

Yulia had been right. Victoria was so focused on defending herself from the vicious onslaught that she couldn’t manage to get an attack out of her own. If she couldn’t attack, she couldn’t win. Yulia would whittle her down until her defense failed her and then she would win, possibly grievously wounding her sister in the process, I fretted. 

I pulled at the thick wooden bars holding me in place. I needed to get out of this. If I could interrupt the duel, it would become invalid, meaning neither side would win. I couldn’t let Victoria lose. The pillory shook as I pulled and twisted, but the bars stayed annoyingly firm. It was old enough that I hoped if I worked at it hard enough I could make something come loose. Meanwhile, I noticed another spell being gradually cast by Yulia as she continued her attack. A familiar smell met my nose, and I realized Yulia was about to cast her lightning once more. With worried eyes, I glanced to Victoria, hoping she would be okay. Yulia jumped backward into the air, and a massive bolt of electricity much larger than the last shot out of her halberd directly at her younger sister. 

I blinked my eyes, as I temporarily lost sight from the bright flash of light. When my vision cleared up, Victoria stood, her arms blocking her face, and seeming to be at least mostly unharmed. Trails of smoke rose up off of her and a darkened area of burnt grass circled her. She took a step forward, and to my surprise, cast her first offensive spell. 

Daggers made of ice formed around her and shot forth as Yulia touched the ground. She danced around them, dodging them almost entirely. With several swings of her halberd, she smacked two away from nearly colliding with her as she shot forth again toward Victoria. One last spike of ice stabbed into her side, but Yulia seemed both unharmed and unphased by it as she crashed forth into Victoria once more. 

“The two of them are quite the beauties, wouldn’t you say little Gordan?” a voice came from behind. I jumped and tried to turn but was blocked by the clamps of the pillory still around my head. From my right side, Hamilt strolled up beside me, one of his fingers grazing up my back and causing me to shiver. I paled as my brain finally caught up to who was there beside me.

“What do you want, Hamilt?” I said, trying to portray a voice of confidence. 

“That’s no way to speak to me, sitting here all bound up in your time of need, now is it?” His fingers found their way to my neck, and I squirmed in annoyance. 

“Just go away,” I demanded.

“Now, now, I believe you still owe us a bit of fun.” Us, I thought? From my left, a smirking Dwaine came into sight. Of course.

“You can’t,” I protested in a panic.

“We can’t? Oh, I believe we most definitely can,” Dwaine said with a malicious grin.

“No! I --" My brain scrambled for something to say. "Yulia will be angry. She’ll punish you, both of you.”

Hamilt looked back to the two girls fighting, Yulia still having the clear upper advantage as she began tossing around bursts of fire in between slashing with her weapon. 

“I believe she’s quite tied up at the moment. Seems to me she left you bent over and naked out here like an offering to the school. She might as well have slapped on a ‘free use’ sign onto your back.” He circled back around me, his fingers trailing down my back and to my butt. As they moved down between my cheeks, I kicked my leg out behind me, managing to knock his hand away.

“Don’t touch me,” I yelled out.

“Now, now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. Though I’ll admit, I do believe I’d much prefer the hard way.” I couldn’t see his face, but I could imagine the cruel smile across it.

I had to do something, to get away. My mind scrambled once more. Magic, I had magic. I just needed to focus, to find that fire within me and bring it out. Perhaps I could just burn away the wood holding me. Dwaine moved in front of my face. I briefly met his eyes before he began to open up his trousers. I pulled hard against my bindings in a panic. No no no, I couldn’t let him do this. I wouldn’t. He grinned at the clearly panicked look on my face and pulled out his hardening cock. Was he really gonna do it here, out here in public with all these people watching?

“I’ll bite it off!” I said. 

“If you do, I’ll make sure you regret it,” Dwaine replied darkly and moved forward.

As he moved just a few inches from my face, I finally felt the fire within me stirring. I grabbed onto it like a lifeline and squeezed tightly. Flames flooded out of me in a bright burst of orange light. 

Dwaine tripped backward away from me, falling down to his ass. “You bitch!” he yelled out. A warning of some kind flashed briefly through my head, but I ignored it. Instead, I focused. With effort, the flames around me began to move, focusing more heavily on wood around my head and hands. It burned hot, and for a moment I nearly faltered, worried that it would burn up my hair. I pressed on, deciding it didn’t matter. Hair would grow back. I needed to escape. I needed to be free. The flaming heat rose until it felt as though it was cooking me. I was sure I would end up with burns around my hands and face and hoped it would be worth it. When I pulled up and the wood splintered apart around me, I nearly sighed in relief. They fell to the side in dark smoldering pieces of charcoal and ash, and I stood. 
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Chapter 7.2

Dwaine and Hamilt were off to the side of me, standing warily. Both had their wands out and seemed prepared to fight. I smiled. That’s right, they should be wary, I thought. I was a demon, and demonic magic was nothing to scoff at. Even if I had no clue what I was doing.

I took a step toward them, hoping it would scare them off. It didn’t. They glanced at each other and together they began casting.

My eyes narrowed. Luckily, I’d been friends with these two for years. I knew exactly how they liked to fight. So I took a page from Yulia and did what I knew they wouldn’t be expecting from me. I ran straight for them. I felt the magical fields around them splutter out as they lost focus on their spells, moving to get out of my way. Much like myself, they weren’t particularly skilled at close combat. They preferred to fight at a distance, and even my small figure could be intimidating when flames were swirling off of me. It was quite fortunate that we were so close together, and I could charge them before they had time to get any spells out. I focused my flames in front of me as well as I could and marched toward Hamilt. It would be better if I could take him out first. He turned to run in a panic, but I was quicker.

As I got close enough to him to start burning his clothing, a painful flash of warning burst in my head, and my feet skid to a halt. I stood, confused for a moment. I’d almost breached my contract, I realized. But, how? Hamilt stood several feet away from me, patting out the scorched spot on the shirt he had on. Blinking, I suddenly realized what had happened. I’d made a deal with Esme not to harm the students. I couldn’t recall all the specifics of what she’d constituted as harm, but setting someone on fire certainly counted.

Something slammed into me from the side, knocking the air out of me. My feet left the ground for several seconds as it pushed me through the air, and I smacked into the grass, rolling across the ground for several meters. I coughed in pain, as my body scraped to a halt. A large rock sat to my side, and I put two and two together as I brushed my hand along my aching side. Dwaine marched toward me, his wand pointing my way.

I felt my body rapidly healing as the fiery energy within me continued to swirl. I got the sense that with the magic flowing as it was, I’d heal a lot faster than otherwise. The pain from the boulder quickly faded, and I felt a small jump in the lust still distractingly within me.

What was I going to do? How could I win this if I couldn’t hurt them? I was utterly fucked. I felt my flames beginning to dampen around me, as my will to fight began to drain into hopelessness. Was this it, the extent of what I could do? Was there no way for me to win?

I watched as the two of them surrounded me, grinning as though they’d already won. The memory of our encounter in the hallway flashed into my mind, the two of them trying to pin me down in the girls’ dorm. I’d been able to fight them then, I realized. The difference was that the pain I had caused them was minimal and wouldn’t permanently harm them.

“Already giving up? I always knew you were a weakling at heart. One spell and you go down like a helpless fawn.” Hamilt smirked down at me.

A plan slowly started forming in my head. I didn’t need to beat them in the traditional sense. I just needed to find a way to make them not want to fight me. My flames flared back to life, and I stood to my feet. Both guys stepped back as the heat flushed over them, and they covered the glaring light from their eyes with their arms.

“Given up?" I scoffed. "I was simply surprised you managed to hit me at all. No, I’m not giving up. In fact, I’m just getting started.” I smirked at Hamilt, who scowled back.

Dwaine’s wand hand twitched, and I shot toward him. My flames went out quickly as my fist punched into his stomach. He folded over in pain as I casually walked past him. No warning flashed within my mind, and my grin came back.

“In fact, the two of you are so weak, I doubt I even need magic to defeat you.”

“You bitch,” Hamilt spat. “We’ll see how long that bravado of yours lasts.” He sprinted several steps away from me as the words to another spell were murmured under his breath.

They were scared to get near to me, scared that I would set them on fire. So long as I could keep that fear kindled, I could perhaps scare them enough to make them run off. It was my best chance at winning, assuming I didn’t use up all my energy beforehand, turning myself into a useless horny mess. The question was what sort of spell he was casting, and whether I could counter it.

Quicker than I anticipated, spikes of rock shot up from the ground in front of me. I backed up, only to feel one smash into my back, lifting me painfully up into the air for a brief second. I stumbled away from it and slid my hand behind me along my back and wings. It would potentially leave a bruise but hadn’t pierced my skin from what little I could feel. Earthen magic was both Hamilt and Dwaine’s specialty, but that didn’t mean they were necessarily all that good at it. A real mage could have pierced me in half.

Another pillar of ground surfaced through the grass toward me, and I folded my arms together in front of my chest. It crashed against my upper arms, crumbling against me, and pushing me backward. I stumbled but stayed on my feet, doing my best to breathe through the pain of being smacked by a spike of dirt. I had to do something. I had to keep control of the situation and make them think I was more powerful and fearsome than I actually was.

With a panicked sense of urgency, I heightened the flames within me once more, focusing them on my arms as best as I could. My skin felt as though it was close to melting off. As the next pillar of earth shot up from the side, I swung my arm against it, hoping for the best. It slunk through it like a hot knife in butter, or perhaps an arm through mud. The dirt split into a steaming melting pile, disrupting Hamilt’s control as it became immobile. I took a step toward him, noticing that Dwaine had moved to his right. Together they cast again, one sending two small spikes of dirt toward me as the other magically tossed another large rock bigger than my head. I shot to the side, dodging the rock and smashing through the pillars of dirt. The moisture in it steamed as it met my skin, causing smoke to rise up from around me.

I could feel my energy steadily draining. Hot fingers rubbed against my thighs and trailed up. I let out a lusty moan as I had to force myself from stopping and playing with myself. What I wouldn’t give to just start masturbating here and now. But I had to concentrate; I had to win this.

“This is the best you’ve got?” I taunted and burst into a run toward them, gripping my hands into fists to keep them from touching myself. I could feel my magic running lower, and with it, my lust was ever-increasing. I’d need to end this soon, somehow.

More rock formations were tossed in my path. Spikes, walls, and boulders flew up from the ground around me. I crashed through them all one by one. Getting numerous bruises and a few cuts, but coming out mostly unharmed. Most importantly, they didn’t stop my rush forward. I approached them once more, a confident grin intentionally across my face.

“Dwaine, now!” Hamilt yelled out.

A moment later a massive but brittle rock smashed into me from behind. It broke apart, doing little to actually harm me, but sent me stumbling forward to the ground. As I hit my knees against the dirt below, Hamilt chanted a spell in front of me. I looked up in time to see a torrent of water flooding toward me. The wave splashed against me, dampening my flames and nearly pushing me completely to the ground. The water steamed and sizzled against my skin, slowly managing to cool me off and put out my flames. As it ended, I noticed Hamilt already chanting another spell. Sweat was dripping from his brow, and his face gave away his tiredness. I stood quickly intending to tackle and stop him before he could finish. A leg stuck out in front of me, and I was shoved forward. I tripped, falling to my face, and barely managing to put up my arms to not get a mouthful of dirt. A moment later I felt a bolt of pain run through me, and my arms slipped. I heard the light crack of electricity as it shot through me and into the ground below.

“Ha! That should show you your place, you stupid demon,” Dwaine shouted from behind me.

The lightning was shocking but mediocre, something that wasn’t a surprise since it wasn’t Hamilt’s specialty and he was already tiring. A hand gripped my hair and pulled my head up to look into Hamilt’s face. A cruel smile stared down at me. “You should have just given up from the start, Gordon. You were going to be ours either way.”

I snarled and smacked his hand away. Quicker than expected, I darted upward to my feet and shoved Hamilt with all the strength I had. He fell backward, having no chance of regaining his balance after the hard push, and landed on his ass a few feet away from me.

“You dare to lay your disgusting hands on me?” I said.

I didn’t need to light the flames within me, they roared out chaotically bathing my body in a bath of heat. As they rose higher, they formed a cone around me, like a swirling tornado of heat and death. I took a step forward, and Hamilt shuffled backward. Glancing over my shoulder, I saw Dwaine take a hesitant step back as well.

“I’ll kill the both of you,” I continued. “Set you both aflame and watch you burn until you’re nothing but a couple of charred corpses.”

“Y-you,” Hamilt spluttered out.

I took a step forward, letting out a chuckle that quickly turned into a dark maniacal laugh. He scrambled to his feet as quickly as he could, running away from me. Dwaine quickly followed behind him, making a wide circle around me as he ran to catch up.

I sighed as they left the courtyard. Somehow, that had actually worked. It was a good thing I could still pull off the evil laugh despite how different my voice was now. I smiled, then removed my hand from my vagina, where I’d begun to finger myself without even realizing it. Had… I started masturbating before or after they’d run off, I wondered? Nothing I could do about it now, I supposed with a shrug.

An explosion sounded from behind me, and I remembered that the fight wasn’t over quite yet. Looking back, I found Victoria standing up on shaking legs within a small crater of dirt. Yulia walked casually toward her, a spear in hand. It was clear I had to do something. Victoria couldn’t win, and at this point Yulia seemed to be toying with her, dragging out the fight longer than necessary. Yet what could I even do?

I forced my feet forward, hoping I could come up with a plan by the time I reached them. Meanwhile, Victoria ran forward as a spell of hers completed. A smokey darkness flooded off of her, concentrated primarily on her right arm. With a punching gesture, it blasted forward in a ball of darkness. Yulia smirked as she managed to barely sidestep it, and charged toward Victoria once more.

“You’ve never known when to give up,” Yulia snarked.

Her sister ignored her, shooting out yet another large orb of darkness. Yulia split it in half with her spear and charged through it. Pieces of it clung to her, slowing her down slightly but not stopping her. It was enough that Victoria managed to block most of her flurry of attacks. Yet I cringed as one strike pierced through her magical barrier and into her forearm. Yulia smacked her back to the ground with the butt of her weapon.

“Victoria!” I shouted with worry and ran forward.

“Stay.” The command had my feet stopping so suddenly that I fell forward into the grass. Yulia turned to me with a devilish smile. “Little Ivy, surely you aren’t thinking of interrupting our duel?”

My flames erupted around me as I glared up at her in anger. “Call it off. Don’t do this, Yulia.”

She walked over to me with a casual sway. “Is there something between you two perhaps? I thought it strange that she would go so far out of her way to defend you. My sister’s always had a soft spot, but I knew it couldn’t be just that.”

I growled as she bent down in front of me. “That’s none of your business.”

Her empty hand grabbed my cheek, the flames around me parting from whatever magical barrier she had protecting her. “My little pet. Don’t tell me you’ve fallen for her?” A small chuckle left her mouth. “You should be cheering me on then. After all, when she begins serving me, the two of you will have all the more time to spend together.”

I pulled myself out of her grasp and stood back to my feet. “Call off this duel Yulia. Do it or I’ll make you regret it.” My voice was hard. I wouldn’t let her do this to Victoria, not for me. She didn’t deserve it.

“And what do you think you can do to me?” Yulia stood and asked, her finger poking into my naked breast. “I own you. You can’t do anything without my say so, especially so after we adjust your contract later. I’ve got quite a few additions I believe I’ll add and make you a properly obedient little demon.”

“I’ll find a way.”

Her eyes stared into mine. I could tell she didn’t believe me. I smiled back.

Earth swirled up around Yulia’s body, devouring her up to her neck, as Victoria finished the spell she’d been casting in the background. A snarl came out of Yulia’s mouth, and she smashed through half of the rock surrounding her. As she took a step out of the trap, several lightning strikes surged down around her.

“You’re not the only one who knows a bit of lighting magic,” Victoria muttered.

For a brief moment, Yulia fell to her knees as the magical barrier around her visibly fell apart in a bright flash. It was clear her protective spells weren't nearly as good as her sister's. She stood with a snarl. “When I’m done with you, you’ll learn when to stay down.” The grip around her spear tightened, and she shot forward in a piercing attack. Her feet stumbled as she tripped over a carefully placed stone that had risen up from the dirt. As she skidded across the ground, the earth swallowed up around her. I winced as the rocks squeezed and Yulia screamed out in pain.

“You were always too overconfident, Yulia. It’s no surprise that it would be your eventual downfall. To think that you’d seriously turn your back to me in a duel, though.” Victoria shook her head. “Concede,” she demanded as Yulia screamed out in pain once more.

“No,” Yulia spat. She mumbled a quick spell, and the rocks around her exploded outward. I yelped out as one smacked hard into my leg.

Carefully, she stood back to her feet. Her eyes glared with hatred toward her sister. I could tell through her dress that she was bleeding, from the crushing rocks or the explosion, I wasn’t sure. As she tried to step forward, she nearly stumbled, making it obvious just how hurt one of her legs was. Another bolt of lightning shot down toward her, and this time she managed to use a spell to redirect it away from her.

“You’re going to regret this after I win,” Yulia asserted. With a flash, her spear became a wand once more, and she began to weave another spell.

Victoria ignored the comment, too focused on her own magic. As the words of the spell continued on and on, I both wondered what she was trying to cast and worried it would take too long and that her sister would beat her to it. A torrent of blue flames emerged from Yulia’s wand toward her sister, evaporating the grass as it moved past it. My eyes widened as Victoria didn’t attempt to dodge, but instead took the flames head-on. They circled around her, quickly eating away at her magical protections. Then she cast. A magical darkness exploded out from her body, expanding quickly outward until it covered my vision. The world around when silent.

For a long moment, I stood still, unable to see or hear anything. My hope rose and flickered with fear. Could Victoria win? Even with Yulia now injured, I still worried it might be impossible. Yet as the darkness continued, my hope continued to rise.

Light from the shining sun above began to slowly pierce through the strange darkness. At first, it was only my body that I could see, and then the grass around me. Finally, I saw a figure in front of me fall forward to the ground. As the darkness cleared, I realized it was Victoria. My feet ran forward without thinking, without realizing what it meant.

“Victoria!” I fell beside her and watched in relief as her eyes opened to meet mine. My hands gripped tightly around hers’.

“I’m fine, just a bit out of mana.” She gave me a grinning smile, and I frowned down at her. Quickly, my eyes scanned around me until I found Yulia several feet away. Her eyes were closed, her breath heavy.

“Is she…”

“Unconscious,” Victoria finished with another smile. I looked back to her. “I won.” This time I smiled back.
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Chapter 8.1

For several long minutes, I’d been fidgeting, standing silently by as Victoria gave a small testimony of her duel with her sister Yulia to several teachers. Duels were common, though didn't often take place in the courtyard. Most people went to the proper dueling grounds for it. Still, the faculty liked to make sure no foul play had occurred, such as curses, serious injuries, and the like. Yulia stood several meters away giving her own short version of events, while occasionally shooting a glare toward her sister. 

The teachers left after just a few minutes, satisfied at having seemingly done their job. As most of the students, Yulia included, left, I became increasingly agitated and slightly twitchy. Victoria and I began our very slow walk through the courtyard back toward the girls’ dorm, when I stopped. My hands gripped the bottom of the small shirt someone had found, at Victoria’s request, for me to wear.

“I can’t -- I can’t hold myself back anymore.” I let out a deep breath.

Victoria turned to me with an evident look of confusion.

I fell towards her, and she caught me in her arms. Looking up into her eyes longingly, I leaned up onto my toes and kissed her. My mouth opened, and my tongue went straight for hers. This wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a long ravenous one full of hunger and desire. Several long minutes went by before I allowed Victoria to pull back away from me and suck in several deep breaths of air.

“Victoria. Oh, fuck me.” I half moaned out as I took a breath of my own. She gave me a questioning look as though to confirm I didn’t mean it rhetorically. 

“Umm, of course. I was gonna go straight to my room…” I looked up into her eyes, and she trailed off. Her beautiful bright green eyes widened, having apparently seen something in my expression. “Here?” she whispered. 

“Oh, gods yes.” 

Unable to help myself, I kissed her again, tangling my tongue with her own, before, without much thought, biting her lip.

“Ow, ow, ow.” She pulled back away from me once more, and I licked my lips tasting the sweet copper taste of blood. 

“Oops,” I said, not sounding genuine at all. 

Victoria shot me a glare as she wiped the blood from her mouth, though her eyes told me she didn’t truly mean it. “Still a naughty demon, I see,” she teased. “Which reminds me.” Her hand grabbed my chin and aggressively kissed me for an intense yet brief moment. She pulled back and said, “Someone is still due for a punishment.”

“But I’ve been so good!” I defended myself, fluttering my lashes and giving her my best look of innocence. That was a new face that I knew I’d be practicing in the near future. 

Victoria’s eyebrow rose, and I knew she wasn’t buying it. The ruse slipped, and the demonic grin that spread across my face came quite naturally. “Give me your worst,” I dared her. 

She smirked back. “You’re gonna regret saying that.” 

Her fingers pinched tightly around one of my nipples, twisting it as she turned and began to walk back toward the center of the courtyard. I was forced to follow, wincing as I struggled to keep pace with her. We approached the fountain, and her fingers left my nipple. I rubbed it, hoping to make it stop stinging. Victoria ripped the large shirt off of me and strolled around me, eyeing my body up and down like a lion casually circling their trapped prey. 

“Let’s start with this,” she said. With a burst of light, my contract appeared in her hand. Our contract, now, I realized. She glanced it over briefly before in one bold motion, ripping the entire thing down its center. I felt the magic of it fizzle out around me, a strange sense of freedom overcoming me. It was almost as though I’d forgotten what it felt like to not be contractually bound to someone, even in the short amount of time I’d been a succubus. Like I could do anything now, with no one to stop me. 

I stared at Victoria in wide-eyed wonder. Despite everything, despite how I felt for her and how kind she’d been, part of me had never really expected that she’d simply free me like this. “You…”

“What? You didn’t really think I was going to keep that thing, did you?” Her face became gentle, and she took my hands into her own. “I don’t have to read that contract to know that whatever was in it couldn’t be good for you. Not if my ass of a sister owned it. If we decide to make a contract of our own, we’ll do it together, and make sure it’s something fair and beneficial for both of us, okay? I won't treat you like my sister did.”

I quickly nodded, a tear rolling down my cheek. Victoria pulled me into a hug. I pulled away from her just enough to meet her lips in a delicate kiss. Her fingers went to the back of my neck, and I heard a small click. The collar around my neck disappeared, and my hand reached up to feel its absence. 

Staring up into her eyes, I said. “Thank you.” I didn't truly have the words to express the gratitude and affection I felt for her. 

“Of course,” she responded with a gentle smile. “Now, let’s get back to that punishment, shall we?” She looked down on me with a devious smile, before turning me around to face the courtyard. My eyes scanned the now mostly empty yard, only a few students discreetly remaining. My nudity once more came to the forefront of my mind. It hadn’t bothered me before, yet now with Victoria here at my back, I felt my cheeks redden, or whatever color a succubi’s face turned when they were embarrassed. My embarrassment didn’t discourage my lust, however. In fact, it only heightened it once more. My legs twitched, and my tail flicked against Victoria’s body in both humiliation and arousal. 

She leaned down against my shoulder, hovering just by my ear. “If at any point you want to stop, let me know. We can always continue this elsewhere or just stop completely. Just say ‘stop,’ and we’ll end it, okay?” I nodded as she ran her fingers through my hair and along my scalp. “Now, as punishment for being such a bad girl, you’re going to stand here naked in front of everyone and think about what you’ve done.” 

I glanced over to her, surprised at how simple her punishment was. “That’s it?” I asked with some amount of incredulity. It wasn’t really much different from what I’d already been doing. This only made the act deliberate. 

She grinned and ran a casual finger up my spine. “While masturbating.”

I blinked. Slowly, my cheeks burned once more. It was one thing to be overcome by lust, or to be bound and dominated by another. Somehow Victoria’s request felt so much more humiliating. She wanted me to deliberately, of my own will, masturbate out here in public. To put on a show in front of others. My eyes scanned the courtyard once more, a hint of worry reaching my face. 

“Don’t worry, I won’t let anything happen to you. I’ll be here the whole time, watching.” 

I shivered at the last word. She wasn’t going to be the only one watching, I knew. 

With how horny I felt, it didn’t take any more prompting from her for my hand to slip down between my legs and begin to touch myself. It was at this moment that I realized I hadn’t actually spent much time feeling myself up. Usually, it was someone else touching or fucking me. Delicately, I began to explore, feeling along the outer folds of my cunt. 

Apparently satisfied, Victoria moved away from me, and I felt her absence from behind. I was all the more naked and vulnerable. “Good. Make sure to spread those legs.” she said. “We wouldn’t want anyone to potentially miss out on the view.”

I did as I was told, parting my legs, as my fingers trailed up the center of my pussy. It parted further open, and I shivered. Gradually, my slow exploration became a firmer rub. Even had I truly wanted to take things slowly, I was far too horny to do so. Instead, my fingers began to move up and down my center, a desperate desire to cum beginning to overcome me. My chest expanded in and out with deeper breaths, and my other hand trailed up my skin to my left breast to massage my aching nipples. 

It didn’t take long for people to notice me. At first, I simply watched as a glance or two was cast my way as people made their way through the outer edges of the courtyard. Glances quickly evolved into stares as people began to outright stop and watch me. Several began to whisper and giggled between each other. One boy brazenly pointed a thumb toward me as he chatted with two other guys.

My fingers glanced upon my clit, causing me to give a sudden moan. I didn’t need to be an expert on female anatomy to know I’d rubbed something sensitive. Part of me wanted to explore, to find the best ways to bring myself to orgasm. Instead, I just roughly rubbed around my clit, bringing me steadily closer.

Somehow it was only then that I realized what was going to ultimately happen. I wasn’t going to just masturbate in front of all these people. I was about to publicly cum in front of them. A shiver ran down my back, and my cheeks warmed even further, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to cum, and I -- I wanted them to see me. 

My fingers became more frantic as I edged closer and closer. My eyes continued to track the people around me, wondering if another crowd was going to build. As two girls came out into the courtyard, only to stop and stare, I came. A deep needy moan left my mouth as I orgasmed around my hand. It slowed and I lifted it up to lick my fingers. If I hadn’t had everyone’s attention before, I knew I did now. My eyes glanced over to Victoria, wondering what she might have me do next.

Her eyebrow raised. “I didn’t say you could stop. Keep going. I’ll tell you when you’re finished,” she scolded.

My eyes widened. She wanted me to keep going? For how long, I wondered? 

“Well?” she asked.

Blushing, I looked away from her. My hand hovered between my leg once more. Did she realize what this would do to me, pushing me further and further into a lust-filled nymphomaniac wanting nothing but sex? Did she realize it would take away and chances of me wanting to stop halfway, as my mind couldn’t consider anything but sex? Or that it would mean her assurance that I could say to stop at any point would be useless? 

I doubted it, otherwise, she wouldn’t have given me the option for an out in the first place. It was clear she cared for me, that she wanted me to enjoy myself and not feel violated. She wanted me to have a choice. I could tell her what this would do to me. In fact, now would be the best time to stop all this, I realized, before my mind was too clouded to really object. 

My finger flicked along my clit, shooting a bolt of pleasure through me. Or, I could ride this out to wherever it may lead, I thought with a smile. I shot a brief glance her way. I trusted her. We could talk about the peculiarities of being a succubus later, I decided. The lust within me flared back to life in force, as it always did after the brief respite of an orgasm. The slow rub of my clit quickly became a wild desirous frenzy. My second orgasm came in a sudden burst as my eyes closed and I rocked to the side, almost losing my footing. I didn’t stop there, of course. I continued through the pleasure, inserting a finger within me as I came. With force, I began to rub my inner depths. Gentleness had been already thrown out the window. One finger became two, and my second orgasm ended only to start building directly into a third. 

An eye peeked open to look around me once more, but I didn’t stop. Two groups had gathered around, to my embarrassment. They stood around a group of small trees and benches as though trying to be somewhat discreet. Yet their gazes easily gave them away. Most of them were boys, yet two girls stood several meters away watching as well, the same two who had come out just as I came. Another group of two boys whom I wasn’t really familiar with was making their way over as well. Unlike the other previous groups, they didn’t stop at a distance to watch. They moved closer, chuckling to each other and grinning. I paused briefly in slight fear, before glancing over to Victoria. 

She shot them a death glare and moved to stand in front of me as it became obvious they weren’t planning to just stand by and watch. Luckily they got the message and turned to stand with the others. Perhaps they realized this wasn't an invitation or that a fight wasn't worth it. With a relieved sigh, I continued masturbating as Victoria moved back to the side, leaving the view of me clear to most of the courtyard. She shot me a concerned glance as though to confirm that I was alright and wanted to continue. I gave a nervous but consenting nod. 

I came once more, and again not long after. After four orgasms I was starting to feel jittery. My body knew that I needed something else, I needed something more. I licked my lips, staring at the small crowd that gleefully watched me. Then my eyes flicked over to Victoria. How long would she keep this going, I wondered? I was already feeling as though I couldn’t take much more. 

Despite that, my fingers didn’t slow. At this point, I wasn’t sure they could slow down. Relief washed over me as my fifth orgasm ran through me, a temporary reprieve from the unending lust. My hand moved up to my mouth, and I licked the cum off my fingers. As I felt my lust rocket through me, I bit down into them, preventing myself from continuing and balled my other hand into a hard fist that I couldn’t help but rub against my thigh. I couldn’t keep going. I would end up like a squirming worm along the ground at Victoria’s feet, begging her to fuck me, wanting everyone to watch. Perhaps even asking everyone to take turns. I shivered. 

“I don’t remember saying you could stop.” 

My eyes blinked open to find Victoria staring me down. Her eyebrow raised as she waited for me to answer. 

“I -- I um…” I grabbed hold of my hand as it moved down to continue of its own accord, trying to prevent myself from masturbating subconsciously. 

Victoria smirked, and I grew slightly worried. “So disobedient. I suppose I’ll have to dispense out your punishment myself.”

She slid up behind me, her chest pressing against my wings and naked back. One of her hands grazed down my side to my thighs, while the other traced down past my belly. Her hand slid back up, cupping my aching wet cunt. I sucked in a breath, and my back arched, leaning further into her. As my breath released she swirled her fingers around my clit, and I moaned. 

When my eyes opened, my voyeurs were no longer pretending to be doing other things. Instead of chatting with each other and looking away, they stared directly, all pretenses forgotten. My breaths became squeaks as Victoria’s fingers continued to gently swirl.

“We can stop at any time, you know? Just tell me to stop, and I will,” she purred into my ear. 

It felt almost like a challenge, a test of how far I was willing to go. I suspected she underestimated me. When her fingers wiggled inside me, I wondered if I’d underestimated her instead. Another moan escaped me and I pressed myself more firmly against her, both in desire for her touch and in a continuing effort to keep my legs under me. As her fingers began to move achingly slowly in and out of my horny cunt, I groaned. I could feel that my orgasm was close once again, but wondered how long she might drag it out before I reached it. 

I knew that if at any moment I told her to stop, she would. In some ways, it was part of the appeal of it all. Both that she cared so much for me and autonomy, as well as that I couldn’t help but admit that I did want to be here with my body spread out for all these people to see. I couldn’t deny it, not when I could have easily just requested we take this somewhere private. This wasn’t like sex with Yulia, who didn’t care nearly as much for how I felt. This was so much better, so much sweeter. 
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Chapter 8.2

I knew that if at any moment I told her to stop, she would. In some ways, it was part of the appeal of it all. Both that she cared so much for me and autonomy, as well as that I couldn’t help but admit that I did want to be here with my body spread out for all these people to see. I couldn’t deny it, not when I could have easily just requested we take this somewhere private. This wasn’t like sex with Yulia, who didn’t care nearly as much for how I felt. This was so much better, so much sweeter. 

My orgasm came, and a lusty moan swirled out into the breeze. An arm wrapped around under my breasts as my legs gave out, and my head leaned back against Victoria’s shoulder. Still, she didn’t stop. Instead, she picked up pace. 

“Please,” I groaned. 

“You want me to stop?” she asked quietly.

I shook my head. “Nn, I -- Just fuck me.” 

She hummed, as though in thought, taking her time all the while I grew closer to yet another orgasm. The fingers that weren’t buried deep inside me casually slid up to my breast and twisted my nipple. I moaned and orgasmed once again around her unceasing fingering. 

“You think you’ve earned that yet?” she asked teasingly. 

With a loud groan, I begged, “Please. Oh fuck, I need you. Mistress, need your cum. I’ll do anything.”

“Oh, ‘Mistress.’ I quite like that.” She gave a small chuckle. “Yes, I like that quite a lot.”

Her fingers left from inside of me, leaving my vagina empty and aching to be filled once more. Despite having begged her, I couldn’t help but bring my own fingers back down to fill the void she’d left. I watched somewhat anxiously as she pulled out a potion and chugged it down. 

At my curious look, she said “It should be enough to let me manage a couple of spells for a bit.”

Her hand grabbed my arm, pulling it out of my cunt, to my frustration. She pulled me closer to the fountain and proceeded to bend me over until my arms pressed down against the smooth stone siding that people often used to sit on. My butt still faced back toward the watching crowd, and I felt continual shivers running up and down my body from both the anticipation and the overwhelming flood of lust clouding my mind. It took only a few seconds before I found myself unable to wait, and my hand found its way into my cunt once again. Ragged breaths left me as I masturbated to yet another orgasm in front of the watching crowd behind me. 

Victoria chanted two separate spells, and a moment later an orb circled up around us. We could see through it, though the view was distorted. I was glad to actually recognize this spell as one I’d learned previously myself. It allows the caster to see out of the sphere but not let anyone see within. 

When I glanced back to Victoria, she sighed. “Just cause you want to fuck out here in public, doesn’t mean I want them to see me naked.” She gave a shrug as though it didn’t particularly matter and smiled. “Maybe I’ll be a bit more comfortable with it the next time.” She circled behind me and slapped my ass. “For now, we’ll do things the way I prefer.”

Her hand clutched around my arm pulling it back in front of me, while her other slid along my tail, my sensitive red skin feeling like a sizzling fire. She stroked it up and down, teasing me as I waited impatiently for her to fuck me. As her fingers made me twitch and squirm beneath her, I began to worry that she was going to bring me to yet another orgasm without giving any of the sexual energy from her that I so desperately needed. My fears were put aside after several long moments of torturous pleasure. Something pressed against my pussy, and it felt too big to be mere fingers. I sighed with immense satisfaction as she slowly but easily slid into me. Not wanting to take things nearly as slowly as she was, I began thrusting myself back and forth along her surprisingly warm cock. Normally her toys began a bit cooler to the touch, and I wondered if she’d given it a new enchantment. 

A slap met my ass once more, and the cock was removed from inside me. 

“Now now, I didn’t say you could start doing whatever you wanted. I’m the one in charge here, and we’re gonna go at my pace.”

I sighed. “Yes, Mistress.”

“That’s a good girl.” She gently rubbed the cheek of my ass. “Now, no moving unless I say you can.”

The thrust into me came quickly, and I could tell that she was getting somewhat impatient with the pace of things herself, despite clearly wanting to stretch it out. Relief washed through me once again as she easily slid her cock in and out of my vagina. I tried my best to not meet her thrusts with my own, but it was admittedly difficult. My body knew what it wanted, and I was incredibly horny. Pushing back against her cock felt like the most natural thing in the world to me. 

Her pace picked up, becoming more and more frantic. 

“Oh, fuck yes,” she groaned. “Fuck, your cunt feels so good.”

I was meeting her thrusts fully with my own at this point, but she seemed beyond caring, too concerned with reaching her own orgasm to stop and complain. 

“You’re such a naughty little slut, aren’t you? Can’t --” she gasped, “control yourself.” Her fingers gripped tightly around my hips as she slammed into me harder. 

“Yes,” I hissed out between two moans. “I’m -- I'm a naughty slut. My Mistress’s cumslut.”

“Well, let's give you what we both know you want.”

With gasping breaths, she pushed fully into me. I felt the warm cock inside me twitch and warmth begin to fill me. Its continued twitching reminded me surprisingly of a real cock. I groaned again as I imagined Victoria with a real dick, shooting her load inside of me. 

Energy began to flood through me, stemming the tide of lust I’d built up. My cunt milked her cock for all it would give until finally, it stopped. Still, we stayed there connected, both taking well-needed breaths. 

Several blissful moments later and she pulled out of me, leaving me feeling empty once more. Still somewhat dissatisfied, I turned toward her, sitting up but staying down on my knees. To my surprise, what greeted me wasn’t a dildo or strapon of some kind, but instead a very real-looking cock. 

Noting my shocked look, Victoria grinned down at me. “Quite the shocking development, hmm? Hopefully, I haven’t cocked things up between us.”

My eyes squinted as my face stared up at her in an unimpressed scowl. “Those are terrible jokes.”

“Really? Perhaps I’ll need to work on raising the bar a bit. I’m sure you’ll be able to help.”

I groaned as I realized it was just another pun. 

“Well? Why don’t you put that little mouth of yours to use?” She raised an expectant eyebrow and took a step forward, bringing her cock closer to my face. 

I rolled my eyes but decided to give her what she wanted. I was still quite horny, after all. Leaning forward, my lips met the tip of her cock. It twitched in response, surprisingly me slightly and smearing cum across my lips and up to my nose. I licked it off, tasting the sweet flavor of our mixed cum, before breathing in the arousing aroma. 

Slowly, I reached out my tongue, brushing it against the tip of her cock and cleaning more of the cum off of it. A small amount of precum began to form, which I quickly licked up as well.

She groaned in frustration as I continued my slow but enjoyable pace. “Such a little tease.”

I grinned back, happy to be the one to have a little bit of control for once, and met her eyes with a smirk of my own.

“Not so nice when the tables are turned, hmm?” I snarked back. 

She huffed. “I’ll show you some turned tables.” Her hands gripped around each of my horns, and my eyes widened. “Open wide,” she said with a devilish grin.  

Using my horns as handles, she lined up my face and pushed forward. Her cock met my lips, only to slide past them as the cum-covered rod lubricated my mouth and easily slipped in. In half a second, she’d pushed fully into my mouth toward the back of my throat until the entirety of her dick was within me. I groaned, rumbling around the sweet-tasting member. My eyes looked up to meet hers once more. 

“Quite the familiar position,” she said, as her fingers ran through the hair along the top of my head. She moved back, pulling the cock almost fully from my mouth, before plunging back in with a contented sigh. “The toy we used before was actually a lot more sensitive. Though I must say, there’s a certain satisfaction to having my own cock sucked. We’re definitely going to be doing this again.” 

She moved in and out once more, as my eyes continued to stare into her own. 

“That reminds me. If you want me to stop, just tap my leg okay?”

I gave the best nod I could as she began to slowly fuck my face. She gave a kind smile, and we continued to peer into each other’s eyes as though we could see into the other’s soul. Together, we shared the joys of being dominant and dominated, of being in each other’s care, of feeling each other’s love and pleasure. As she pushed forward one final time, a wonderous spark of connection passed through us, as though we were one entity, experiencing the delights of the universe and soaring through the stars together. 

Together we came, pure bliss filling my mind and her’s alike. Internally, I giggled at the idea of bonding with someone like this as their cock pulsed cum down my throat. When her moan reached my ears, I wondered if I’d giggled around her dick as well. What a strange life I lived now, I thought. 

An eternity passed in the mere blink of an eye, and she pulled out of my mouth. With a dopey smile, I fell back into the grass, staring up past the obscuring spell that curved around us and into the sky. Victoria moved beside me, cuddling up together in our post-orgasmic glow. 

“That was great,” I muttered as I laid there in a hopeless daze. 

She nodded into my neck, her long hair tickling my shoulder. “Yeah.”

As I glanced over into her radiant green eyes, my happy smile slowly receded. I couldn’t keep pretending that there wasn’t something I’d been hiding from her. After everything she’d done for me, she needed to know; I wanted her to know. It was time for a confession, I decided. 

“There’s something I should tell you.” A chord of fear struck into my heart. Would she still like me afterward? Was this the last moment we would have together? Would she be repulsed by me? With a gulp, I continued, a slightly nervous stutter in my voice. “I -- I used to be a boy.” My eyes left hers as shame welled within me. This was wrong, my mind suddenly demanded. It was not how boys were supposed to behave, not how I was supposed to behave. It was perverse. “Before I became a succubus, I was a boy named Gordon.”

Her fingers met my chin, and she graced my lips with a gentle kiss. 

“It’s alright,” she replied. My eyes met hers once again, as a smile spread across her face. “There’s nothing wrong with who you were before, or with who you are now. Don’t be ashamed. Gordon or Ivy, no matter who you decide you are, I will be here for you.” She brushed the hair from my eyes. “Besides, I already knew who you were before.”

I blinked. “Huh?”

She gave a small somewhat sad sigh. “Ivy, you’ve been the talk of the school, it’d have been difficult for me not to find out.”

“Oh.”

“From here on, I’ve got your back okay? No matter what, I’ll be here for you.”

A small smile spread across my face, and I leaned toward her to kiss her once more. 

“Alright,” I said. “Together.”

--- One Month Later ---

Patiently, I waited as the door unlocked from the other side. Or rather, impatiently I waited, it would be more accurate to say. My hand fiddled along the collar from my Mistress, a newer collar she had just recently gotten for me. The small heart-shaped lock on it brought a smile to my lips. Only the two of us held the key to remove it. 

With a light click, the door opened, and a girl in a bright flowing green dress that matched her beautiful eyes entered. She strutted smoothly into the room, a happy smile spreading across her face. 

“Why, don’t you just look beautiful in that?” she appraised as she scanned my slight and skimpy outfit. 

I smiled as I leaned forward on my knees, giving her ample view of my lowcut cleavage. I’d been waiting for several days to surprise her with this delectable attire, having waited for what seemed like forever for it to be made. My fingers fiddled with the useless skirt, too short to actually provide any modesty at all. Her eyes traced from my almost fully visible breasts to the bondage straps that suggestively hugged most of my body. The thin bra that some of them were attached to was nearly as useless as the skirt below it. 

“I made sure to request that they be made from a fairly durable material,” I said with a grin. “You know, just in case.”

Victoria chuckled, “What a good little slut you are. I suppose you’re ready for some play time then?”

I nodded vigorously, fluttering my eyebrows and looking up at her with my bright red eyes as I thrust out my chest once again. She walked up directly in front of me and reached down to the top of my head, scratching the spot just beside my horn that I’d come to love.

“Well, my adorable little pet, I suppose that means that dinner today will be a bit delayed.”

My eyes glanced over to the small pet bowl that sat on the floor next to the desk, and I shrugged. “There’s plenty of time to eat later.” A flutter of joy went through my belly as I looked back up to my Mistress’s glowing face.

She grinned back. “Well, let’s not delay any more then, my beautiful little Ivy.”

Author's note:
Welcome to the last chapter, at least the last for now. I hope you've enjoyed the story as much as I have! It's been a fun ride. As always, I want to mention my Patreon, in case anyone has somehow missed it lol. I'm aspiring to eventually become a full-time writer and quit my regular job, if I can. It'll be a slow process, I expect, but I'm hoping that over time I'll be working there less and doing a ton more writing instead. Any support you can give me on this journey would be a big help! As well, if you wanna get a headstart on my new story and gain access to my patron discord, that's the place to find it. It may be a few weeks I expect before I begin posting here, but it'll definitely be sometime next month. I think I'm gonna have even more fun with Lunar Marked than I did with Succubus Tail. And yes, for those wondering, it will have smut. The main concept for the story is a trans cultivation-style fantasy. I'm super excited! Chapter 3 is already nearly complete. At this point, I'm just doing some editing before posting it. =3

Well, until next time everyone! Feel free to come chat with me here in the comments. I'll see ya in the next one!
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