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			Accidental Summoning

			The campus library closed at eleven, but the staff knew Dane, and they didn’t mind if he stayed an extra hour or two while the maintenance crew went about their business.

			Normally, he limited his wanderings to the mathematics, engineering, and history sections. Or the sci-fi/fantasy shelves on the third floor if he was looking for some entertainment. However, on that Friday evening, Dane found himself in the oddities and occult section on the often-deserted lower level. He hadn’t known the section even existed until his alternative religions professor assigned him a report topic that took him there.

			From the dust covering the books in the section, it was clear the area had very few visitors. In fact, Dane wondered if he was the first student in Sablehurst University’s nearly three-hundred-year history to ever browse the shelves down there. To his surprise, some titles on the dusty tomes sounded interesting, though. Wards and Enchantments of the Palsentine God, Effigy Twining for Profit, Novices Guide to Solstice Chants, and his favorite so far, Hedonistic Dance - a Primer.

			The book of hedonistic dances had some very graphic drawings that left little to the imagination. Amid his current dry spell with women, the old line-art of bare breasts and rounded hips roused a stirring in his pants that would have been extremely embarrassing had anyone else been there to see it. But since they weren’t, he flipped through the pages, taking in the dance steps and positions that were more sexually charged than the copy of the Kama Sutra he’d checked out months ago and still not returned.

			Putting the book of dances back, he noticed it didn’t go in smoothly. It hung up, so the top outer corner of the book remained sticking out into the aisle at a forty-five degree angle. With a little extra push, it went in flush, but why it had hung up in the first place got him curious.

			He pulled the book back out and investigated the space left between its neighbors to see if there was an obvious reason for the strange behavior. A bit of extra friction between it and the books beside it perhaps, or an irregularity of the shelf it sat on. However, his inspection turned up nothing.

			Dane returned and removed the book several times, and each time it seemed to want to balance with the top corner part way out for no apparent reason. The books on either side of it didn’t react the same. Nor did the ones above or below it. Eventually, he moved on down the aisle, chalking it up to an oddity he’d found in the aptly named oddities section.

			Fifteen minutes later and ten feet away, he came across another book, Hand Gestures for Conjuring, that wanted to stick out at the forty-five-degree angle as well. Again, a quick search around the book found no reason for the odd behavior.

			This is too weird.

			He considered the two books. They seemed to have little in common. They were written by different authors; they were different sizes, different colors, and in completely different rows. The only thing I can see which even tangentially connects them is that both of them deal with body movements or body positioning.

			It was a very tenuous connection, and he may not have thought any more about it if a book on ritual sacrifice posing hadn’t caught his eye a short time later. As grim as the new title sounded, Dane tried the book and found it indeed wanted to balance at forty-five degrees like the other two.

			Pushing his wire-framed eyeglasses further up his nose, he looked back down the row of dusty books and got a silly idea he thought must have come from watching one too many whip-wielding archaeologist movies. No one else is down here, though. It’s worth a try. I’ll only look foolish to myself.

			Leaving the third book out at forty-five-degrees, he walked back to the other two and leaned them out as well. A moment later, the three books slid back into their full upright and flush positions unaided, accompanied by an audible click.

			Dane stepped back, his eyes wide. This must be a trick of magnetism or something. He had found nothing to suggest that during his inspections, but there was no other reasonable explanation that he could see.

			Scanning the aisle, he walked to where he believed the click had come from, back towards the location of the second book. After some searching, he found a spot along the shelves that had popped out a fraction of an inch, and with the tips of his fingers, he pulled.

			A door sized section of the shelves swung outwards soundlessly, as if on hinges that had been oiled recently. Behind the moveable section, where there should have been a solid wall, was a passage with a flight of curving stone steps heading down into darkness.

			Dane scrubbed his hand through his short brown hair and stared at the passage in stunned silence for several long moments before he heard a familiar voice calling from upstairs. It was Harold, the middle-aged janitor, who ran the floor-buffer and emptied the waste cans, letting Dane know he’d be locking up in twenty minutes.

			I should close this thing up and get out of here. He wanted to see where the hidden doorway led, though. He wasn’t brave, and he’d never been a risk taker. He didn’t even like scary movies. In fact, those character flaws had contributed to his last girlfriend cheating on him four years ago when they were both seniors in high school. She’d said he was boring and too unwilling to try new things.

			Harold won’t come down here looking for me. If I don’t get up there by the time he’s ready to lock up, he’ll assume I’ve already left. He didn’t want to get locked in, but he figured a few minutes was all it would take to see where the stairs went.

			Time was ticking by, and he needed to make a decision. The smart decision, the safe decision, was to get back up to the main floor of the library as quickly as possible and tell the staff about what he’d found. They can come check this creepy place out for themselves. They might even already know about it. It’s probably a restricted area that I’m breaking the rules just by opening.

			Tentatively, he stepped over to the threshold and squinted through his glasses into the darkness beyond. As soon as his head broke the threshold’s vertical plain, a gothic style iron wall sconce flickered to life four or five feet down the curling staircase.

			That’s weird. This place can’t be too old or unused if they have motion sensors and lights that work. When he got closer, he saw a real flickering flame inside, not the electric bulb he expected. Real gas lights. The university must be spending a fortune to keep this place plumbed with natural gas.

			Another sconce flickered to life further down the stone stairway, then another and another as he slowly progressed downward. After several revolutions of the circular stone stairs, he reached a landing that felt like it must be twenty or thirty feet below the lowest level of the library.

			A corridor led away from the landing, lit in the same manner, a sconce about every ten feet on alternating sides of the vaulted hallway. In the distance, some twenty or thirty yards down the corridor, Dane could see a partially opened door that looked like something straight out of a medieval castle. There were a couple of other doorways off the corridor as well, but only the far one was open.

			Looking back up the stairway, he again battled with himself over whether to go on or to abandon the foolish endeavor and return upstairs.

			Taking a deep breath, he moved forward down the corridor toward the partially open door. When he got to it, he reached out with trembling fingers and nudged it all the way open.

			As soon as the door moved, a half-dozen braziers inside the room beyond the door flickered to life. Their flames surged as if someone had just turned on a gas jet beneath them, then they calmed to a modest level that cast an ominous glow about the strange circular room.

			The tableau in the room was either the most disturbing thing he had ever seen, or the most ridiculous. He’d heard that at other universities there were clandestine societies of students and alumni who liked to play at being occult practitioners. Wearing hooded robes, chanting, drinking from skulls and the like. Does Sablehurst have one of those? I’ve never heard of it, but I suppose that makes sense if they’re a secret society. I wonder if this is one of their staged meeting places.

			He looked back down the hallway, half expecting to see a gaggle of half-drunk frat boys coming up the corridor, pointing and laughing. But the corridor was still empty and deathly quiet.

			The circular room was roughly sixty feet across and had four distinct rings or levels. The outer three concentric rings were each about five-feet wide and encircled the room like broad steps leading down to a sunken central level about thirty-feet in diameter. It made him think of medieval stadium seating and he could almost envision a performer at the bottom surrounded by seated onlookers.

			There were no onlookers though, and no performers at the bottom, but the room wasn’t empty either. What appeared to be three skeletons lay directly below him on the middle step-tier. Two of the skeletons were partially covered in dark crimson robes and the third was clad in full medieval D&D style plate armor. From their positions, it appeared as though the three had been staged to look like they’d died fighting one another.

			In the center of the lowest tier, someone had scrawled a pentagram inside a circle in what looked like black chalk. Unlit candles of black wax marked each point of the star and a large stone pitcher stood to one side, just outside the dark chalk outline. In the center of the pentacle lay a skeletal body, this one without clothing. It was smaller than the other skeletons and there appeared to be ropes holding its arms and legs in place spread eagle across the pentacle. What in the fuck have they been doing in here?

			Mustering his courage once more, Dane stepped down the first step toward the trio of staged skeletons. Someone had gone to a lot of trouble to make the whole thing look real, because the closer he got, the more realistic the skeletons looked. It was hard to tell if they were male or female, but he imagined the three on the steps were male, while the one in the pentacle below female, based purely on their relative sizes.

			Stepping past the three on the steps, Dane descended warily until he was standing on the bottom level. From there, he could see words written inside each of the pentagram arms. He’d taken a semester of Latin, but his Latin wasn’t good, and the chalk handwriting on the floor was even worse. He sounded out what he could see, “mors, gignet, voluptus, gignet, vita.”

			As soon as he’d spoken the words, the five black candles at the point of each star-arm sputtered to life, startling him and causing him to stumble into the pitcher. The stupid thing toppled, and its oily red contents spilled out across the pentacle.

			When the disgusting fluid touched the heel bone of the skeleton in the center, a cloud of purple smoke formed and swirled like a miniature tornado. Tendrils of the smoke flung outward from the tumult, reaching him, enveloping him, stealing his breath, and attempting to pull him closer to the skeletal figure who had risen despite the bonds on her wrists and ankles.

			“Oh, fuck no.” Dane’s resolve broke, and the fear he’d been holding at bay until then came flooding in. I don’t care if this is all a setup, and I don’t care if there is a horde of frat assholes up there waiting in the hallway with their cameras recording. I’m getting the hell out of here.

			Taking the wide steps as quickly as he could, he ran for the exit. Fitness had never been his strong suit and by the time he made it down the long hallway and up the circular stone stairs, his chest was burning, and he was gasping for breath.

			I’m not sure how long I was down there, but I hope it hasn’t been over twenty minutes.

			Flinging the secret bookcase doorway closed behind him, he grabbed his bookbag and rushed toward the stairs that would take him to the main level and to the library’s exit.
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			Caught by a Demon

			Dane woke in his dorm room with a splitting headache and the uncertainty of whether the memories coming back to him from the library the night before were real or part of a fitful dream. The more he remembered, the more convinced he was his memories weren’t a dream. No, I’m pretty sure I stumbled into some secret society’s twisted initiation ritual chamber. That’s the only thing that makes sense.

			He was at Sablehurst University, in his third year of an academic scholarship, pursuing an engineering degree. He worked at the coffee bar in the student center to pay for his room and meal plan, but he’d seen how strange and frivolous excess money could make the wealthy, especially the kids of the wealthy who hadn’t had to earn the money themselves. An elaborate and creepy underground place to cosplay doesn’t seem too far-fetched at all. I’ve seen them spend their parent’s money on dumber things.

			Four empty cans of raspberry hard seltzer sat on the bedside table alongside Rebels Unite, a graphic novel set in the Star Battles universe he was borrowing from Justin, his only friend and sometimes coworker. He didn’t remember drinking his entire stash of hard seltzers, but the four empty cans along with his pounding head and upset stomach made it clear he had. I’m such a lightweight.

			Putting on his glasses and looking at his clock, Dane groaned. It was just after seven, which meant he’d overslept and was already late for his shift. Dragging on the clothes he’d left crumpled on the floor, he dressed, then ran for the door.

			He noticed he’d missed a call and had voice mail from his mother on his phone. Listening to it as he hurried across campus, he wasn’t surprised to hear she was concerned he hadn’t called in over a week. He’d meant to, but things had been hectic. She rambled about the poor weather they’d had, the state of the farm, and his dad’s latest cholesterol test. It made Dane smile to hear his dad chiming in from the background, and he resolved to call them back that evening.

			When he arrived at the coffee-bar, Justin was behind the counter in his trademark Hawaiian shirt, making drinks at a leisurely pace while a line of grumpy and probably also hungover university students impatiently waited.

			Dane threw on his apron and immediately started filling orders. “I’m so sorry, man. I didn’t mean to leave you hanging,” he said to Justin.

			“Don’t sweat it,” Justin replied in his normal unconcerned tone. “I leave you hanging all the time.”

			Yes, that is true. Although he wasn’t really fat, Justin was sloth embodied. He only went to school and worked at the coffee bar because his father insisted on it. If it were up to Justin, he’d order in, play video games, and never leave his off-campus house. Justin was also generosity embodied. Which sometimes made things uncomfortable and awkward, at least from Dane’s point of view. Justin never seemed phased by anything.

			“Still. I’m sorry. I had a rough night.”

			“Yeah, you look like shit,” Justin said as he set a pair of finished drinks on the counter.

			Dane called out the names on the cups and apologized for the long wait to the girls, who came to pick them up.

			“Yeah, I feel like shit,” Dane agreed.

			“So’d you actually go out last night instead of staying holed up in the library again?”

			“No. I went to the library.”

			Justin stopped making the drink he’d been working on. “Man, tell me you didn’t get shitfaced by yourself at the library. That’s a new low.”

			“I wasn’t drinking at the library. I was drinking in my dorm room, after the library.”

			Justin huffed. “Same difference.”

			“Oh, you’re one to talk. Did you leave your place last night?”

			“Nope,” Justin replied proudly. “I downloaded the new Wasteland World game content and killed zombies all night. It was epic.”

			“Come on, dorks. We don’t have all day.” A tall asshole said from the front of the line. “How about you two chat each other up later and make some fucking coffee already?”

			The asshole’s pals chuckled from behind him and hurled their own lame insults as Dane apologized and offered them each a complimentary scone for their inconvenience. The whole time he couldn’t help but picture the group as the ones who dressed up in robes and pretended to do arcane rituals in the secret room he’d found. No. I don’t think that’s possible. Even my imagination isn’t good enough to conjure a world where those guys would be caught dead cosplaying in a library basement. It’s far more like the true cosplayers are bona fide nerds like me.

			The Saturday morning shift seemed to drag on forever, but eventually he and Justin finished and handed over the reins of the coffee bar to the afternoon crew.

			“You want to come over and check out my new game?” Justin asked as they left the student center.

			“No. I’ve got a report I still have to research.”

			“Suit yourself, man, but you’re only young once. Better learn to enjoy yourself before you’re old and feeble and can’t get it up anymore,” Justin said as he walked away towards the parking lot.

			Dane wanted to point out the obvious hypocrisy in what Justin was saying, but he bit his tongue and watched his friend crawl into his bright yellow sports car that probably cost as much as Dane’s entire college education. Justin waved as he pulled out, grinding the car’s very expensive gears. That poor car. I cannot understand whatever made him think getting a manual transmission was a good idea.

			Dane knew he needed to go back to the library, but for the first time in his college career, he didn’t want to. He’d all but convinced himself the secret door and the circular room he’d found were nothing more than a rich kid’s playhouse, embellished with some expensive special effects, even so, he wasn’t eager to go down into the oddities section again.

			He drug his feet and killed time all day, walking around the quad, grabbing a late lunch at the cafeteria, playing a couple games of pinball at the tiny student arcade, and calling his mom and dad. Finally, about five-thirty, he knew he couldn’t put it off any longer, and he reluctantly headed towards the looming cathedral like flying-buttresses and ornate stone gargoyles of the university’s gothic inspired library.

			“Hey there Dane. The way you lit out of here last night, I wasn’t sure you’d ever come back. What’d you do, forget you had a hot date?” Harold chuckled and wiggled his thick eyebrows at Dane as he came through the library’s front doors.

			Looking at the older man, Dane noticed something was off. There was a strange dark aurora around Harold that was only visible at an angle through his peripheral vison. When Dane looked at him directly it cleared right up. Weird. I need to make an optometrist appointment and get my eye prescription checked.

			Dane made his way through the main hall and down the stairs to the lower level, where there were always fewer people. As usual, he found the three rows along the back wall that made up the oddities and occult section completely empty.

			The night before, he’d found several books he thought would be useful for his upcoming report, but in his haste to leave, he hadn’t looked through them thoroughly. Normally he would do his studying and note taking right there at the tables near the section where the books belonged, but after finding the secret stairway in the area, he decided he would grab what he needed then head upstairs to the main hall to do his reading. It would have been nice to check the books out and take them back to his dorm room, but he already had a pile of books checked out and he was certain the library would not let him take more home.

			Dane was concentrating on finding the books he wanted again when someone took hold of his shoulder from behind and roughly spun him around.

			Instead of the large angry jock he expected, he found a terrifying, but lovely, redheaded woman. They were face-to-face, and she had him pinned to the bookshelf with her hands on either side of his shoulders. She leaned in even closer and sniffed him. More unsettling than her sniffing him like a hungry wolf were the frightening red contacts she wore. Oh god, who is this crazy lady?

			“Can I help you?” he squeaked.

			“You summoned me and then left me,” she said in a husky voice that held the faintest touch of an Irish accent. “That wasn’t nice. I’m starving.”

			“No. No, I did nothing like that,” Dane stammered. “You’ve got the wrong guy.”

			“No. I don’t,” she replied, “I’d recognize your scent as I would my own.”

			“Who are you, and what do you want?” he asked, although he knew she was obviously with the secret society he’d disturbed, or been hired by them, and they were clearly going to mess with him as punishment for invading their hidden ritual area.

			“This body was once called Maeve, so you may call me that. My true name you could not pronounce, even if I were to give it to you, which I will not.”

			When she stepped back from him, he nearly fainted. He hadn’t gotten a good look at anything but her face before then, but when he saw her body and what she was wearing, he knew for sure someone had hired her to mess with him.

			The very athletic woman appeared to be in her late twenties or early thirties. He’d never been good at guessing ages. Her striking red hair, light creamy skin, and freckles, along with her name, spoke to an Irish heritage. Confirming his assumption from her voice. Her attire and her accessories spoke to something very different, though.

			Her outfit was a cross between a skimpy bikini and a dominatrix outfit. Black leather, with lots of straps and metal studs, but only the barest bits covering her breasts and womanhood. Stranger even than her outfit though, were the horns, wings, tail, and hooves she wore.

			The small horns protruding from either side of her upper forehead were dark brown, almost black, and curved slightly backward. The wings had a similar coloration to the horns and looked to Dane like large bat wings folded in for ease of movement. The hooves were split-toed and glossy black, poking from fluffy mounds of fine red fur. The fur began just below her calves and grew longer and thicker toward the foot, reminding Dane of the fur on the feet of the large beer wagon horses he’d seen in old ads.

			Her tail was the most perplexing part of her ensemble though. Where the horns and wings were clearly prosthetics glued on or attached to her outfit, and the hooves were elaborate high heels with fur socks. The tail was harder to explain. It twitched and swayed ceaselessly from behind her, and its coloration was different as well. The arrowhead shaped tip was a deep pink, almost red, but the further away from the tip, the more it melded into her natural creamy skin tone.

			“You like?” she asked with a teasing smile. “When the summoning spell took hold, it combined the natural looks of the host with your understanding of what a succubus should look like. It is very close to the real thing, and I rather like this version.”

			He did like, very much, but that wasn’t what came out of his mouth. “I didn’t summon you,” Dane said again weakly. “Tell the frat assholes to come out from wherever they’re hiding and get this over with.”

			“Oh, you’re going to be such a pushover, I can already tell,” she laughed. “You’re only my second human, and my last human master wasn’t like you at all. This is going to be so fun.”

			“What are you talking about?”

			“This is your first summoning, isn’t it?” Maeve’s face split into a predatory grin. “You’re lucky you didn’t pull a death-knight or one of the other demon spawn across. Ensnared or not, someone as inexperienced as you would already be dead. But something tells me I was exactly what you were trying to pull across. Wasn’t I?”

			“Mr. Staley, are you down here?” Dane heard an all too familiar voice call to him from the stairs.

			He swallowed and called back. “Yes, Ms. Stevens.”

			So, this is how the secret society is going to get back at me for finding and messing up their strange hidden room. They’re going to have the head librarian catch me down here with a half-naked costumed woman. I’ll be barred from the library for sure.

			“Please,” he pleaded with Maeve. “I’ll pay you double whatever they are.” He knew he couldn’t possibly afford that, but he had to try something. “Just don’t let Ms. Stevens see you with me like this.”

			“Fine.” Maeve said with a heavy sigh. “That woman couldn’t see this form anyway, at least not the demon parts, but if you’d like me to change, I will.”

			Then right there before his eyes, Maeve morphed into a bubblegum chewing coed who appeared five or six years younger than her original form, with dark hair, tanned skin, and a nineteen-twenty-style dress on.

			Dane could only gape at the transformed Maeve as Ms. Victoria Stevens strode around the end of the shelves.
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			Succubus Suck

			“Mr. Staley,” Ms. Stevens said as she eyed Dane and the newly transformed Maeve. “And who is this?”

			“Maeve, pleased to meet you,” Maeve answered in an over-affected, bubbly cheerleader voice. “I was just leaving, though. Dane, don’t forget what we talked about. See you soon.”

			Dane was still shellshocked at what he’d just seen Maeve do and he was trying to figure out what kind of street magician tricks she’d used. Because it can’t possibly be real magic, real magic isn’t real.

			Ms. Stevens watched Maeve saunter away, then she turned her gaze back to him. She was a short, thirty something professional woman, and not at all what his imagination conjured when he thought of a head librarian. Her body was a little soft, but she had curves in the right spots and an enormous chest. If he pictured her chestnut hair longer and pulled back into a bun, he even thought she’d be attractive.

			She was strange, though. He’d heard snippets of conversation and whispers from the library staff about her. Things that made her sound like an unstable tyrant and things that had prompted him to politely refuse her invitation to come work for her several months earlier when she’d unexpectedly cornered him one evening and sprung the question on him. At the time she’d seemed to take his refusal well, but she’d been cold toward him ever since and now he avoided her when he could.

			“Oh, Dane. You poor thing,” she said. “I see what’s going on here. You’ve resorted to doing the coed’s homework? Or is it her research paper? I guess the song is wrong. Maybe you really can buy love. At least for a while.”

			When Ms. Steven’s comment registered, Dane tried to defend himself. “Wait—what? No. It’s not like that, Ms. Stevens.”

			“Sure, it’s not,” she replied, glaring in the direction Maeve had gone.

			An awkward silence stretched out between them which Dane eventually broke. “Were you looking for me for something?”

			She turned back to him, a smug smile spreading across her face. “I was, but that can wait. In the meantime, I’ll have to consider whether to pass along what I saw here to the university administrators. We really can’t have that kind of conduct now, can we?”

			Dane’s heart sank. “Ms. Stevens, please, there’s nothing to pass on. I’m not doing her schoolwork. I swear.”

			The head librarian had already turned to walk away, and his pleas didn’t seem to reach her.

			“Shit!” Dane said once she was gone. “Could this day possibly get any worse?”

			“Sure, it could,” Maeve said, coming back around the corner in her demon cosplay form again. “I’m hungry as hell and if you go on making me wait to feed, you’ll find out just how much worse.”

			Dane yelped and backed away from her. “How did you do that thing you did?”

			“What, this?” Maeve grinned devilishly as she morphed into the nineteen-twenties brunette again.

			“It’s finally happened,” Dane said as he palmed his face, then ran his fingers through his hair. “I’m only twenty-two and the stress has finally gotten to me. I’m having a mental break. You’re not really here. And I didn’t just see you do that. Again.”

			Maeve slapped him hard enough to snap his head around and send the taste of blood swirling across his tongue. “Stop being such a pussy. Fuck, I thought having a pushover for a master would be fun, but I’m already tired of it. Lion kanji, my ass, you’re not even a kitten, you’re just pathetic.” She grabbed him by the belt, pushed him back against the shelves, and looked him in the eyes. “You have no idea what a summoning takes out of a girl, so you’re going to feed me a little something right now or so help me Satan, I’ll tear off your tiny little testicles and take my sustenance that way.”

			With his jaw stinging, and his battered pride at a new low, the last thing Dane expected Maeve to do was drop to her knees, open his belt, jerk down his zipper, and roughly dig his penis from his boxers.

			Without saying more or even looking up, she took his penis in her mouth and began to suck. It had been a long, long time since he’d gotten a blowjob, and he’d never gotten one from anyone like Maeve. She wasn’t being gentle, but his body responded immediately, anyway.

			“Oh god!” he said between gasps and instinctively put his hand down on one of her horns.

			She swatted his hand away, let his penis fall from her mouth, and glared up at him. “Don’t touch the horns. And how dare you bring him up right now? Trust me, your god has nothing to do with this.”

			Dane gulped and tried to form a coherent response, but Maeve didn’t wait for him to say anything else before she went back to aggressively sucking him. Despite her rough treatment, her lips and tongue felt amazing. It was clear she knew exactly what she was doing and before long, he was panting and trying to let her know he was close to exploding. The one thing he remembered about blowjobs from his last girlfriend was that not letting her know before he came in her mouth was a sure way to not get another one for a long time.

			Maeve looked up without releasing his member and rolled her eyes like he was an idiot. She didn’t even try to pull away. If anything, she worked him harder, and a few moments later, he was spewing a lot of pent-up frustration into her mouth. She still didn’t try to pull away or spit out his spunk. She continued to suck on him like his cock was a straw and he had a milkshake inside him she was trying to get out. When he was completely spent, she let his flaccid member flop from between her lips and stood.

			Dane closed his eyes for a moment. That felt so fucking good. I’ve missed those a lot!

			“That feeding will have to do for now, I guess,” she said, “but when we get to your place, we’re going to fuck until you can’t feel your legs. You understand?”

			As he got his breathing under control, he asked, “that’s what you meant by feeding?”

			“Yeah. Succubus.” Maeve answered sarcastically.

			“And what do you mean by when we get back to my place?” Dane’s head was swimming. I just received a blowjob in the school library from a gorgeous, although very strange, woman. That alone should have rated the day as the best he’d had in years, and that she was promising to have sex with him later should have been a mind-blowing cherry on top, but it just worried him more than anything else.

			If she’s a succubus, and I can’t believe I’m seriously entertaining the idea that she is, but if she is, the little lore I know about succubus says their job is to have sex with men until they’re dried up husks. That doesn’t sound like the worst way to die, but I’m not ready for any kind of death. Enjoyable or not.

			“You can’t really be a succubus. Succubi aren’t real.”

			Maeve slapped him again. “That didn’t feel real? What about the blowjob?”

			“I didn’t say you weren’t real, just that you couldn’t really be a succubus.”

			Maeve changed again, her body shifting and flowing right before his eyes into the dark-haired girl. “Or if you prefer?” She said in the bubbly girl’s voice and changed again, this time into Ms. Stevens.

			“Okay, okay,” he conceded, “so, say I believe you’re really a succubus, and that thing that happened last night was you being summoned. I didn’t do that. I just found all that stuff where it was.”

			Maeve shrugged. “Doesn’t matter. You said the words and spilled the prepared blood. You were also the one inside the pentacle to receive the binding. So, here I am, bound to you.”

			“For how long?”

			Maeve gave him her devilish smile again. “At this rate, until I kill you out of frustration.”

			Dane’s eyes widened. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

			“Calm down. That hardly ever happens. And I know what you’ve heard about what my kind do to men, but I’m not a free roaming succubus. Those stuck-up bitches are much higher level than me. Us demons further down the power-tree are the ones who always seem to get caught up in summonings. It’s a different kind of gig. Less fuck them till they die, more of a master, wicked sidekick kind of thing. For lesser demons, it’s not a bad way to gain experience, although most find it annoying. I think it’s way better than serving under any of the asshat greater lords in the Pit, though.”

			“So, you’re not here to kill me and take my soul?”

			“No,” Maeve said matter-of-factly. “Everything will be fine as long as you do what I tell you.”

			“Hold on. You just said I’m the master and you’re the sidekick. Didn’t you?”

			“Technically, yes, but you’re clearly not ready for that.” She reached down and patted his limp, but still very sensitive and exposed, penis. “Come on, let’s get you all put away so we can go get dinner, then go back to your place so I can feed some more. I need to get my strength up.”

			Dane stuffed himself back into his pants. “By dinner, you mean regular food, right? You eat that as well as…” He motioned to his crotch.

			“Yeah, cum feeds my life force. It’s less the fluid and more the pleasure that I feed on, but the fluid itself adds a little extra boost. I won’t technically die without feeding, but I can get very weak and hangry. You don’t want to see me when I’m hangry. Well, I guess you just did, but even that was only mild hangry.” Maeve licked her lips. “Regular food is just for fun. I don’t need it. I just love it. Here on this world, at least. In other realms, on other worlds, not so much.”

			“There’s more than one realm?”

			“Of course,” she shook her head. “I forget how naïve and self-centered you humans are. Yes, there are many realms, many universes, many worlds, and a shitload of sentient species. I hate to burst your tiny little bubble. Wait, no I don’t,” she giggled. “Humans aren’t even in the top ten of the most advanced or most intelligent species out there.”

			“Wow, that’s a lot to take in.”

			“Yeah, well, you’ll either get used to it or you’ll go crazy. I’m betting on crazy at this point, but you could surprise me.”

			“Great.”

			“Yep. So, let’s go. I’m still starving.”

			“About that. If we’re going to leave here together, can you do something about the way you look?”

			“What’s wrong with the way I look? Don’t you like it?” She scowled at him.

			“No, there’s nothing wrong. You’re very beautiful, I just meant—”

			“I’m just messing with you,” she laughed as she morphed back into the brunette.

			“Can you just make yourself look any way you want?” Dane asked as they headed for the stairs.

			“Within reason. The further the change is from my original summoned form, the more effort it takes. Something like this isn’t too difficult. If I didn’t have to conjure the clothes too, I could maintain it for days, maybe weeks without feeding.”

			“And what’s with the twenties’ clothes?”

			Maeve looked down at her dress. “Isn’t this in style anymore? This is the form I was last summoned in. It was nineteen-twenty-seven Chicago. I spent a couple of decades there with a middling magician. Fun time. He was kind of an ass, but oh, the parties,” she gave him a look. “I didn’t even think to ask, where and when are we now?”

			Dane filled Maeve in on their time and place as they passed the main library counter. Ms. Stevens was there, frowning at them, and he averted his eyes, trying not to make eye contact.

			“She really wants you,” Maeve said.

			Dane balked. “No, she doesn’t. I told her I didn’t want to come work for her a while back and now I think she hates me.”

			“I know what I smell,” Maeve said. “And from that one, I get wet panties and a heavy dose of jealousy. I’ll bet she has a thing for younger guys, especially ones she thinks she can dominate. I think she was really down there to do exactly what I did. Actually, now that I think of it, you’d probably have been the one on your knees if she’d gotten her way.” Maeve’s evil grin widened, and she intertwined her arm with his. “What do you say we give her something to really be mad about?” She leaned in like she was whispering in his ear, then she threw back her head and laughed as if he’d just told her the funniest joke she’d ever heard.

			Dane groaned. The last thing he needed was Ms. Stevens even more upset with him than she already was, or thinking he was doing girls’ classwork for sexual favors.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 4
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			Taco Shop Run-in

			Dane and Maeve walked out of the library into an overcast, late March evening.

			Maeve stopped and watched a silver sedan cruise through the parking lot. “Vehicles look different since the last time I was here. Do you have one of those?”

			“No. My job at the coffee bar barely covers my dorm room and meal plan.”

			“That won’t do.” Maeve frowned, then glanced back over her shoulder at the library. “Perhaps our exit was too hasty. I need access to as many newspapers as we can get our hands on, and magazines too. And anything else I can use to get up to speed on this time. Current affairs, popular culture, that sort of thing. I’m afraid I haven’t kept up with this world while I was in the Pit. I didn’t really expect I’d make it back here anytime soon.”

			Dane smiled. “I’ve got just the thing.”

			He handed her his phone and gave her a quick rundown on how the touchscreen, web browser, and search engine worked.

			“Wonderful,” she said, then proceeded to open and scan pages at a truly astonishing speed.

			They walked in silence, Dane leading the way and Maeve’s eyes glued to the small screen. She’d changed appearance again, into a more human version of her original demon form, without the demon appendages visible. She wore a dress that was nice, and not as old fashioned as the one she’d had on in her brunette persona.

			He had twenty-seven dollars in cash on him and about one hundred and seventy-five more he could access with his debit card. It was plenty to get them something to eat, but he’d have to use it sparingly. He didn’t get another deposit from the coffee bar for several days. They could eat at the student cafeteria, but he was a regular there, and he wasn’t ready for the inevitable stares showing up with Maeve would bring. Part of him wanted to show off that an attractive woman was even talking to him, but a larger part still feared he was at the center of some kind of joke.

			He decided eating somewhere off campus might be best for dinner, so he directed them to a taco shop a few blocks away. It was a place frequented by Sablehurst students, but he didn’t go there often, and he was fairly certain no one would remember him.

			“Now this is what I love about this world,” Maeve said as she crunched into her fifth taco.

			“Tacos?” Dane smiled. “You’ve had them before?”

			“No, but nearly everything you eat here is tasty, and these are no exception. I love the food on this world, and how easy it is to come by.”

			“Glad you like it. Did you find anything interesting on there?” Dane asked, pointing to his phone.

			“Yes, I did. Things have changed far more than I realized. Although at heart you are still the self-centered, gluttonous, warmongering society I remember.”

			Dane snorted. “Yeah, I guess so. But we have some bad qualities, too.”

			Maeve looked up from the phone and set down the remainder of her taco. “You are being sarcastic, but those are precisely the qualities I enjoy most about humans. They’re what makes this place fun and interesting. Some planes are very boring.”

			“What in the fuck do we have here?” the asshole from the coffee bar line that morning said as he strode up to their table.

			Dane had seen him, and his buddies come in, but had hoped by avoiding eye contact he might go unnoticed.

			“This must be your sister or your cousin. Nothing else makes sense.” The lead asshole leaned down into Maeve’s personal space. “My name’s Luke, what’s yours?”

			Maeve gave Luke a sidelong look. She didn’t look scared, or even put-off, more curious and amused.

			Dane’s battered pride finally tried to assert itself. “Okay, back off, man.” he said and began to stand, but without even looking at him, Luke put a hand on his chest and pushed him back down into his seat.

			“Oh, yes,” Maeve said, “I have missed this world.”

			Luke didn’t know how to take her comment, but he didn’t seem deterred, either.

			“Luke,” Maeve said in a slow, measured tone. “You’re being rude. Normally I’d find that entertaining, but right now it’s just annoying. So, go away and let my boyfriend and I get back to our dinner.”

			Luke straightened back up. “Boyfriend? There’s no fucking way a smoke-show like you is with a coffee-jockey jackoff like this.”

			It seemed the entire restaurant had turned to listen to Luke’s naturally loud voice, and Dane wanted nothing more than to sink through his chair and into the floor. That’s not what a real man would do in this situation, though. I’ve got to at least pretend to have some backbone.

			“Dude,” Dane said, trying to stand again.

			But again, Luke just shoved him back down. Then, to Dane’s relief, the much larger man turned and left the table, chuckling all the way back to his buddies.

			Maeve watched Luke go, then turned back to Dane with a pensive expression. “Thank you for trying to assert yourself there. I feared you might not.”

			In truth, Dane was a little surprised with himself for doing what he’d done, too. He was embarrassed by how ineffective it had been and even more embarrassed by how easily Luke had dealt with him like he was little more than a child being manhandled by an obnoxious uncle. Despite that, he was glad he had at least tried to stick up for himself and for Maeve.

			“I believe I’ve got something to work with.” she continued. “An hour ago, I wasn’t sure that was the case. Despite your kanji. They can be interpreted in so many ways. Shall we go? I am eager to see your place.”

			Dane closed his eyes and shook his head. “Listen, I’m not sure how this normally works, but I’m in no position to have a…” he wasn’t sure what word to use for her.

			“Girlfriend,” Maeve offered. “You don’t already have one, do you? It was rude of me to presume, but under the circumstances, I did.”

			Dane laughed derisively. “No, I haven’t had a girlfriend for a long time. But I don’t think I should call you that either. We just met and, besides that, there’s no way anyone’s going to believe that’s true.”

			“You underestimate yourself,” Maeve said, “and it doesn’t matter what anyone else believes. But we can discuss all that more later. Where do you live?”

			“I live in a dorm only a little bigger than a closet. It’s all I can afford. I have a job that pays shit, but it’s about the best that I’ve found because it’s on campus and they’ll work with my school schedule. I eat most of my meals at the student cafeteria because the meal plan is the least expensive way to feed myself. What I’m saying is that I’m in no position to have a goldfish, let alone a… whatever you are.”

			“I am your succubus, Dane,” Maeve replied, “I will admit that most of my masters have been more…” she searched for the right word. “Established. And you’re the first I’ve had with no previous awareness of the greater ethereal world. My prior masters have had preconceived reasons for summoning me. Tasks and ends they hoped I would help them achieve. As I am a demon, naturally my proclivities and talents skew towards what your world would think of as evil. Therefore, many of the tasks my previous masters gave me were likewise skewed in that direction, but they don’t have to be. Besides, things are rarely so simple as good and evil. Regardless, I believe I may best serve your ends by being more of a companion, a partner of sorts, at least until you have a better handle on your new situation.” She finished up her taco and stood. “Shall we go? There’s more to discuss, but I am getting hungry again.”

			Dane was more than a little intimidated by what he thought Maeve meant by hungry. His cock was already beginning to chub at the thought of having sex with her, but the prospect also scared the crap out of him. His last girlfriend had never thought much of his bedroom prowess, and he had no reason to think anything had changed in that regard, despite all the porn he’d consumed from the internet.

			They got up from the table, and he led Maeve to the door. Luke and his buddies smirked and one of them gave a catcall as they walked past, but thankfully, there was no further confrontation.

			“Are you familiar with the story of Adam and Eve?” Maeve asked once they were outside, and she had intertwined her arm with his again. “You could say you’ve taken a bite of the same apple she did. Your discovery of the summoning circle and its use, accidental or not, opened you up to the knowledge of what is out there on a grander scale. It will change you. It probably already has. As will your association with me.”

			“How do you mean?” Dane didn’t think he liked the direction this conversation was taking.

			“Physical changes are possible, but it manifests differently for everyone. The fact that you haven’t gone mad yet is a good sign. You should expect headaches, as your mind is figuratively and, to some degree, literally reshaped. Because your introduction to the greater reality was through summoning me, I expect what and who I am may influence your ultimate form.”

			“I’m not going to become a demon, am I?”

			Maeve looked at him as if he were an idiot. “Of course not. That isn’t how demons are created. You will remain very much human. By form, I meant the supernatural abilities you eventually manifest. You would not have been able to initiate the summoning if you didn’t have, at the very least, a latent spark of ability already.”

			Dane stopped walking. “Supernatural abilities? Like what?” A momentary vision of himself in a cape and uniform passed through his mind, but he pushed it away, and chided himself for being so stupid.

			“It’s hard to say. The kanji I received representing you suggests strength and leadership. Although as I said before, interpretations of kanji can be tricky even for the very experienced, which I am not. We’ll have to see once they manifest. Have you had any headaches or unusual body pain since the summoning?”

			“I was pretty hung over this morning.”

			“Is that unusual?”

			“I had a few hard seltzers.”

			Maeve raised a questioning eyebrow. “A few hard seltzers? And they were enough to give you a hangover?”

			“Yeah, well, I don’t normally drink all that much. We’re not supposed to have alcohol in the dorms. And seltzers are as strong as beer, but I like the taste better.” He could see she was not impressed, and he changed the subject. “You keep saying kanji. What is that?”

			“Kanji is the human word my previous master used for them. He had a mother of Japanese descent, and in their language, kanji are symbols that hold meaning. I believe they are derived from Chinese symbols, though. Other cultures use different names. Runes, glyphs, hieroglyphs, the list goes on, but ultimately, they are graphical depictions of your state and powers. They will change and flow as you do. Or I do. Some you will earn, others you may cultivate, or even capture.”

			She removed her arm from his and shifted again into her full succubus form, wings, hooves, and all. Then her black leather outfit dissolved, and she was standing next to him with her very nice breasts exposed, along with the tuft of red pubic hair between her long, shapely legs.

			“You can’t just be naked on the street,” Dane hissed. “Or in your… in this form.” He looked around to see if anyone was watching them, but in the dim light of the evening, they were far enough away from any other people that no one seemed to notice.

			“Calm down. My kanji are easier to see in this form, and I want to show them to you. Besides, normal humans can’t see my demon form unless I want them to. I’ll just look like a naked woman to any who are looking. But even then, the shadows are my realm, and I can use them to obscure us, if it would make you more comfortable.”

			As Dane watched, the surrounding shadows seemed to coalesce and darken. Then what looked like tattoos materialized across Maeve’s smooth, creamy white skin. There were a lot of them. Most looked like what he thought of as tribal patterns, although some were stylized animals, and others strange writing.

			“This one is new.” She pointed to a tattoo representation of a stylized male lion’s head, complete with a full mane, on her upper belly, just below her pert breasts. “It has replaced the one I received from my last master.”

			Her appearance morphed again, and Dane was more than a little disappointed that her nude athletic figure was no longer on display.

			Maeve wore a knowing smile and took a long, slow sniff of the air. “I’m so glad you approve of me. Let’s get back to your room quickly. I’m ready to devour you again.”

			Dane swallowed. “Speaking of that. I’m not supposed to have visitors in my dorm room this late. We’re gonna have to sneak you in.”

			Maeve’s smile widened. “That won’t be a problem.”

		

	
		
			
Chapter 5
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			End of the Dry Spell

			Getting her into his dorm room proved easy, just as Maeve had predicted. The building’s automated entry system had been broken for a while and the girl at the desk didn’t even bat an eye when Maeve walked in beside Dane disguised as a boy they’d just passed walking on the sidewalk out front.

			Most third-year students were sick of dorm living and found alternative housing off campus. Justin had given Dane an invitation to share his house with him, but as tempting as rent-free living with Justin was, Dane hadn’t been able to figure out the transportation aspect, so he’d had to decline the offer.

			The only perk to having been in the dorms for three years was he knew the RAs well and they had given him a single room to himself instead of a shared duplex.

			Dane’s heart had been trying to thump straight out of his chest since they got on the elevator. He led Maeve to his door, unlocked it, and pushed it open so she could enter ahead of him. She smiled and pecked him on the cheek as she went by, which was a little weird since she was still in the form of the kid they’d seen outside.

			Dane turned around and looked both ways up and down the hall. When he was satisfied no one had seen them, he closed and locked the door. Turning around, he found a naked Maeve, back in her redhead form, standing very close. Her horns, wings, hooves, and tail were all missing, as were her dominatrix outfit and kanji. She stood nearly as tall as him, so they were almost nose to nose, and he could smell the taco sauce on her breath.

			Glancing down, he took in her unencumbered breasts again. They weren’t huge, a little more than a handful, but they were perky and tipped with nipples as pink as her tail point. He reached out tentatively and cupped them, then he ran his thumbs over the firm nub of her nipples.

			She smiled and inhaled sharply. “That feels nice. I had it in my head that when I got you back here, I’d just use you for sustenance again like I did at the library, but I guess we can go a little slower if you want.”

			He nodded and slid his hands down her sides, feeling the athletic muscle just below the smooth skin of her stomach and hips. Licking his lips, he gazed hungrily at the coarse red hair covering her sex. I can’t believe this is happening. She’s like one of those sexy online models you never get to see in real life, and she’s here with me in my room. I’ve got to stay calm and not embarrass myself or shoot my load before we even really start.

			“I could go hairless if you prefer. This is how the host body had it trimmed, so I left it.”

			“No,” Dane replied hoarsely. “I like it.”

			“Good,” she replied and leaned in to kiss him.

			He hadn’t kissed a woman in a long time, and he followed her lead. Parting his lips when she did and exploring with his tongue once he felt hers. His hands found their way from her hips around to her magnificently firm butt and he gently squeezed, pulling her toward himself so he could feel her body against him from chest to thigh. God, she feels amazing.

			She was grinning when they broke the embrace. She pulled his shirt over his head, then undid his fly and pushed his pants and boxers down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, already at full mast. Maeve took hold of it as he pried off his shoes one by one, then stepped out of the wad of clothing around his ankles.

			In the library he hadn’t had time to feel self-conscious, but as he looked at her fingers encircling him, his insecurities caught up with him. I hope I’m big enough to satisfy her, or at the very least, not embarrass myself. He didn’t think he was small, just not overly large, either. Like pretty much everything about him, his dick was frustratingly average. Just the gray-man nobody notices.

			“Stop worrying,” she said, then she pulled him by his manhood over to the bed.

			She laid back onto the edge of the bed and spread her legs. Her impossibly pink pussy spread before him, the labia full and the opening at the center gaping ever so slightly. Her glistening wetness left him with no doubt she was ready. I’m not sure I’m ready, though. I know I’m not going to last very long, and I need to make this good for her if I can. Going down on her was the only way he could think of to possibly accomplish that. Not that it was a chore. She looked good enough to eat, and he had always enjoyed going down on his girlfriends. He started to kneel, but she shook her head.

			“There will be plenty of time for that later. Right now, I want you inside me.”

			Pulling him towards her. She released her grip on his shaft only when his cock was at her entrance, then she wrapped her legs around his back and pulled him into her opening. Once he felt himself slide inside her tight channel, Dane closed his eyes and pushed forward all the way until his balls touched her ass.

			“Oh. You feel amazing,” he said, verbalizing the thought he’d meant to keep tucked away in his head.

			She didn’t answer, but when he opened his eyes, she was looking up at him with an ear-to-ear grin. Slow and steady. He told himself. Think of other things and hold out as long as you can. You are not going to two-pump-and-dump.

			He eased part way out, then sunk in again. Building to a slow rhythm that he was determined to maintain until they both finished. After a dozen strokes though, he couldn’t stop himself from going faster. The warmth and velvety softness of her canal was too much. This feels so fucking good. I can’t believe this is happening.

			A few short minutes later, he felt himself getting close to climax, and he tried to slow down again. Think of physics, I have a test coming up. Mass, gravity, pressure, momentum, acceleration, friction. Not friction.

			“Don’t slow down,” she said, “I want you to cum.”

			“Where?” he panted.

			“Don’t you dare cum anywhere but inside me,” she purred. “I don’t want to lose a single drop.”

			Dane lost his internal battle and his entire body spasmed as he buried himself to the hilt. The sensation of cumming inside her was so divine it nearly caused him to pass out.

			When he was completely spent, she pulled him down on top of her, so they were lying chest to chest with his feet still on the floor and her legs still around him.

			“That was very satisfying,” she whispered into his ear.

			“I’m sorry you didn’t finish,” he replied.

			“That wasn’t the point, but this was still pleasurable for me, because I feel pleasure when you do.”

			Dane felt an overwhelming wave of exhaustion creep over him, and he lay his head over to the side between Maeve’s beautiful breasts and closed his eyes.

			###

			When he woke, he was still in his bed, but he had another splitting headache. He realized he was naked, and the events of the previous day and evening came flooding back.

			Checking beneath his blanket, he found Maeve rolled over against the wall, snoring softly. She too was naked and between seeing her perfect backside and remembering what they’d done before falling asleep together, his cock began to harden.

			Dane slipped from the bed, doing his best not to wake her. In the bathroom, with his penis painfully hard, it was impossible to pee into the toilet. This isn’t going to work. I might as well just get in the shower.

			He started the shower and tried to think about anything but Maeve’s naked body while he waited for the water to get warm. Why do I feel like I have another hangover? I didn’t drink anything yesterday. I also feel a little achy, like I might have a cold or the flu coming on. He hoped he couldn’t catch anything by having sex with a succubus. He hadn’t even thought to wear a rubber, not that he had any on hand anyway.

			He remembered what Maeve said about the changes he should experience, and he wondered if the aching and the headache might be part of that. I hope so. Way better that than a demon disease.

			The idea of developing some type of superhuman ability had him excited, although his cynical side warned him he’d probably develop something useless or nothing at all. Maeve had hinted that developing nothing was a possibility.

			Even after getting into the shower and relieving his bladder, his erection still wouldn’t fully subside. His mind kept drifting back to the gorgeous woman in his bed. The only way I’m going to be able to concentrate on anything but her and her perfect body is to rub one out. So, taking his shaft in hand, he started pumping.

			Before long, using Maeve as inspiration, he shot an enormous load clear across the shower where it splattered against the tile. The strength and volume of the ejaculation startled him. That was a lot, and I’ve never even come close to hitting the far wall before.

			With his mind clearer, he tried again to focus on what to do about the succubus in his bed. He wasn’t sure how he should treat the situation. If she was his, or if he was her master, the way she kept saying, then it seemed like it was his responsibility to take care of her. But thinking of her like she is a pet just feels gross and wrong on so many levels.

			She’s clearly not my girlfriend either, though. He had no illusions about that. A woman of her beauty was way out of his league. That asshole Luke wasn’t wrong about that. That left the uncomfortable truth that she was there with him, not because she wanted to be, but because she had to be, and that also felt gross and wrong. He supposed there were plenty of men who would have been happy with that and would call him stupid for questioning it, but he wanted more. I want to be with someone who wants to be with me.

			He climbed from the shower and toweled off. Knowing he needed to talk with her about it. However, when he got back into his room, Maeve was still under the covers, fast asleep. He told himself he just didn’t want to wake her, but he knew he really wasn’t looking forward to the coming conversation. I guess our talk isn’t so urgent it can’t wait until I get done with my shift at the coffee bar.

			Besides worrying about the inevitable conversation, he worried about what she would do while he was gone. He hoped she wouldn’t go out. Then he chastised himself again for thinking of her as a new puppy he had to look after. She’s a grown woman. Or demon, technically, but she is clearly smart, capable, and way older and more mature than I am. Master or not, she doesn’t need me to look after her.

			He left his phone on the desk for her. She seemed to enjoy it and it was the best tool he could think of to get her familiar with the times, short of encouraging her to go out and immerse herself in the world.

			A glumness fell over him as he walked toward his job at the student center. He felt as though he were leaving a part of himself behind in his room, and all he wanted to do was go back. He remembered the infatuation, and the ache to be with his ex he’d felt, especially in the early days of their relationship. I can’t let myself start feeling that way about Maeve. As much as he’d loved it when she’d referred to him as her boyfriend, he knew their relationship would never be that. Whatever this is, it won’t ever be that kind of relationship. She’s not with me because she wants to be.

			Like the library, the front part of the student center had been built long ago in a gothic style. It had been updated and added to many times over the centuries, but the front façade still bore all the hallmarks of a cathedral.

			Dane hadn’t paid the gargoyles on the edge of the roof much mind before, but when movement from above caught his eye, he looked up and could have sworn one of them had turned its head to look at him. Hurrying inside, he hoped hallucinations weren’t another symptom of his ongoing change.

			One of his coworkers, Cassie, was there instead of Justin. She didn’t seem upset to be covering for Justin, but then Cassie never seemed too upset about anything. The running joke amongst the other coffee bar employees was that she was perpetually stoned. Dane didn’t know if that was true, and he didn’t care. She’s always been nice to me, nicer than any of the other girls here, and she gets her work done. That makes her better than most in my book. If she likes to smoke some weed in her spare time, who am I to judge?

			“Hey Dane,” Cassie said in her soft sing-song way. “Do you want to make drinks, or do you want the register?”

			Dane didn’t mind doing either, but doing the register meant also helping with drinks, so it was really like doing both jobs and why most of his coworkers didn’t like it.

			“I’ll take the register.”

			“Okay,” Cassie replied, then she stared at him for a long, intense moment. Her bright green eyes were clear and sharp and didn’t look the least bit stoned. She gave him a warm appraising smile, something she’d never done before, then went back to the prep work she’d been doing when he got there.

			Dane wasn’t sure what had just happened. In the two years he’d worked with Cassie, she’d been nice, but never given him a look like that. On reflection, he noticed a couple other odd things about her that morning, too.

			He’d always found her slight build attractive, but her hips had a little more sway in them than he remembered as she walked away. Her skin tone seemed less the deep tanned bronze he remembered, and more a mixture of bronze with a strange underlying green hue, as well. Her long dark hair was the same as he remembered, but her ears seem pointier than normal, almost like a ren-fair fantasy elf ears.

			Like with Harold the day before, the strange visual effects were hard for his eyes to latch onto, but seemed easier when he wasn’t looking directly at her. He tried to put the oddities out of his mind as they opened, and the first customers of the day came in.

			By the time shift change came around, Dane was exhausted again. His headache and body-aches had persisted all day, as had his notice of odd details and people.

			In particular, three of his customers had appeared strange like Harold and Cassie. One was unnaturally gaunt and pale, almost to the point of looking sickly. She had smiled warmly when she’d taken her coffee from him, but her eyes had looked distant, almost dead. Another boy he recognized as a regular had appeared exceptionally hairy, in a way Dane didn’t remember from the last time he’d seen him.

			The girl the furry kid was with kept glaring at Dane, with a level of haughty disdain he didn’t think was simply because he was a lowly barista. Her alabaster skin had practically glowed, especially around her head. Her unusual features had been clearest and easiest for him to focus on without relying on his peripheral vison.

			He wasn’t sure what to make of the oddities. They were slight enough that he could have just imagined them, but he didn’t really believe that. He suspected they were tied in with the changes Maeve had told him to expect.

			As he walked back toward his dorm, pondering those changes, he remembered he still needed to spend some time on his upcoming report. The report would have to wait, though. He wasn’t about to go anywhere but straight back to his room. He had a nagging fear Maeve hadn’t been sitting idle all day while he was out, and he was worried about what kind of trouble a Succubus was capable of getting up to.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 6
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			Devil’s in the Details

			To Dane’s relief, Maeve was in his room, sitting on the bed with his phone in front of her when he got back. His relief was short-lived, however. Scattered around the room was evidence she’d been out shopping while he was at work.

			“You went out?” he asked, despite knowing the answer already.

			“Yeah.” she said, looking up. “You didn’t expect me to sit around here all day, did you?”

			Even though that was exactly what he’d hoped would happen, he felt stupid admitting it, so he asked instead, “Where did you get all this stuff? You didn’t have any money. Did you?”

			She was in new clothes that looked like they would blend in with the campus crowd. Fitted jeans, a halter top, and converse. Two huge department store bags lay on the floor and a container of burger shop fast-food sat on the desk.

			Maeve’s eyes twinkled with mischief. “Dane, I’m a succubus. How hard do you think money or material things are for someone like me to come by?”

			Dane felt an unexpected flare of jealousy and a lump rising in his throat. He thought of all the ways a sexy woman like Maeve could earn quick money, if they wanted.

			She cocked her head, studying him. “You’re jealous.”

			“No—” he began, but she cut him off as she rose from the bed.

			“Dane, I can smell it on you.” She came over to him and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I didn’t do anything you should be jealous of, although it never even occurred to me you might be. My previous masters have all counted on my seductive abilities to serve their own ends in one way or another, and none of them seemed the least bit protective of my virtue. It’s actually very sweet and refreshing that you are. In hindsight, I realize I probably should have seen this coming.”

			“So how did you get all this stuff, then?” Dane asked, trying to defuse how silly he felt.

			“Well, I may have flirted a little, maybe a peck on the cheek or two, not too much more than that.”

			It wasn’t what he’d feared, but he knew what it felt like to be cheated on and he couldn’t help feeling that all too familiar sting of betrayal resurfacing. His family and friends had hinted for years that his fear of rejection was holding him back, and he didn’t necessarily disagree, but I’m being stupid. I have no right to feel this way or saddle her with my baggage.

			“Oh, I see,” Maeve looked at him with concern. “I have miscalculated. Even that much has created a problem.”

			Dane gently pushed her away and went into the bathroom. He didn’t need to use it, but he wanted a bit of space and a few moments to get his head together. God, I know I’m being such a baby about this. It’s not a big thing and I need to deal with it. It isn’t like we’re in a real relationship.

			Inside the open shower, he noticed a crude pentagram scrawled on the floor tiles with a Ouija board and candles inside it. Except for the Ouija board, the scene reminded him a lot of what he’d found in the strange round room beneath the library. He wasn’t sure he even wanted to know what Maeve had been using it for. Hopefully not summoning herself a pet.

			Sitting down on the toilet, he put his head in his hands. He hadn’t thought to lock the door,

			“Are you okay?” Maeve asked uncertainly with a look of concern.

			“I’ll be fine. This is all just new to me. I know I’m being an emotional pussy again, and I know I’m reading too much into our situation. I don’t have any right to be jealous. I don’t own you.”

			Maeve smiled. “Well, own isn’t the right word, but—”

			“No. I don’t want to be your master or your owner or your anything else like that. If you’d asked me a few days ago if I’d be okay with a smoking hot woman who wanted to call me master and wanted to have sex with me all the time, I’d have said hell yes, sign me up, but now that you’re here it just feels… wrong.” All the feelings he’d been grappling with that morning in the shower came rushing back and mixed with the fresh jealousy, creating a maddening cocktail of confusion.

			“I understand. I do. Or at least, I think I do. You and I are from vastly different realms, with different sensibilities. In the Pit where I am from, there are tiers to everything. Everyone is both servant and master. Except for the dark lord at the top, I suppose.”

			“That doesn’t make it better. There must be a way for you to get out of this. For you to be free of this service I accidentally bound you into. I’ll give it all up. Just tell me what I have to do.” It surprised him how much that hurt to say, even though he meant it and knew it was the right thing to do.

			Maeve looked at the floor. “You’re the first master from any realm to ever offer such a thing, and I actually believe you would do it if you could.” Her eyes came back up to his. “But there isn’t any way to do what you’re suggesting. At least not one I know of. Short of one of us dying. And all that would do is send me back to the Pit or you on to the next plane. Dane, I don’t believe things happen for a reason under some grand plan. I’ve glimpsed the beings in charge of everything and trust me, they are not the infallible planners your religious text would have you believe. That being said, I think me coming here was fortuitous for us both. And after last night, I believe I know how I can best serve you in a way that will be both helpful to you and enjoyable for me.”

			Dane wanted to say again that he didn’t want her to serve him, but he knew it was pointless. If the way she explained it was correct, and he had no reason to doubt it was, they were in this until death did them part. He laughed at the irony of that.

			“What’s so funny?” Maeve asked.

			“Nothing,” he replied with a shake of his head. “If you come across a way, short of me killing myself, to set you free, you’ll let me know?”

			Maeve looked at him indulgently. “Yes. I will.”

			“Okay,” he let the matter drop for the time being and moved the conversation on to another question he had. “So, what’s with the pentagram in the shower?”

			“The pentacle and the Ouija board are for communication. A bit like your magnificent phone. Except it contacts my home plane,” Maeve said as they left the bathroom and went back out into his room. “I needed some advice.”

			“Advice about what?”

			“Like I said, you’re not the only one who finds themselves in an unusual situation. I contacted a mentor of sorts.”

			“Ouija boards actually work? I mean, I thought they were just bullshit tricks teenagers played on each other.”

			Maeve laughed. “Ouija boards can be used to communicate between planes if you know what you’re doing. Although it’s always fun when human kids accidentally connect to the Pit. Scaring the shit out of them can be such a sweet treat.”

			Dane couldn’t help but smile, wondering if he and his friends in middle school had ever accidentally connected with the nether realm.

			“Okay, now that we’ve gotten all that out of the way,” Maeve said. “I want to talk to you about our new plan.”

			“Our new plan?”

			“Yes. It’s obvious from the way you talk, you aren’t confident in nor happy with yourself. We’re going to change that.”

			Dane chuckled wryly. “Just like that? Poof, we’re going to change the last twenty-two years of my life?”

			“No, not poof, just like that. Believe me, we’re both going to wish it were so simple. It’s going to be hard. Very hard. And exhausting,” she smiled. “More exhausting for you than for me, but that’s the way these things work.”

			“Something tells me I’m not going to like this.”

			“You know, on second thought, telling you the plan can wait. I think you need a feel-good pick-me-up and so could I.” She put her arms around his neck, then dragged him toward the bed. While she did, she sniffed, and her eyes widened a fraction. “You smell different.”

			“Yeah, like coffee?”

			“Yes, that, but there’s something else too. Something faint, but definitely there.” She leaned in and inhaled him more deeply. “I didn’t think it would show up so soon. It didn’t with my last master, but your pheromones have increased and strengthened. They’re the natural chemical cocktail that helps attract people to you. Heightened pheromones are part of what makes my kind so successful. I knew yours would be affected eventually, but I’m surprised it’s begun so quickly.”

			“So, I’m going to smell more attractive?”

			“In a manner of speaking.”

			“Is that why you’re dragging me off to bed right now?”

			“No,” Maeve grinned. “Your pheromones won’t work on me, just as mine cannot work on you. It would be unfair if a summoned could so easily seduce their master, don’t you think? For you, I still have to do it the old-fashioned way, and vice versa.”

			Maeve didn’t bother with much foreplay. They kissed while they undressed, but then she got on top and rode him until he came. Afterward, it occurred to him it was the second time he’d cum in her without using protection. I don’t think succubi can get pregnant or spread disease, but I’m not sure, and I don’t think the knowledge I’ve gained from graphic novels and movies is all that reliable.

			Swallowing his pride, he asked her about it and was relieved when she confirmed that

			While they were still lying together, she got back to explaining her grand plan and filled him in on a few things she’d already scheduled for him. Justin’s voice echoed in his head while Maeve talked, spouting off about how he didn’t have a girlfriend because all they wanted to do was to take control and change a man. When it comes to dealing with women, I think it’s probably a good idea to ignore everything Justin has to say, though.

			“While I was out today,” Maeve said, “I booked you a session with a trainer at the university’s gym. He’s a kinesiology student, but he has his training certifications, so I think he’ll do for now.”

			“I can’t afford a trainer.” Dane said. He’d also always found gyms incredibly intimidating, but he didn’t want to add that part.

			“I’ll take care of it,” she replied.

			“I don’t want you to do that.”

			“Calm down. Now that I know how you feel, I promise I won’t seduce anyone to get what we need. I’m all yours for as long as that’s what you want.”

			Dane sighed. He didn’t want to reopen the, you’re not mine, conversation, not yet. And Maeve had already moved on to her next topic, anyway.

			“Once I realized how much this time relies on paperwork and identification for everything, I went to an imp. He’s getting me a birth certificate, driver’s license, and all the other paperwork that all you normal people have,” she groaned. “The nineteen-twenties were much easier in that regard.”

			“An imp?”

			“Yeah, they’re ugly but resourceful little shits, kind of like dwarves that way. But dwarves don’t particularly like my kind, or any of the demon races, for that matter. And the feeling is mutual, so I wasn’t about to look one of them up. Besides that, they ask too many questions and want everything to be on the up-and-up. Imps, not so much. The one I found runs a pawnshop across town. He said he’ll have my documents finished in a few days, and after that he’ll be a good contact to have if I need anything else.”

			Dane wasn’t sure why the thought of imps living on earth was so hard to believe. He was in bed with a succubus after all, but still he looked at Maeve to make sure she wasn’t just messing with him. Then he remembered the people he’d seen while working that just didn’t look right, and he asked her about them.

			She chuckled. “The one who was giving you the stink eye and had the glow sounds like an angel.”

			“Like an angel, angel?”

			“Yep, but don’t let all that nonsense about them being sweet and innocent fool you. They can be nasty little cunts when they want to be.”

			“Do they do the guardian angel thing? Or keep evil at bay?”

			“At higher levels. Guardian angels are a bit like free-roaming succubus are for my kind. The one you saw was just a minor angel. She probably just got her wings and is here to mingle and get an education in humanity. If she’s with a lycanthrope, which it sounds like she was, she’s spreading her rebellious wings. Good for her.”

			“Angels and werewolves? Are all the monsters and beings of myth and legend real?”

			“Most of them.”

			“Why doesn’t anyone know? Humans I mean.”

			“The powers that be don’t want you to. Like I said, you took a bite of the forbidden apple by summoning me. That old story of Adam and Eve isn’t as far from the truth as a lot of the other ones are. Although the way your society has interpreted Eve’s story is a bit skewed and missing most of the true implications. You’ll start to see the other supernatural races more like we see one another now, instead of how normal humans see us. You won’t see their full, true form unless they want you to, but you’ll see a watered-down version of what they are.”

			“This is so much to take in.”

			“Yep, don’t let your brain explode. I’m not ready to go back to the Pit just yet. I’m starting to enjoy myself here.”

			That made Dane feel good, even though he suspected she meant she was enjoying the entire experience of being on earth again, rather than enjoying being with him specifically.

			“Oh, I almost forgot,” Maeve said as she threw off the blanket covering them and bounced over toward the shopping bags beside his desk. “I got you a few things while I was out.”

			He was a little apprehensive about seeing what she’d gotten him, but he loved seeing her firm naked body cross the room.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 7
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			What Are Friends For?

			Maeve’s shopping bags contained mostly clothes. Most of the outfits were for her, but a few were for him as well.

			“If I have clothes to wear,” she said, “then I don’t have to conjure them onto my body, which saves me a little energy. Besides, wearing them is just fun. Almost as fun as buying them.”

			She showed him a pair of jeans, three tops, two dresses, and a couple pairs of shoes. A few items were conspicuously absent from the haul, though. Maeve hadn’t shown him a single bra or pair of panties. When he asked her about the omission, she just smiled her devilish smile and asked why she should bother.

			“I bought a few of each, and I can show them to you if you want, but I prefer not to wear them whenever possible. I rather like the way it feels without them,” she replied.

			Dane had to admit he liked the natural bounce of her firm, perky breasts beneath her top a lot and if she didn’t have a problem not wearing underwear most of the time, he wasn’t going to complain.

			When she brought out the things she’d gotten him, he worried he might not be comfortable wearing what she’d picked out. But actually, the things she’d gotten weren’t as out-there as he’d feared. The jeans looked a little slimmer than he was used to, and the T-shirts were a little trendier, but nothing he wouldn’t at least try wearing.

			As she was showing him all the new outfits, his phone rang.

			“Hey Justin,” he said into the receiver.

			“Hey man, what are you doing?” Justin asked.

			“Ah, nothing. Just here in my room.”

			“You’ve got to come over. This new game is awesome. I’ll order pizza.”

			Dane saw Maeve perk up when Justin said the word pizza.

			“I don’t think so,” he replied.

			“No. You cannot say no.” Justin insisted. “And I know what your next excuse is going to be, so I’m sending a Ride-zilla for you. It’s my dad’s corporate account, so don’t give me any shit about wanting to pay me back. It won’t cost either of us anything.”

			“Thanks man, but really—”

			“I think we should go,” Maeve said.

			Justin’s end of the line when silent. Then, “Oh man, you’re with a girl. Dude, you’ve been holding out. So not cool. Is she a girlfriend? Or just a friend? Either way, I have to meet her. I’m sending the ride.” His end of the line went dead.

			“Shit,” Dane said. Justin was always doing things like that and it made Dane uncomfortable how comfortable Justin was at throwing his father’s money around.

			“Why shit?” Maeve asked. “I think this could be fun. I want to meet this friend of yours and I really want to eat his pizza. I found ads for pizza while I was browsing the internet and it looks amazing.”

			“You’ve never had pizza?”

			“Sure, I have, but only the Chicago stuff from a century ago. It looks like pizza has progressed a great deal since then, like everything else.”

			Maeve was already getting dressed in one of her new outfits and Dane knew a lost battle when he saw it. “Okay, but I can’t stay out too late. I have class tomorrow.”

			“And a gym appointment in the morning.” Maeve added.

			As he watched her slim, shapely body disappear beneath a layer of clothing, another question occurred to him. “You said clothing takes effort to conjure. What about your wings and tail and stuff?”

			“Covering them up from you and other supernatural’s takes no real energy. Like I said, the creator of this universe wants to make it easy for the normals to remain oblivious to our presence. In fact, if it were up to him we wouldn’t be here at all, but he lost that battle a long, long time ago. I could have my demon parts on display more and anyone who was normal wouldn’t see them, but my last master didn’t like them, so I just keep them hidden. It’s kind of habit at this point.”

			“Does that bother you?”

			“No,” Maeve shook her head as she threw on a dark sweater over her light-colored top.

			“Do your wings actually work? I mean, are you able to fly?”

			“Technically yes. The atmosphere on this world is pretty thin, though, so flying takes more effort than in the Pit or on some other worlds I’ve been to. Beyond that, most non-humans try to avoid flying here. Again, the creator of this world really frowns on anything that gets his sheeple riled up, and seeing flying humanoids definitely gets normal humans riled up.”

			“Yeah, I can see how that might be a problem.”

			“For everyone but the asshat angels. They can obscure themselves completely from human eyes. Perks of being this world’s creator’s chosen, I guess. It’s a little like what I can do at night or in shadow, only they can do it any time of day.”

			The car Justin arranged pulled up outside Dane’s dorm building twenty minutes later. The driver was a nice enough older man, but Dane couldn’t help noticing the man adjusted his rearview mirror several times to get a better look back at Maeve.

			Dane didn’t bother knocking when they reached Justin’s three-bedroom bungalow style house. He just opened the front door, then stepped aside so Maeve could enter ahead of him.

			Justin came around the corner from the living room to meet them in the entry and skidded across the wood floor in his stocking feet.

			“Wow, you’re gorgeous,” Justin said to Maeve as he stuck out his hand, then to Dane he said. “Nice job, man. She’s a keeper, I can already tell.”

			Maeve wore an amused smile as she shook Justin’s hand. “Thank you, Justin. I appreciate that. Finally, a man who knows how to treat a lady.”

			“Yeah, well, I’ve tried to rub off on my young padawan here and from the looks of things, it seems to be working. Come on in.” Justin turned and led the way back into his living room. “The pizza should be here soon. There’s beer in the fridge and there might even be a bottle of wine in the cupboard, if that’s what you prefer. Help yourselves. Mi casa es tu casa.”

			Maeve leaned in and said into Dane’s ear. “I like him. He seems fun.”

			Dane snorted. “He’s on his best behavior right now. Give him some time.”

			“This is a beautiful place you have here,” Maeve said louder, so Justin could hear.

			“Thanks, yeah, it’s my dad’s place,” Justin replied. “He bought it when I enrolled at Sablehurst. It does the job. I’m not sure what he’ll do with it once I graduate in a couple years.”

			“If you graduate,” Dane quipped.

			“C’s get degrees, my friend,” Justin replied. “And that’s all my dad cares about. He just wants to see me with a degree.”

			“Is it just you here?” Maeve asked. “No roommates?”

			“Just me. I keep trying to get Dane to come live with me, but he keeps shutting me down.”

			“I wouldn’t have a way to get to school if I lived here,” Dane replied defensively. “I can’t rely on you to drive me around every day and Ride-Zilla’s get expensive.”

			Maeve gave him a look that made him think her mental wheels were turning.

			“Do you want something to drink?” he asked her before she could press him on the issue or let him in on whatever plan she was suddenly devising.

			“Wine, if you can find it. A beer if you can’t.”

			“So, how did you two meet? And more importantly, do you have an available sister?” Dane heard Justin ask Maeve as he left the room to go get the drinks.

			He found a single dusty bottle of red wine in the cupboard above the fridge, but he couldn’t find a corkscrew anywhere. Digging the cork out with a steak knife proved both tedious and messy, but he got it done and then had to find a suitable vessel to serve the wine in. He knew from experience Justin didn’t keep much in the house that wasn’t disposable, as far as cups and plates were concerned.

			By the time Dane got back into the living room, Justin was showing off his new game to a mildly amused Maeve. When Dane sat down beside her on the huge, overstuffed leather couch, she traded him the game controller she held for the red plastic cup of wine he’d brought back for her.

			“Justin, might I use your restroom?” Maeve asked.

			“Yeah, of course. It’s down the hall there,” Justin replied.

			Once Maeve had left the room, Justin threw a cheese puff from the bag beside him at Dane and said in a low, conspiratorial voice, “Dude. She is smokin’. You really met her at the library? Damn, I’m going to have to start hanging out there, too.”

			“That’ll never happen,” Dane chuckled.

			“No, you’re probably right, but still. Is she a student? She looks like she’s close to thirty. Not that there’s anything wrong with that. I mean, I’d be into an older woman too if she looked like her.” He threw another cheese puff. “Dude, you cannot mess this up. I know you’ve always said no before, but let me help you out. A woman like that is going to expect a certain level of wining and dining, and that takes way more than the pennies we make serving up coffees. Trust me, I know what I’m talking about here.”

			Dane opened the beer he’d brought back from the kitchen. He knew for a fact Justin didn’t have much experience with women, older or otherwise. At least not in the years I’ve been here with him at Sablehurst. Beyond that he disliked the idea of accepting Justin’s generosity, even though he caved to things like Ridezilla rides far more often than he cared to admit. He’d tried to reciprocate in his own way, by helping Justin with schoolwork, but despite Justin’s surfer-dude persona he was actually quite bright and didn’t really need much help at school.

			“I’m good, but thanks for the offer.” Dane said.

			“Okay, but I’m really hoping you don’t let this one get away. She’s hot, nice, smart, and funny. Did I mention hot?”

			“Yeah,” Dane chuckled.

			Maeve came back into the living room, and the conversation turned from her to other things.

			Later, when Justin left the room for a minute, she leaned over and said into Dane’s ear, “He isn’t using either of the two extra rooms in back. He’s only using the master. He doesn’t even have one of the other rooms set up as a guest room.”

			“You were snooping?” Dane asked incredulously.

			“I was getting acquainted with your new place. This is the perfect house for two young bachelors,” Maeve said with a wink.

			“Hey what’s all the whispering going on in here?” Justin quipped as he jumped back into his recliner and threw up the footrest.

			“I was just telling Dane I think he should take you up on your offer to rent a room here.” Maeve said.

			“Right!” Justin replied with enthusiasm. “I’ve been trying to tell him that for the last two years. I hope you can get through to him. No rent necessary though.”

			Dane sighed. “You both know why I can’t live over here. It’s a twenty-minute walk to campus. And even if I wanted to do that every day, there are other reasons it wouldn’t work.”

			He hoped Maeve would get the hint and stop egging Justin on. I can’t very well accept Justin’s offer and then say, oh by the way, I also need to move my succubus girlfriend in with me. Actually, he wasn’t sure Justin would mind that part at all. He’d probably think it was awesome, but I’m not ready to add that conversation to my growing list of things to deal with.

			He needed to figure out his and Maeve’s living situation, though. He couldn’t keep sneaking her into his dorm room forever. No matter how careful they were, someone was going to notice, eventually. He was on good terms with the RA’s, but not such good terms that they would overlook Maeve living in his room with him.

			“You okay, buddy?” Justin asked. “You went all quiet over there.”

			“Yeah. I’m good,” Dane replied. “I’m gonna go get another beer. Anyone else want one? Or more wine?”

			Maeve shook her head, but Justin called after him. “Yeah, I’ll take a beer.”

			Dane couldn’t believe he’d finished his first beer so fast. He normally had to choke them down on account of the harsh taste, but that first one had gone down easily. He figured it had to be the stress of bringing Maeve to meet his only friend and the uncomfortable reality of their living situation. He cracked open another one and took an extra out to Justin.

			When the pizza got there, Dane watched with amusement as Maeve devoured her first slice like a woman possessed.

			“This is amazing,” She said.

			“Yeah, Little Rondo’s is my favorite,” Justin replied.

			By eleven o’clock Dane and Justin had both downed another few beers each and played a couple rounds on Justin’s new console game. For Justin, that much beer might have been a typical Sunday night, but for Dane, an entire six-pack on his own had him on the verge of passing out.

			In fact, the last thing he clearly remembered from the night was Justin and Maeve opening a bottle of tequila to start doing shots.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 8
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			Blackmail

			Dane woke with a headache for the third day in a row, but this time what actually woke him was much more pleasant. Maeve bobbed under their shared blanket, his cock in her mouth. His shaft was rock hard as she worked it up and down in slow, smooth strokes.

			Naturally, his hands wanted to go to the back of her head, but he remembered how she’d scolded him that first time for touching her horns, so he pushed back the blanket instead so he could watch, exposing both of their naked bodies to the cool morning air.

			Maeve looked up without removing her mouth from him. He drank in her gorgeous body nestled between his legs and suddenly her lips around his shaft weren’t enough. He reached down and lightly grasped her by the shoulders. She seemed surprised he was trying to pull her up off his cock, but after a moment she released him from her mouth and allowed herself to be led up his body until she straddled his hips.

			It took little repositioning for his tip to find her entrance, and when he did, he pushed into her moist, warm canal at the same time as she sank down onto him. She rode him cowgirl style, grinding her hips against his pelvis until she began to pant. He wasn’t sure if it was all the alcohol he’d consumed the night before or something else, but he realized his own climax was still a way off, which gave him hope he might actually make her cum for once.

			Her smooth white skin took on an allover blush, especially her cheeks and the area right above and between her breasts. Reaching up, he took each of her beautiful globes in hand and brushed her impossibly pink nipples with his thumbs. She shuddered at his touch, so he kept it up, swirling his thumbs around and over her hard nipples in slow circles. Pinching them gently between his fingers every so often to bring out another whimper.

			A few minutes later, he felt her body begin to buck as she climaxed. The sensation inside was incredible, and it was all it took to send him over the edge as well. She moaned loudly as he erupted inside her. Releasing her breasts, he grabbed her hips and held her stationary atop him until they were both spent, and she slumped onto his chest, still panting.

			“You’re not a bad alarm clock,” he said through his own gasps.

			“Glad you liked it.” Maeve replied. “And wow, you’re progressing nicely. That was fantastic. I didn’t expect to cum this morning.”

			Dane beamed at the compliment, even though his cynical side reminded him that a succubus could undoubtedly fake an orgasm as easily as breathing. He pushed that thought away though and just let himself bask in how good it felt to be there with her in his arms. I hope this never ends, but I know it’s bound to eventually.

			He had paid little attention to their surroundings until then, but he realized they were in one of Justin’s guest rooms on the floor, with a couple of mismatched pillows and a few blankets beneath them. He’d spent a few nights in there like that, although always alone before.

			Reaching over to a pile of their clothes, he found his glasses and his phone and checked the time. It was already after six.

			“I have class today,” he said.

			“We have a training appointment in less than an hour,” Maeve added.

			Dane groaned, and Maeve crawled off him. They quickly got cleaned up, then called for a ride and slipped out without waking Justin.

			He and Maeve went back to his dorm so they could change. He put on some old shorts and a pair of sneakers. Maeve got dressed in one of her new workout outfits, which Dane very much approved of. The tight fabric hugged every inch of her shapely body and made him wonder if he’d ever be able to concentrate on the workout with her there. Or if maybe we could skip the gym altogether and just get another little workout in here.

			They hustled across campus to the gym, getting there right at seven.

			The workout session Maeve scheduled was for them both. She said she didn’t need to work out to build or maintain a physique, but she wanted to be there with him for support and getting a couple’s session seemed like the best way to do that. He wasn’t complaining. Somehow, just having someone else with him made even going into the gym easier.

			The trainer was exactly what Dane had expected. A guy about his age who looked like he’d spent every waking moment of his life in either a gym or on a football field. The guy was nice enough, although once they started the workout, he seemed far more interested in chatting up Maeve than actually training them.

			Maeve’s natural instinct seemed to be to flirt. Which made sense, her being a succubus and all, but Dane could tell she was making a genuine effort not to flirt too much with the trainer during their session. She did enough to keep the guy engaged in what he was doing while still being respectful of Dane, and Dane appreciated that.

			He imagined the trainer, as well as half the gym, both guys and girls, were wondering what Maeve was doing there with someone like him. It was an uncomfortable truth he knew he’d better get used to. Maeve had convinced him that coming to the gym would help him build some confidence as well as tone his physique, although he remained skeptical.

			By the end of the training session, the combination of the intense exercise and the night of drinking beforehand left him ready to vomit.

			When they got back to his room, all he wanted to do was crawl into his bed and go to sleep. He knew that wasn’t an option though, so he stripped down and jumped into the shower.

			When he got out and looked at himself in the foggy mirror, he had to do a double take. There was something dark right in the center of his chest. What the fuck is that? Looking down, he rubbed at the dark markings, trying to scrub them off, but they were on him like permanent marker. No, like a tattoo.

			He franticly used the corner of his towel to clear off the mirror so he could get a better view of what was scrawled across his chest.

			There was a stylized lion’s face at the center that looked almost identical to the kanji Maeve had shown him on her chest. Unlike hers, his had bat-like wings flaring out behind it to either side and horns. All done in a matching, almost tribal style.

			“Maeve, come look at this,” he said.

			When she entered the bathroom, her eyes widened, and she reached out to run her fingers over the image. “How strange. I’ve never seen my symbol and my masters combined before. Usually, your kanji would be at the center of both our chests. Then on you, my kanji would be somewhere on your abdomen. If I were your first or only summoned, I’d expect it in the center of your belly, where your navel is. If you had multiple summoned their symbols would line up to encircle your midsection. I’ve never seen a master’s, and a summoned’s kanji combined like this before.” She looked slightly troubled. “When I’m able to get more candles, I’ll reach out to my mentor in the Pit again and see if she’s ever heard of something like this.”

			She stood back to take his new ink work in. “Other than not understanding it, I think it looks good on you.”

			“Is there a way to make it disappear the way yours can?” Dane asked.

			“Just think about wanting it to go away and it should.”

			Sure enough, when he concentrated on wanting the tattoo to disappear, it faded from view. He wouldn’t have admitted it out loud to anyone, but he actually liked the way it looked. He’d always thought about getting a tattoo of some sort, but he’d never known what to get, and he’d never had the nerve either.

			His classes dragged all day, and he just couldn’t concentrate on the lectures, or his lab work the way he normally could. Finding out other worlds and dimensions existed, and realizing many of the creatures you once thought were only from stories actually walked amongst humans had a way of making Advanced Statistics seem far less interesting or important.

			“Mr. Staley,” the professor, an older man in a tweed suit with a bowtie said to Dane after class. “I was asked to tell you the Dean of Students wants a word. As soon as possible.”

			Dane wasn’t sure where the Dean of Student’s office was, but he figured it had to be somewhere in the large administrator’s building, so he headed in that direction.

			As he walked, he tried to figure out what the Dean might want. This must have something to do with Maeve. They’d been careful, and he didn’t think anyone had spotted them going into his dorm room together, but he couldn’t be sure. Someone must have seen us, or more likely heard us.

			Like many of the older buildings on campus, the administration building looked like a gothic cathedral, complete with creepy gargoyles that seemed to stare at him from along the roofline. After asking at the front desk of the administration building, Dane traversed the maze of corridors toward the Dean’s office. He was just about there when someone stepped out in front of him.

			“Ms. Stevens?” Dane said, startled and confused to see the head librarian there.

			“Mr. Staley,” she said with a smug smile. “I thought we should chat.”

			“Ah, okay, but I have to go see the Dean right now.”

			“I know. I’m the reason he called you in.”

			Dane’s heart sank remembering the incident in the library just a few days earlier. So much had happened since then that he’d forgotten all about her misinterpretation of what she’d seen.

			“Ms. Stevens, I already told you that wasn’t what it looked like.”

			“I want to believe you Dane, I really do, but it doesn’t look good. Or at least it doesn’t depending on how the story is told. So, here’s how this is going to go. You’re going to go in there and agree with whatever I propose, or the story I lay out for the Dean will be the worst possible interpretation and I promise these will be your last days at Sablehurst University. Do you understand?”

			Dane stared at her, mouth agape. He had no idea what he had done to make her so determined to get him expelled, but she was a problem he certainly didn’t need right then.

			Once Ms. Stevens let him go, Dane proceeded on to the dean’s office in a daze, where he was asked to wait in the outer office by the Dean’s secretary. He took a seat on one of the hard chairs and tried not to sneeze at the secretary’s overindulgence in cologne, which filled the small room like a cloud.

			Ms. Stevens entered a few moments later. She was greeted warmly by the secretary, then ushered directly into the Dean’s office. A few minutes after that, the phone on the secretary’s desk rang, and Dane was allowed into the inner sanctum as well.

			“So, Mr. Staley.” the Dean began. “Victoria tells me you spend a great deal of time in the library.”

			“Yes, sir. I do.” Dane replied.

			The Dean was a pudgy, balding man, in a dark suit with glasses too small for his face.

			“Good, good. I did during my university days as well,” the Dean continued. “She also tells me you work at the coffee bar in the student center.”

			“Yes, sir,” Dane replied uncertainly. The conversation wasn’t starting out the way he’d expected, and he glanced over at Ms. Stevens, who was grinning like the proverbial cat that ate the canary.

			“Victoria has graciously proposed that you kill two birds with one stone. Your work requirement for your scholarship could be fulfilled at the library for the rest of this quarter if I were to allow it. All changes to scholarship terms must be approved by this office, but I can’t see any reason not to approve a change like that. Additionally, the starting wage for library staff is slightly higher than what our coffee bar pays, so after deductions for your dorm room and meal plan, you’d come out with a little extra in your pocket every payday. All the way around, that’s a pretty good deal, if you ask me.”

			“So, what do you say, Dane?” Ms. Stevens asked with syrupy sweetness. “Would you like to come work for me?”

			Dane had to force himself not to stare at Ms. Stevens. She did all this to force me to come work for her. Is she really that upset I turned her down before? Why? The stories he’d heard about how manipulative and domineering she could be came back to him, and the ultimatum she was giving him was all too clear.

			“Sure,” he said weakly. “That sounds great.”

			“Excellent,” the Dean replied. “I’ll make sure the student center director knows you’ll be leaving the coffee bar. We should have the paperwork pushed through in a few days and you can start at the library after that.”

			Dane left the Dean’s office confused and extremely apprehensive about what Ms. Stevens’ true reasons were for coercing him into becoming one of her employees. It certainly can’t be purely because she thinks I’ll be a good employee. This goes way beyond that. The comments Maeve made about what she’d scented from the head librarian on that first day came back to him, but he had a very hard time believing he was the target of anyone’s desire. Especially a woman like Ms. Stevens.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 9
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			His Turn to Please

			When Dane got back from his appointment at the Dean’s office, he was rather unsettled. Maeve listened to the entire story, then talked him down and tried to put him at ease. She assured him she knew how to deal with people like Ms. Stevens, and Dane believed her. She also maintained that Ms. Stevens was trying to manipulate him purely so she could get into his pants. Dane still wasn’t convinced that was the case, but he grudgingly agreed with Maeve that, aside from his issues with the head librarian, a job at the library suited his talents and interests better than his current job at the coffee bar. All-in-all, it wasn’t a great situation, but it was one they could deal with.

			She seemed to consider that case closed and went over to his desk where a bag of fast-food sat. She’d gotten them burgers and fries while she’d been out that day and she handed Dane a burger, then took another for herself. They were greasy and cold, and not even close to the best he had eaten, but you’d never have known that from the way Maeve savored hers.

			When she was done, she sighed and looked at him. “Now I want dessert. Take off those pants so I can devour you.”

			Dane tossed the rest of his half-eaten burger back into the bag. “No.”

			Maeve looked stunned and a little hurt by his response.

			“I get my dessert first tonight,” he said. “You take off your clothes and get on the bed.”

			Her stunned frown turned into a saucy smile, and she slowly began to disrobe, making a show of taking off each piece. When she was completely nude, she crawled to the center of the bed and looked at him with an okay now what look.

			“Sit back and spread your legs,” he instructed.

			Her smile widened as she moved to obey.

			Dane gazed at her amazing body. The smoothness of her skin, her flame red hair, her perfectly proud breasts with hardening deep pink nipples, the tightness of her belly and the curve of her hips. Between her splayed thighs, her plump nether lips already glistening with arousal.

			Clumsily and with a skipping heart, he stripped down as well. Then, with as much confidence as he could muster, he crawled onto the bed, aiming his face directly at her flushed pussy. He tried to remember every tip he’d ever heard, and scene he’d ever watched that might give him some clue how to give this beautiful woman as much pleasure as she’d already given him. A thousand competing thoughts coursed through his mind, but none of them seemed all that helpful. My last girlfriend said this was what I was best at, though, so I’ve got that going for me, I guess.

			As he drew close, he inhaled her sent, an intoxicating blend of earthy musk and otherworldly spice. Leaning on his elbows between her legs, he caressed her inner thighs, then slowly trailed kisses down each, until he got near her waiting sex. He didn’t dive right in, though. He kept kissing and teasing her inner thighs and the soft delicate flesh around her womanhood, enjoying the little shudders and gooseflesh his actions raised.

			When he finally reached out with his tongue to slowly lick her swollen labia from bottom to top, Maeve’s body quivered. He savored her flavor, every bit as primal and spicy as her scent. He tried a second long stroke across her lips, ending with a little extra attention to her hooded bead, and she rewarded him with another quiver.

			Her hands moved to the back of his head, intertwining into his hair. He didn’t mind it at all, but he couldn’t resist the impulse to pull his face away from her sex for a moment of teasing.

			“No touching the horns,” he said.

			Maeve looked at him, confused for an instant, then she threw her head back and laughed. She didn’t remove her fingers from his head, though.

			He moved back in. Licking and sucking her folds inside and out. Lavishing attention on her clit at the apex of her slit and drawing every letter, shape, and kanji he could think of with his tongue across her open petals. He must have gotten at least one of the techniques he tried correct, because her fingers became more desperate in his hair and eventually he felt her hips begin to gyrate. Slowly at first, but soon she was grinding his face into her writhing pussy and moaning loudly. When she came, her juices coated his face in a spray of pleasure that he tried to drink in.

			“By all the demons in the Pit,” she said between heaving breaths. “That was wonderful.”

			Dane wouldn’t have been able to explain how elated and satisfied he was to hear her say that, and to actually believe it was true. He knew he was grinning like an idiot as he climbed up her body.

			She grabbed him, pulled him down and enveloped him in a sloppy kiss. Then she guided his cock inside her sodden cunt, and begged him to fuck her. He was more than happy to oblige, and they ravaged one another for at least an hour after that.

			By the time they were both satisfied the bed was in shambles, and they were soaked in sweat and other bodily fluids. He didn’t know how many times she had cum, at least three he thought, but he knew she had coaxed a third orgasm from him which he wouldn’t have thought was possible. And I’m pretty certain all of hers were real. Which made the whole experience all the sweeter and more satisfying.

			###

			They were scheduled for an even earlier training session the next morning because Dane still had a shift to work at the coffee bar before his classes. One thing he was looking forward to with the new job at the library was not having to get up so early to service the coffee crowd.

			It was not only still dark out when he and Maeve left his dorm for the gym; it was still dark when they left the gym after their training session. The second workout went pretty well. Their trainer had them work on different things, but he wasn’t nearly as fatigued as he had been after the first session. And although he knew muscle didn’t grow overnight, he felt stronger and a little more confident.

			Maeve kissed him goodbye on the gym’s front steps, then she went back towards his dorm building and he headed for the student center.

			When he got to the coffee bar and told Justin about the job change, leaving out the whole blackmail thing, Justin was visibly bummed, but he said. “Good for you, man. That’s right up your alley.” His face visibly brightened. “Dude, have you seen Maeve again since the other night?”

			“Ah, yeah.” Dane replied. He’d forgotten that as far as Justin knew, he and Maeve had just started casually dating a few days prior.

			“Good. I’m not trying to be a jerk, but I was a little worried you might mess that up. I wasn’t joking when I said she’s a keeper. She was fun. It’s not every woman who can hang for a full night of pizza and video games without complaining.”

			Dane chuckled. “Yeah, I believe you.”

			“Have you reconsidered my offer yet?” Justin asked. “That bedroom you two shacked up in could be yours, full time.”

			“I appreciate that, and I would if I could figure out the transportation thing.”

			Justin nodded sagely. “Consider it done, man.”

			“Wait, Justin, I didn’t mean I wanted you to do anything about it. I can figure it out on my own. And I will.”

			Justin pretended not to hear him as he walked away, and their first customer of the morning walked up to the counter.

			By the time shift change came around, Dane was pretty beat from the early morning and the workout and all the sex he wasn’t used to having. Going to classes for the rest of the day was about the last thing he wanted to do, but they were nonnegotiable. Finals would be there before he knew it, and no matter what other craziness was going on, he could not afford to fail a class and lose his scholarship.

			He’d just finished his part of the cleanup and gone back to the storage room to grab his bag when he heard Cassie’s voice.

			“Hey Dane. Justin just told me the bad news. You’re leaving us.”

			“Oh, yeah. I got offered a job at the library. I don’t start for a few more days, though.”

			“That’s a bummer.” She’d gotten close, right up into his personal space. So close the herbal chamomile scent of her breath, with undertones of mint, filled his nose. “Maybe we can still hangout sometime. And I’ll see you at the party. Justin said he’s going to throw one at his place when you move in with him.”

			“I’m not sure that’s going to happen,” Dane said. “Me moving in with him, I mean. The party might happen either way, I guess.”

			“Good,” Cassie smiled. “Here’s my number. Call me, if you want.”

			“Ah, okay, yeah, thanks,” Dane stammered.

			Cassie turned and left, leaving Dane stunned. It was a feeling he was actually beginning to get used to. She gave me her phone number, and I didn’t even ask for it. That hasn’t ever happened before, at least not to me.

			When he got back to his dorm room that evening, he told Maeve about what had happened with Cassie, despite feeling a little guilty about it. He’d made such a big deal about her flirting with other guys. He didn’t want to keep it from her, and he worried she might be upset. On the contrary though, she seemed pleased.

			“I felt a spike of arousal come through our bond today. That must have been it.” she said.

			“You can feel things like that? Are you mad?”

			Maeve laughed. “No, I’m not mad. I get the feeling this is an unfamiliar experience for you, and I’m thrilled. I’m fine with monogamy, if that’s what you want, but I certainly don’t mind promiscuity either, even if it’s one sided.”

			“That seems unfair. For you to be okay with me flirting with other women when I’m not okay with you doing that with other guys.”

			“I’ve told you before. My sensibilities differ from yours. And what’s more is that I absorb energy and pleasure through your arousal. So, what you felt today for Cassie was like a tiny snack for me. Not much, but like a single cracker’s worth, just enough to leave you wanting more. So, if anything, we experienced it together and both of us got a little pleasure from it.”

			“I’m not even sure what happened. She’s never been like that with me before. I mean, she’s always been the nicest one there, but… Is this because of the pheromone’s thing you told me about?”

			“Maybe in part, but there must have been some spark there already for her to act on.”

			“So, I wasn’t coercing her with some succubi sweat concoction?”

			“No,” Maeve laughed. “The changes you experience will be based mostly on what you already are, and only a little on my influence. Take your body, for instance. Working out, no matter how hard, isn’t ever going to turn you into an Austrian bodybuilder. Your peak physique is already set, for the most part. What my influence will affect is how quickly you’re able to reach your optimum state. Also, how easy it will be to maintain that optimum state once you get there.” Maeve shifted her head from side to side, considering what else to add. “You will be more physically resilient than a normal human now for sure, and you will probably heal faster if you’re injured or sick. You’re not going to turn into a full-blown superhero because of me, but you will be a little extra-human. I can assure you though, Cassie coming on to you could have happened before you met me if you could have ever gotten out of your own way and approached her. Your enhanced pheromones just gave her an extra boost to approach you.”

			“What about the magical abilities you said I might develop?”

			“Well, they are a wildcard, I’ll admit. You had a supernatural aptitude before you met me, but now that we’re connected and because you gained your awareness through me, it seems likely I may influence how they manifest. Although I really can’t say how or when. You’re only my second human master and the other one had his abilities before he summoned me, so I didn’t affect him much at all. You were what you might call a clean slate before you summoned me, so I expect that event will have shaped you.”

			“My head didn’t hurt this morning like it has been, and I haven’t really noticed anything else in the way of changes, but I don’t feel like I developed any powers yet.”

			“It will take time. It’s only been a few days,” she walked over to his desk and picked up a stack of papers. “So, on another note, I went back to the imp’s today. He called and said he had my paperwork done earlier than expected.” She showed Dane a driver’s license, birth certificate, social security card, and passport, all in the name of Maeve Johnson.

			“Johnson?” Dane asked.

			“Yes. It’s apparently the second most common last name in America. I decided not to go with Smith. The last name Johnson should make any deep scrutiny of my assumed identity more difficult, although I don’t have any doubts about the quality of the imp’s work.” She showed him another bundle of papers. “The paperwork was good enough to get me a bank account and for me to apply for a credit card.”

			Dane rubbed his forehead. “What money did you open the bank account with, and do you really think a credit card is a good idea?”

			“Yes, I do. And stop worrying. I didn’t sleep with anyone, or flirt with anyone to get what I was after today. Well, I didn’t flirt with any men to get what I was after while I was out today.”

			“Did you flirt with women?”

			“That isn’t a problem too, is it?”

			Dane considered that and had to admit her flirting with other women did bother him almost as much as her flirting with men did. I can’t explain why. I know it’s a common male fantasy and there is something incredibly hot about the thought of her with another woman, but still…

			“Well I didn’t really flirt with her, but I’m pretty sure the manager at Vicky’s Intimate Apparel was into me and wouldn’t have offered me a job in her store if she hadn’t been.”

			Dane decided not to dig deeper into the point or his feelings about it right then.“Vicky’s? The lingerie store in the mall? What were you doing over there? You said you don’t like underwear.”

			He had to confess he liked the idea of seeing Maeve in lingerie. He had just kind of counted it out based on what she’d said before.

			“I don’t care for or need regular underwear, but there is a big difference between underwear and lingerie.”

			He nodded. “So, did you get any while you were there? Lingerie, I mean.”

			Maeve’s smile turned devilish. “You’ll just have to wait and see. I’m waiting for a special occasion.”
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			Bully’s Back

			Wednesday morning, Dane worked with Justin after his and Maeve’s third gym appointment. Cassie was once again surprisingly friendly at shift change, giving him a hug and telling him all about a breakthrough she’d made in her botany class. He noticed the greenish hue of her skin deepened to an almost forest green when she blushed, and her dark brown eyes were larger than he’d realized. Her differences were visible to him even when looking at her directly, which he took as a sign his changes were progressing.

			It was obvious she was some type of supernatural being beneath her human façade, and he considered asking her what she was, but he didn’t know if that might be considered rude. That is yet another thing about this strange new existence that I’ll have to ask Maeve about.

			Several more students had come through the coffee line that morning, showing signs of being not completely human. Not a lot, but two or three out of the few hundred he’d served. The most memorable had been a young woman with distinctly reptilian eyes, sharper than normal teeth, and horns. Not horns like Maeve’s. This girl’s horns and features made Dane think more of a dragon than a demon.

			He wondered if he looked different to them in any way. Or if they could tell he knew they weren’t human. If they could, none of them said anything about it. The angel girl from a couple days earlier was the only one that had given him any sense she saw him as different, and he fully acknowledged he could have miss read that situation as well.

			Justin was waiting for him just outside the student-center doors with a huge shit-eating grin when Dane came out.

			“Dane, I want to introduce you to your new ride,” he said as he pointed to a small white pickup with a lumber rack parked next to his sports car in the parking lot.

			The truck was older and looked pretty well used, but it didn’t have any major signs of damage. On the door, not quite fully covered by a hasty spray or two of white paint, was the logo of Justin’s dad’s company, Tanner Construction. It was apparently a pretty big company that focused mainly on commercial projects.

			“Dude, I can’t take one of your dad’s work trucks.”

			“First of all, you didn’t take it. I did,” replied Justin. “Second of all, this beauty was scheduled for retirement anyway, and third, my dad knows all about it and is totally fine with you using it. I think he’s really just happy to hear I have a friend who I don’t only interact with through my gaming console or computer.”

			Dane’s already weakening resolve to deny his friend’s help crumbled, and he took the keys Justin was holding out to him. “Thanks man.”

			“You’re welcome. And this means you’re out of excuses not to come live at my place now, too.”

			“We just keep running into each other, don’t we, runt?”

			Dane cringed when he heard Luke’s voice behind him.

			“Where’s that hot piece of ass you were with the other night? I think I’d like to rent her for a couple hours.”

			Dane turned to face Luke. He could feel the flush of embarrassment spreading across his cheeks, but there was also a surge of anger alongside it.

			“What do you want?” he asked, suppressing the desire to punch the much larger guy.

			“Who is this asshole?” Justin asked.

			“What did you call me, you tubby shit-stain?” Luke reached out and gave Justin a shove that sent him staggering back against the pickup. “And what’s with the stupid Hawaiian shirt? We’re nowhere near a beach.”

			“Hey man!” Dane said, getting between his friend and the much bigger guy. Then, before he could think better of it, he shoved Luke with more force than he expected.

			Luke seemed as surprised by the shove as Dane was, but he recovered quickly, and although the punch he threw lacked technique, it had plenty of power. When Luke’s blow connected with Dane’s cheek, it sent Dane staggering.

			The pain of being hit was matched by the sheer shock of it. Dane was an only child, and a bona fide bookworm. He’d never been in an actual fight before and he’d certainly never been struck with force in the face. What surprised him most was that he finally understood the term seeing stars wasn’t just hyperbole. Spots of light actually danced in front of his vision for several seconds. And damn, that really fucking hurt.

			“Don’t you ever fucking touch me, you little worm,” Luke said before stalking off.

			Justin helped Dane up, asking what that had all been about. Dane gave his friend a very brief version of what happened a few nights earlier in the taco-shop as they went back inside the student center.

			Dane was more embarrassed than hurt, although as Cassie pressed a baggie full of ice against his cheek, he realized he was also pretty tender around where Luke’s fist had connected. She examined his injury, and although she tried to be sneaky about it, he noticed her lick two of her fingers, then gently touch the swelling part of his face with them. It was odd to say the least, but stranger still was there where she touched actually felt ever so slightly better. It’s like she just dabbed on a drop of that stuff the dentist uses before giving a shot.

			“Here. Chew up one of these,” she said, handing him a small gelatin square with a light dusting of cornstarch covering it. “They’re my own recipe. It’ll help with the pain. Trust me.”

			He didn’t normally partake in recreational substances beyond alcohol, and he suspected he knew what active ingredients the gummy contained. Despite that, he didn’t want to be rude, and he didn’t see how one little cannabis gummy could hurt.

			Both Cassie and Justin agreed he should call campus security and report what happened, but Dane refused. He didn’t want to make a bigger deal out of it. After thanking his friends for their help, he took the icepack and his bookbag, and headed across campus to his first class of the day.

			About twenty minutes later, while he was sitting in his alternative religions class, he realized the high from the gummy had crept up on him. Oh wow, this feels so weird. A warm comfortable feeling had come over him as he sat there in his hard plastic chair listening to the professor drone on about something or other. I’m not sure what he’s saying, but it sounds hilarious. It took genuine effort for him not to laugh. At least the pain in my jaw is pretty much gone. He made the mistake of reaching up and touching his cheek and found out quickly that the pain was indeed easy to bring back.

			“Mr. Staley?”

			Dane realized he was the only one left in the classroom and the professor was talking to him.

			“Are you alright, Mr. Staley?” she asked.

			“Yeah, I’m fine.”

			She nodded, unconvinced. “What happened to your face?”

			He reached up and touched his cheek again, wincing at the flash of pain. Damn, why did I do that? “Nothing,” he replied.

			“It sure looks like more than nothing. Let me guess. A fist shaped doorframe jumped out in front of you?” she asked dryly. “You seem a little rattled. Have you been to student health services yet?”

			Dane shook his head.

			“I think you better go see them. I can have someone walk with you if you need.”

			“No, that’s okay, I’ll be fine. I’ll go over there right away.”

			She nodded again, still obviously unconvinced, as he got up unsteadily and headed for the door.

			“Don’t forget about your report, Mr. Staley.”

			Dane assured her he wouldn’t as he exited. He decided skipping the rest of his afternoon classes might be wise and went back to his dorm room instead.

			###

			“Dane?”

			Dane’s eyes fluttered open, and he realized he was lying on his bed and Maeve was next to him. He licked his lips, trying to stimulate some moisture into his parched mouth.

			“This is worse than Justin said. Tell me what happened,” Maeve said, an edge of concern in her voice.

			Dane sat up. “I need some water. And I’m starved. When did you talk to Justin?”

			“A little bit ago. He called your phone. He was worried about you, but he didn’t give me much detail about your condition or who attacked you.”

			“It was that asshole from the taco-shop.”

			“The young man from the taco-shop did this to you?” A hardness replaced the concern in her voice and Dane had to remind himself that beyond all the soft beautiful curves and sex-appeal, Maeve was still a demon. The pale green of her irises vanished and were replaced by the fiery pupilless embers he’d seen her with on that first evening in the library. He had no idea what her full capabilities were, but tearing a mortal limb-from-limb if she chose, had to be among them.

			“Yes, but if you’re thinking of going and doing something to him, please don’t.”

			Her lips compressed into a thin line and her eyes narrowed, but she nodded slowly after a long moment. “I will do as you ask. This time. But I will not stand by while you are hurt again.”

			She got up from the bed and began to pace. Dane got up as well and went into the bathroom to get a drink from the sink. When he saw himself in the mirror, he groaned and understood better why Maeve had reacted the way she had. To say he had a blackeye would have been a massive understatement. His cheek was swollen and a mottled mass of colors from purple to blue to yellow surrounded his left eye. Shit, no wonder the professor was so concerned. I look like hell.

			“I expected we’d need to address your martial abilities at some point,” Maeve said, following him into the bathroom. “Just not this soon. I’d hoped to make some headway with your fitness first. In the meantime, and in light of this new development, I think we should get you a pistol. I understand they are quite popular in this time, and I believe the imp from the pawnshop can be of service again there.”

			“Whoa. Hold up,” Dane said. “I don’t need a gun.”

			“Well, it’s not the best choice, I agree. They’re wholly ineffective against many types of beings, but for humans, they’re adequate. And in the short term, very easy to use. Or perhaps you’d prefer a blade of some type. Something easily concealed on your person. There are even enchanted versions of blades we could consider.”

			“Maeve, it was just a stupid fight. Not even a fight, really. A misunderstanding, with only one punch thrown. I don’t need a weapon.”

			“This incident may have been just a stupid misunderstanding, but your eyes have been opened to the existence of things outside this realm. That has ramifications beyond seeing things you didn’t realize were there before or gaining supernatural abilities. All things exist in balance, or at least in an ebb and flow that is always trying to achieve balance. You have been opened to possibilities, but also dangers you couldn’t have imagined before, and you need to have the ability to protect yourself.”

			“So, we’re not just talking about some dumbass jock punching me?”

			“This time we are. But next time maybe not.”

			“What have I gotten myself into, Maeve? Are you saying I’m in danger? From who, or what?” Dane couldn’t believe the possibility hadn’t even occurred to him before. He’d worried at first that Maeve might be there to consume his soul, but once he’d gotten past that, he hadn’t even considered any broader implications of living among monsters and supernatural beings like angels, and demons, and lycanthropes.

			“No, I don’t believe you are in any danger. Not right now. But because you’re aware of what’s out there, those forces, once hidden, will now have more leeway to interact with you, and many of them are not benevolent.”

			“Like succubus?”

			Maeve drew back, looking hurt. “You’re being snide, but you are more correct than you know. A free roaming succubus would love nothing more than to wrestle you away from me. They would see taking your soul as a delicious sport. It is one of the many things we must be cautious of.”

			Dane shook his head. “Somehow, once I got over the shock of finding out what you were, I thought everything would be fine. Different, but fine.”

			Maeve came over and kissed him on the forehead. “Everything will be fine. We just need to be careful.”

			A knock sounded against his door, and Dane froze. He never got visitors to his dorm room, especially after hours. Whoever it was, he didn’t see how it could be a good thing.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 11
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			Moving Night

			The knock at Dane’s dorm room door came again, this time accompanied by a voice he recognized as the floor’s resident advisor. With a heavy sigh, he shooed Maeve into the bathroom. I knew this was going to happen eventually, but why right now?

			When he opened the door, the RA looked apologetic but informed him there had been complaints about voices and inappropriate noises coming from his room after hours.

			“I’m gonna have to do a quick inspection,” the RA said.

			“Oh, come on, man,” Dane protested.

			“I have to. You know I do.” The RA lowered his voice. “Listen, Dane, I like you. You’re about the only one on this floor who hasn’t been a problem for me this semester. And if you do have a girl in there, I’m happy for you, but you know I can’t allow it. So… I’ve got to go down the hall for a few minutes, and if when I come back, there’s no one here, then I don’t have to write anything up. You know what I’m saying?”

			Dane did, and he nodded gratefully. He didn’t know what a formal writeup from the resident advisor meant exactly, but he didn’t want to find out, and he also didn’t want to be a problem for the RA.

			“Cool. I’ll be back in ten,” the RA said before walking off down the hallway.

			Dane closed his door and Maeve came out of the bathroom.

			“Well, this moves up the timetable,” she said, “I would have liked a few days to get your room at Justin’s put together, but there’s no reason we can’t use it the way it is for a night or two. We used it just fine the other night, after all.”

			“Wait, what?” Dane asked. “Justin’s house?”

			“Yeah, when he called your phone earlier today, after he let me know you were hurt, he said he’d given you his dad’s truck to use and that you and he had talked again about you moving in there. He really is one of the most generous people I’ve ever met.”

			“Yeah, he is.” Dane agreed. It didn’t really surprise Dane that Justin’s version of their conversation would be so far from the way he remembered it. “I didn’t agree to anything with him beyond using his dad’s truck, though.”

			“But you’re going to. Aren’t you?”

			“Yeah, probably,” Dane agreed reluctantly. “It seems like the best option for us. Although I’m not sure how I’m going to tell him I need you to move in, too.”

			“I think we should let that go unsaid. At least at first,” Maeve said. “I’ll be the girlfriend that just always seems to stay over instead of going back to her own place. I don’t think he’ll mind, especially if I don’t make a nuisance of myself.”

			Dane had to agree that was probably true. In any event, it seemed their time in his dorm room was over unless they wanted to go to even more extreme measures to hide Maeve’s presence.

			“And that reminds me,” Maeve said, and she handed him his old phone along with a new one that was much newer and sleeker. “I got you a new phone today. And one for me as well.”

			“How?” Dane asked. “Where did you get the money for that? I know you haven’t started with the lingerie place in the mall yet.”

			“The phones themselves were rolled into the new service contract I signed. So, they cost nothing at all.” Maeve replied happily. “It seemed wise for us both to have a phone, but it didn’t seem right to ask your parents to add me to their plan, so I got us our own.”

			Dane had planned on getting his own service plan once he was done with school, so that part didn’t bother him, but he was worried about how easily Maeve seemed to spend money, and he knew how complex and shady service contracts could be. When he said as much, Maeve smiled at him indulgently.

			“Dane, I’m a demon. My kind invented contracts. Much in this world has changed, but I got this.”

			“Okay,” he said, throwing up his hands in surrender. “Let’s pack up some stuff and head over to Justin’s, then.”

			Ten minutes later, they had walked to where Dane’s borrowed pickup still sat in front of the student center. They got in and headed towards Justin’s house with an old suitcase and a couple of duffle bags full of clothes and belongings in the back. Dane had given Justin a call just to make sure it was okay, and his friend had sounded ecstatic on the phone to hear they were coming over.

			The truck ran better than it looked, and it was obvious someone had gone to a lot of trouble cleaning up the inside. Even a fresh pine tree scent pendant hung from the rear-view mirror, flooding the interior with an odor vaguely reminiscent of vanilla.

			Dusk had given way to darkness and for a Wednesday night, there weren’t many people out. Maeve slid over next to him on the bench seat and began twisting the knobs on the ancient stereo.

			“What kind of music do you like?” she asked.

			He shrugged. “It depends. I like almost everything, depending on the situation.”

			Maeve settled on one of the contemporary pop stations that came in relatively well around the university.

			“Hey, I’m still pretty hungry. What do you say we hit a drive-thru?” Dane asked.

			“A drive-thru?”

			The concept of a drive-thru delighted Maeve once he explained it, and they settled on Breezy’s Burgers, mainly because it was on the way, and he liked the way they seasoned their fries.

			“I do so enjoy the vehicles of this time,” Maeve said, running her hand over the dash. “I’ve seen more elegant ways to travel on other worlds, but I love the way these motor vehicles here rumble and bounce.”

			“This thing’s nothing special. Wait until you ride in a nice vehicle like Justin’s,” Dane chuckled. “Have you ever driven one? I mean, when you were here before?”

			Maeve had her hand on his thigh and was rubbing it in slow circles that were getting ever closer to his groin. He wasn’t sure she was even aware of what she was doing, but regardless, the sensation was beginning to have an effect on him.

			“No, I haven’t driven one, but I believe I would like to someday,” she replied as she stared out the window watching the old-fashioned streetlamps that lined the university quarter’s streets pass them by.

			“Driving isn’t hard,” Dane said. “You’ll pick it up super-fast, I’m sure, and I mean, you already have a driver’s license. So, it’d even be legal.”

			Her circling fingers brushed his aroused penis, and she chuckled. “Not hard, huh? It feels to me like the jostling of this vehicle is having the same effect on you as it does on me.”

			The hardening of his shaft had nothing to do with the rumble of the engine or the constant vibration of the road. It was entirely the fault of Maeve’s roving fingers, but he didn’t correct her.

			As he turned into the Breezy’s parking lot, he felt Maeve’s fingers on the fly of his jeans.

			“What are you doing?”

			“What does it look like?” she asked playfully as she turned herself on the bench seat so she could bend over into his lap. “Order me whatever you’re having.”

			They were already in line with a couple of cars ahead of them. Dane didn’t want to stop her, but he could feel his embarrassment growing at the thought of someone seeing them. Luckily, it was dark and the drive-thru wasn’t well lit. There wasn’t anyone behind them yet and he could have still backed up to go somewhere more private, but he remembered the accusations leveled at him about not being adventurous and decided to see just how far she was willing to push things in public.

			Maeve expertly fished his now throbbing cock from his pants and took it between her lips. His hips gave a little involuntary jump when the heat of her tongue lavished his swollen tip. She sank down and took all of him in until her lips were touching his root. His penis wasn’t huge, certainly not like the monstrosities he’d seen in porn videos, but it was long enough that he felt the head pass into her throat. She didn’t gag at all as she rested there for an instant before pulling back almost all the way off of him.

			He shuddered at the incredible sensation and leaned his head back to groan. As Maeve went back down for another stroke, he noticed the car in front of them moving up. He was glad it didn’t take too much coordination to ease his foot off the brake and inch the truck forward, because he wasn’t sure he could manage anything more complex than that right then. This feels so good, I can barely see straight.

			Her long languid strokes had him gripping the steering wheel so hard he thought he might break it and moaning each time she bottomed out. By the time the car in front of them moved up again, he was having an extremely hard time concentrating on anything but her and what she was doing to him.

			He asked her to slow down, but she ignored him, and he was forced to muster every bit of self-control he had just to roll down the window and mumble their order into the speaker. His words were so unintelligible, he knew the girl on the other end of the intercom must think there was something wrong with him, or think he was incredibly high. Eventually, she got what he was trying to say and repeated it back. Dane wasn’t listening and didn’t care if what she repeated back was correct. He just wanted to move up again so he could enjoy what was happening and try to finish before they got to the actual window.

			Fearing he might not finish, he desperately reached over beside Maeve and retrieved his sweatshirt, then draped it over her head and shoulders. It wasn’t much of a covering, and it still moved up and down with her, but he figured it was better than nothing.

			They pulled forward again, and he could feel himself getting close. Unfortunately, the car in front of them received their order quickly, and then it was his turn to pull up to the window. Damn, I was so close a few seconds ago. I think she’s easing off just to make sure I don’t finish before we get to the window.

			The guy working the window did a double take, then smirked down knowingly as he took an extra-long look into the cab of the truck. Dane handed the guy his debit card and was thankful when he closed the sliding window between them and walked away.

			While they waited, two more employees came by to sneak looks through the window as well, making Dane cringe with embarrassment each time. Finally, he felt it, his orgasm peaking, and he was glad the sliding window between him, and the inside of the restaurant was closed because he couldn’t hold back the loud moan that escaped his lips as he began cumming into Maeve’s waiting mouth.

			When he’d finished and looked back up, the drive-thru guy was waiting with their food in hand. Two more of the restaurant’s other employees were behind him, and all three were grinning and giggling. Dane took the bags of food and pulled away as quickly as he could.

			When Maeve emerged from beneath the sweatshirt, his flaccid cock fell from her lips, trailing a long string of thick saliva. “That was magnificent,” she said, “I think I am going to love drive-thrus.”

			As Dane put himself away and recovered from what was simultaneously one of the most embarrassing and exciting things that had ever happened to him, Maeve began digging through the bag of food.

			“Oh, you were right. These fries are amazing,” she said as she devoured one. After demolishing several more, she fed him one. By the time they got to Justin’s they’d polished off both their orders of fries, and maybe a couple of the fries meant for Justin as well.

			“Dude, you are not going to regret this.” Justin said as he ushered them inside. “I’m sorry there isn’t an actual bed or anything else in there, but I will totally get one for that room. I’ve been meaning to, but you know, I’ve been pretty busy and it’s hard to find the time.”

			“It’s not a problem.” Dane said. “I can make do with blankets on the floor again for a while. You don’t need to get anything. I’ll get myself a bed once we get paid.”

			“Actually, I believe I may have an old bed frame and mattress at my place I can bring over for you,” Maeve interjected.

			Dane glanced at her, knowing she had no such thing. He figured what she meant was that she’d go out and buy one at the earliest opportunity.

			“You don’t need to do that either,” he said.

			“Nonsense,” Maeve replied as she walked to the kitchen and began unloading the sack of food. “It’d be my pleasure. And besides, my place is so far away, I may want to stay over every now and again. If that’s okay with Justin.”

			“Of course. You’re welcome here anytime,” Justin said. “Like I’m always telling Dane, my place is your place. Make yourself at home.”
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			Redecorated

			Their first night at Justin’s was mostly uneventful. In the morning, when Dane heard the alarm on his phone and reached for it, he noticed he had no trouble reading the time without his glasses. In fact, once he put his glasses on, the numbers were more difficult to read.

			His eyeglass prescription was for reading, although now that he thought about it, over the past few days, he had noticed his glasses were becoming less effective and more of a hindrance. It was about time for him to get another eye exam, and he’d chalked it up to his eyes, weakening further and the need for a stronger prescription. But now he wasn’t so sure.

			He opened the phone’s web-browser just to test his vision, and realized he could read even the smallest print just fine. He also noticed the last page the browser had accessed was for a store called Gretta Greens Books, Novelties, and Ritual Supplies. He was still using his old phone. They’d set his and Maeve’s new phones up the evening before, but he hadn’t had time to transfer all his contacts and saved data. So, the page was obviously one Maeve had looked up while she’d been borrowing his phone.

			“What’s Gretta Green’s?” he asked.

			Maeve was just getting out of their makeshift bed and stretching. “She’s a cranky old witch.” Maeve answered with a yawn.

			Maeve’s lithe body sent a tingle through him, the way it always did, and he momentarily forgot all about the strange store name and the fact that his eyes seemed to be working fine despite his need for glasses since he was twelve. She crossed the room to the door, which led into a jack-and-jill bathroom that Justin’s two guest rooms shared. Her long, toned legs and tight behind had Dane rock hard before she slipped out of sight.

			They’d had sex before going to bed. Then, after cleaning up a little, they’d fallen asleep together naked. He’d been a sweats to bed kind of guy before Maeve had come into his life, but now he always seemed to wake up nude. He wasn’t complaining. He liked how free and slightly taboo it felt, and he very much enjoyed seeing her getting up and out of bed every morning without clothing on. Even when she has a bad case of bedhead. Maybe especially when she has a bad case of bedhead. Those little bits of imperfection somehow accentuated the rest of her near physical perfection.

			“Is Gretta Green an actual witch? Or is that your way of calling her a bitch?” Dane asked as he followed Maeve into the bathroom.

			“Why can’t she be both?” Maeve smiled and leaned over to kiss him. “I wish we had time for me to devour you right now, or for you to get behind me and fuck me again the way you did last night. I’m honestly impressed by how quickly you’re picking things up and gaining confidence in that department. You’re becoming quite the lover,” she ran a finger down his chest. “The training and the faster metabolism are already showing as well.”

			Dane appreciated the lover comment, and it made him blush, but he hadn’t noticed much of any difference in his body. He was lifting more each time they went to the gym, but the trainer said that was normal for someone who hadn’t trained much before. He looked at himself in the mirror and had to admit he looked a bit more muscular. The bruising around his blackeye had worsened overnight and stood out to him more though.

			“You think my metabolism will speed up?” he asked as he gently probed the discolored flesh of his still puffy cheek. “From doing the exercises, you mean?”

			“That will help, but more because of my influence on you, I suspect. I’m a very hot-blooded creature,” Maeve winked as she shimmied into a pair of yoga pants that clung to her like a second skin. “I expect you’ll start running a little hotter too, and that will absolutely start affecting your metabolism. I’d say it already has, seeing the way you’ve eaten the last couple of days.”

			That was true. He had noticed how hungry he’d been lately as well.

			“You should gain some resilience too, which will help things like that heal faster,” she added, pointing to his blackeye.

			The punch he’d taken from Luke still embarrassed him, so he turned the conversation back to the witch. “So, she’s an actual witch? I guess it shouldn’t surprise me that witches exist. That actually seems pretty mundane next to werewolves, angels, and demons.”

			“Oh, there’s nothing mundane about witches,” Maeve said in a muffled voice around her toothbrush. “Although this one is particularly odd and feisty. She’s got the only store in the area that had the things I needed to build the Ouija circle though. At some point, I’m going to have to go back over there to get some more candles from her, but I’m not looking forward to seeing her again.”

			Their workout that morning went fine. Dane paid more attention to how much he was lifting, and he definitely felt stronger than when he’d started. He still knew a few days wasn’t enough time to really see results, but despite that, he thought he was.

			He’d also given up on the glasses and found he had no trouble at all reading, even the finest print that would have given him trouble days before. It feels so weird not having them on though. I’m going to have to get a pair of sunglasses for outside now too.

			When he and Maeve parted ways, he worried about how she would get back to Justin’s without a vehicle, but she assured him she’d manage the same way she had over the last few days using his Ridezilla app. He wasn’t looking forward to checking his linked account to see just how much all those rides had already cost him, but he agreed the app was probably their best option until they could figure something else out.

			When he got to the coffee bar Cassie noticed his lack of glasses and commented right away that she liked it. She also couldn’t help but notice his blackeye, and she laughed sweetly when he described the effects he’d felt from her homemade gummy.

			“Yeah, maybe I should have given you only half of one. But I’m glad it made you feel a little better,” she licked her fingers and touched his face lightly over the bruises. “I have some salve I made that would help with this. I wish I’d thought to bring it.”

			Again, he noticed a definite difference in pain level where she touched him, but he was too embarrassed to ask her about it. She hovered around while they did their prep work before opening. He liked her subdued, unconcerned personality and found her calming to be around.

			Part way through their shift, their supervisor showed up to give Dane his exit paperwork and let him know his shift that day would be his last at the coffee bar.

			“You’re starting at the library on Monday. Enjoy the long weekend. I’m sorry to see you go. You’re by far my most conscientious employee.”

			Dane thanked their supervisor, then he and Cassie watched her go.

			“You’re really done with this place?” Cassie asked, looking as glum as he’d ever seen her.

			“I wouldn’t say I’m done with it,” Dane replied. “I’m just not going to be working here anymore. I’ll still come by to see you guys and grab coffee as often as I can.”

			The change in his work situation and the prospect of not spending four mornings a week at the coffee bar had him feeling down as well. He liked working with Justin and recently he’d started to really enjoy working with Cassie as well. He thought there might even be a budding connection between him and her. And he wanted to think that if things were different, he would act on that hunch, even though he knew that was unlikely. The thought of facing Luke again was less daunting than the thought of asking Cassie or any other girl out. And besides, he was thrilled with the way things were going with Maeve. The nagging knowledge that she wasn’t really his girlfriend was always there. Despite that, he recognized the signs he was growing more attached to her by the day.

			“I’m pretty sure Justin is still planning on having a party this weekend,” Dane said, hoping he could interject some cheer back into the conversation.

			Cassie smiled. “I know. He told me. Me and one of my friends will definitely be there.”

			They talked a while longer before Dane had to leave for his first class of the day. His classes went by slowly and he reflected on how much easier school had seemed just a week earlier, when it was the only thing on his mind. With all the craziness lately, I feel like there are always a thousand things competing for attention with my schoolwork. I can’t let myself get behind though or let my grades start to slip, I’ve worked too hard to get to this point and I can lose my scholarship.

			When he got back to Justin’s that evening and let himself in, he found Justin in his usual spot in the recliner, with his headset on and a video game controller in hand. When his friend saw him, he motioned Dane over.

			“Dude, she cleaned the entire house today,” Justin said with a huge smile.

			Dane had noticed a distinct citrus smell lingering in the air and now that he looked, he noticed fresh vacuum lines in the carpet.

			“Maeve did?”

			“Yeah,” Justin replied. “This place hasn’t been this clean… ever.”

			“Is she here?” Dane hoped she was, but he didn’t want to sound as though he expected her to be when talking to Justin.

			“Yeah, I think she’s in your room.” He could only distract Justin during a gaming session for so long, and his attention was already back on the big-screen.

			Dane continued down the hall to his room. When he opened the door, he wasn’t expecting to find it completely changed, but it was almost unrecognizable.

			A large, very sturdy looking four-post bed of dark brown, almost black wood, dominated the room. The bed was made up in a bedspread of deep, blood-red brocade with matching pillows. Two identical nightstands were on either side of it and a full chest of drawers completed the bedroom set. The not overly large room was filled near to bursting. Even the previously bare walls had been decorated. A full framed mirror hung above the dresser and a pair of complementary paintings in an abstract style hung on the opposite wall.

			As he stood there taking it all in, Maeve came out of the bathroom in a pair of tight jeans and a T-shirt that showed off several inches of her midsection.

			“You’re home,” she said. “What do you think?”

			“I think it’s a lot.”

			Maeve frowned.

			“I mean I like it,” he corrected. “I just wasn’t expecting it.”

			“Do you like the colors? The dark wood seemed masculine, and I’m pretty partial to red, so I went with that for the bedding and the art.”

			“I like it.” he repeated, and he wasn’t lying. The furniture wasn’t what he would have picked out, but that was mainly because it looked like it cost a fortune. “You were busy today. And Justin said you cleaned the house, too.”

			“Ah, no,” Maeve answered. “Cleaning isn’t really my thing. Cooking either. Sorry about that. I had a service come in. Sweet ladies. I think they did a wonderful job.”

			“Maeve, how did you afford all this? I know you haven’t started your job at the lingerie store yet.”

			Maeve looked pensive before finally answering. “I took out a loan from the imp.”

			“You what?”

			“Don’t be mad. You dampened most of my normal tactics for getting what I need, so I had to look for other means. When I was at his place getting my paperwork, the imp mentioned he did a little shylocking on the side.”

			“How much do we owe him?” Dane asked, feeling his sense of dread rising.

			“Well, at this point, about five thousand.”

			Dane wheezed.

			“Calm down,” Maeve said. “I’m very resourceful and I’ll get him paid back soon. Your rules just threw me off at first and I had to resort to methods I wouldn’t have otherwise. But he’s not a problem. I’m much more powerful than he is. If things ever get ugly, he’ll regret it.”

			“They’re not my rules,” Dane said, selectively keying in on that portion of her words. “You’re free to do whatever you want. If I have to put that in writing somewhere, I will. I don’t want you thinking I’m giving you orders or rules you have to live by.”

			“You’re right,” Maeve agreed. “I shouldn’t have phrased it that way. I just meant I am doing things differently this time around and that’s taking some getting used to. Honestly, this way has been far more fun and devoid of some unpleasantries I usually expect. It has been a little more work, but it’s good to get out of one’s comfort zones.”

			Dane really didn’t want to delve back into that conversation again, so he didn’t say more, just dropped his bag and went to use the bathroom. Maeve had decorated it as well, and she really wasn’t kidding about liking the color red.

			“So, how was your day?” Maeve asked, following him in.

			She really didn’t seem to feel any need for privacy. It’s amazing. I don’t know why after seeing each other naked as many times as we have, peeing in front of her is still so hard to do, but it is.

			“I felt a brief twinge of something today through our bond. Arousal, then a little later, disappointment and melancholy,” she said.

			He told her about his supervisor’s visit and his talk with Cassie.

			“It sounds to me like she likes you, and you obviously have an interest in her. You should go for it.”

			“What? No, I can’t do that,” he protested.

			“Why? Because of me? Dane, I’ve told you, I don’t have the same sensibilities about intimacy that you do. I don’t feel jealousy and besides, when you find pleasure, I find pleasure.”

			“I know that’s what you’ve said, but it just feels weird. And I’m not even sure I’m reading her signals correctly. She probably has no interest in me at all.”

			“From what you’ve described, I find that hard to believe, but you said she’ll be here for the party on Saturday? We’ll find out then, I’m sure.”

			“Saturday? Is that when this party I keep hearing about is going to be?”

			“That’s Justin’s plan. He has high hopes, but I think keeping it as a smaller affair would be best. Throwing parties is something best eased into, and something tells me neither of you has much experience in that regard. A smallish gathering of a few friends would be much more manageable.”

			“I agree,” Dane replied.

			“Great, I’ll make sure to steer it in that direction,” Maeve said. “For tonight, let’s get you something to eat and then get back here. I want to break in this bed properly. Maybe even literally. We’re going to see if that extended warranty I bought was worth it.”
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			What a Witch

			They didn’t succeed in breaking their new bed, but they certainly tried, and the next morning, because Dane didn’t have to go to work, they slept late. Maeve had canceled their gym session, so they lazed in bed. That was when she laid out the next part of her plan for him.

			“I found a couple of different martial arts studios near here,” she said. “I’m not sure which one would be best for you, but if you’re not interested in carrying a weapon, I think it would be wise to begin getting some training sooner rather than later.”

			He didn’t hate the idea of getting some martial arts training. He’d considered it several times before Maeve had come into his life. Getting up the courage to walk through a dojo door for the first time was kind of like approaching a woman he didn’t know, very daunting.

			“I guess it can’t hurt, but doesn’t it take years to get good at stuff like that?” he asked.

			“I’m sure it does,” Maeve replied and handed him her phone open to a note page with several lines of text. “But as they say, the best time to plant a fruit tree was a long time ago, but the second-best time is now.”

			He had heard that maxim phrased differently, but he supposed the sentiment of it fit with his situation.

			“Besides, that,” she continued. “You should have an advantage over other beginners in things like this. As with your sped up metabolism, quicker than normal gains at the gym, and improved eyesight, your connection with a demon like me should give you a leg up in learning those types of skills.”

			“And you really think something like this is necessary? The gym isn’t enough by itself?”

			“No, it isn’t, and yes, I do. Now I must get ready for work,” she said before kissing him, then getting out of bed and bouncing off towards the bathroom.

			He watched her go, admiring her naked body, then looked down at the note page on her phone. She’d listed several martial arts places along with their phone numbers. There was a karate dojo, a boxing gym, a jujitsu studio, and a mixed martial arts school. Dane didn’t have any actual knowledge of martial arts, except for what he’d seen on television, but he figured the mixed martial arts place might offer the best mix of techniques. The fact that he’d actually seen what was called MMA used in the octagon on television didn’t hurt either.

			He decided to just nut-up and do it, so he dialed the mixed martial arts school’s number. They answered right away and after hearing what he was looking for, invited him to come by that afternoon to sit-in on one of their beginner level classes.

			Getting up, he went into the bathroom and joined Maeve in the shower.

			Once she’d left for work, Dane had a hard time keeping his thoughts from her. He worried about how she would do with her job and with public interaction. It had been more than a hundred years since she’d been in their world for any length of time before, and even with the internet, there was only so much someone could absorb in a week. He didn’t know if she had worked a traditional job when she was on their world last, but even if she had, a lot had changed, especially in the retail arena.

			He distracted himself by having a late breakfast of leftovers with Justin. Then they played a few rounds of Justin’s new zombie killing game on the console. His friend was his normal, Hawaiian shirt wearing, cheerful self, and he filled Dane in on the party arrangements he’d been making. It actually sounded like it might be a much larger event than Dane had expected or hoped.

			A little after lunchtime, Dane left to go to his appointment at the MMA gym. He didn’t know what to expect or what to wear, so he dressed in shorts, sneakers, and a T-shirt the way he would when going to the regular gym.

			When he arrived at the MMA gym, the staff couldn’t have been nicer, but even so, the atmosphere inside was beyond intimidating and his anxiety was at eleven. If it hadn’t been for the fact that he couldn’t bear the thought of telling Maeve he had backed out of going to the class because he was scared, he would have turned around at the door and never looked back.

			He forced himself inside though, and took a place on the mats at the back of the rather large class. The class he joined was labeled as a beginner’s class, but the group of twenty or so men and women seemed well seasoned to him. He followed along with the warm-up exercises, watching what those around him did and mirroring them the best he could. When they paired off to do some work on the heavy bags, he actually found hitting the bag really fun and cathartic. It was far more tiring than he expected, though. I’m going to have to work more cardio into my workouts at the gym.

			The instructors and his bag partner gave him pointers and gentle technique correction throughout, and he did his best to absorb what they were trying to teach him. He found that when he tried to apply what they were showing him; he was able to mimic the moves and techniques easily. Not perfectly, but passably at first and better with every try. His capacity for grooving new movements seemed to have greatly improved, and he wondered if that was another side effect of Maeve’s influence on him.

			Towards the end of the class, when the entire group dawned headgear in preparation for sparring, Dane’s anxiety level spiked again. He and the guy he’d been working on the heavy bag with paired off first. The other guy was of similar size and build to Dane, but he was far more skilled. They took it easy, but Dane’s face was still very bruised and tender from the run-in with Luke, and the first time his partner connected with his brow, pain lanced through him even with the protective headgear on.

			Dane refused to quit though and focused on trying the techniques he’d been shown. That, along with trying not to get hit. He sparred with four different opponents, two of which were women. They all took it easy on him, which he was grateful for, and by the time he left an hour and a half later, he was exhausted.

			The experience had been more fun and far more exhilarating than he’d expected. Before he left, he signed a one-month contract for unlimited classes, despite the pretty steep fees. He really hoped the pay increase from the library job was going to offset some of the recent expenses he’d taken on. Living as a shut-in bachelor who walked everywhere had certainly been easier on the bank account. He’d had no idea just how fast buying gasoline and eating out could pile up.

			As he was getting into his borrowed truck, Dane realized he was relatively close to Gretta Green’s, the witch’s store that Maeve needed more candles from. He wasn’t sure if he was floating on a bit of an endorphin high from the workout or what, but the idea of meeting a real-life witch was intriguing rather than frightening.

			He found her shop in a strip mall between a Thai restaurant and a jewelry store. The location wasn’t at all what he’d expected, but rundown, battered Victorian style mansions sitting all alone on large lots with overgrown yards were hard to come by in that part of Ashbury.

			Stepping through the shop’s door, he walked into a tiny storefront. It was a bizarre mix of antique bookstore, eclectic curio shop, and macabre taxidermist showroom. A haze of thin incense smoke hung in the air, its pungent scent trying but not quite succeeding at covering the pervasive odor of musty fur and herbs. Shelves lined the walls, covered in no discernable order with books, jars of who knew what, and stuffed animals of every size. In the center of the room was an honest to God cauldron display with at least a dozen different sizes of black-iron pots, the largest of which looked as though it must weigh a ton and could stew an entire cow. Seriously, who could even use something like that?

			One of three blackbirds standing on a shelf beside the door, that he had assumed were stuffed displays, turned its head to look at him through dark, lifeless eyes and cawed. Dane stepped away from the thing and was second-guessing his decision to come into the place, when a small, gnarled elderly woman came out from behind a curtain of beads in the back.

			The woman looked so much like a stereotypical witch, he almost laughed and thought she must be playing up the look for her mundane patrons who expected it. She even had a long, thin nose with a wart on the end. Her stringy gray hair stuck out at odd angles beneath a tall black wide-brimmed hat with a pointed top. The dress she wore was the same nondescript coarse black fabric as her hat and hung on her slight frame as though it were a size or two too large. Her piercing hazel eyes squinted at him from behind the thickest glasses he’d ever seen, and when she spoke, she rasped like a lifelong smoker.

			“What do you want?” she asked. “You’re not the usual sort who finds their way in here. One of those university brats, aren’t you?”

			“Ah, yes,” Dane said, thrown off by her rudeness, even though Maeve had warned him the witch was unpleasant. “I am looking for some candles for my girlfriend.”

			The old woman grinned, showing off a maw full of crooked yellow teeth. “Candles, he says. For his girlfriend. The kind that smells pretty and nice, like flowers and spice? Well, I ain’t got none of those, so get out.”

			“No,” Dane said as he backed toward the door. “I mean, that isn’t the type I am looking for. She needs some kind of black candles for a ritual of some type.”

			The old witch’s magnified eyes narrowed. “What do you know of those?”

			“Nothing.” Dane put his hands up. “My girlfriend said she needed some more, and that she got her others here, and I just thought I’d do her a favor by stopping by on my way home.”

			The black bird that had announced his arrival cawed again, a harsh sound that stung Dane’s ears.

			The witch’s eyes widened. “Dimitri says you smell like succubus.”

			“Yeah,” Dane said uncertainly, looking from the old woman to the bird that still looked very much like a dead, stuffed ornament, although its head moved, and it had cawed—twice. “My girlfriend is a… succubus.”

			The bird and the witch both burst out laughing and Dane didn’t know which was more grating, her cackle or its cawing screech.

			“Okay,” he said, embarrassment and anger rising in equal measures within him. “I’m going to go. She can come back and get whatever she needs herself.”

			“Wait, don’t go,” the witch choked out between cackles. “We must hear more. This succubus of yours. How is it you know she’s a succubus?”

			“She told me.”

			“Oh, you poor little lamb, that isn’t how succubus work.” the witch chortled. “Those hussies don’t just tell you what they are, and you hardly look like the type with a soul dark enough to have attracted one, anyway. But if Dimitri smells one on you, you must have some connection to one, so tell me more.”

			“Well, this has been as unpleasant as Maeve said it would be,” Dane huffed, reaching for the door handle to let himself out.

			The dark bird darted down from its perch with surprising speed, lighting atop a stuffed fox’s head that put it close enough to the door handle for it to peck at Dane’s outstretched hand.

			“Hey!” Dane yelped as he jerked his hand back and watched the thing awkwardly turn the door’s locking mechanism closed with its beak.

			“You mustn’t go yet,” the witch said, her voice devoid of any humor. “We want to hear more about this succubus that’s got her hooks into you.”

		

	
		
			
Chapter 14
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			Date Night

			Dane’s level of alarm spiked when the stupid bird locked the door with him inside the witch’s store.

			“I think I remember this Maeve,” the old witch rasp from behind him. “A few days ago. A young succubus. Too young to be one of the free roaming cunts. Not very talkative, either.”

			Dane reached for the door lock to snap it open, but the bird speared his hand again so hard he checked to see if the damned thing had drawn blood.

			“Flame haired and ivory skinned. Do you remember her, Dimitri?” the old woman asked the bird, who responded with a caw. “It’s coming back to me now, too. Yes, but how could one such as this have bound her and dragged her through?”

			Dane turned back to the witch, who stared up at him through magnified eyes. “I didn’t mean to. It just happened.”

			The old woman barked an insincere laugh which the bird mirrored. “It cannot be done accidentally. Much preparation is needed.”

			Dane knew he had probably already said too much, and he didn’t want to make things worse by giving away details he shouldn’t.

			The witch nodded. “You are right to be wary. Just know that even a bound demon is dangerous. Especially her kind of demon. If you truly did hook one, you are better off sending her back as soon as you can, little lamb.”

			Dane’s curiosity got the better of him. “Do you know if that’s possible? Releasing her from the bond, I mean?”

			“Of course it’s possible,” the witch said, looking at him as if he was an idiot. “You take her unaware and put a blade through her. An enchanted blade forged for the purpose of demon slaying would work best, but any steel will do if it’s put in the right spot.”

			Dane shrank back. “I don’t want to kill her. I just want to release her from the bond.”

			The witch and the bird both cackled at him again. “Release her? Why on earth would you do that?”

			Dane had had about enough of being laughed at. “I told you I didn’t mean to summon her,” he said through clenched teeth. “But now that I have, I want to undo it. Without killing her.”

			“You’re a fool, boy.”

			“Yeah, probably,” Dane said with a sigh. “But having her bound to me just doesn’t seem right.”

			The witch looked incredulous, but then her expression softened. “This generation? Aye, Dimitri? The Van Hellwigs must be rolling in their graves,” she spat. “Good. They were the worst sort of filth.”

			“Who?” Dane asked, very confused.

			“Never mind,” she said, turning around and shuffling away towards the back of the store. “Ancient history from the old days. Come with me, young warlock.”

			“For what?” he asked, then added, “and I’m not a warlock.”

			The witch cackled. “Your spark may have grown down the wizard or sorcerer’s paths once, but by binding yourself to a demon, you have chosen the warlock path, like it or not.”

			“Wait, what?” Dane asked, following her.

			“Tell you what, little lamb, if you tell me how you summoned your succubus, I’ll see what I can find in my library about releasing a summoned without killing it,” she stopped at a cupboard that looked like something pulled from a rubbish heap and took five long, black candles from a drawer. She handed them to him, then pulled them back. “Come on. Let’s hear it. Dimitri and I are waiting.”

			Dane heard the lock click back open behind him and the bird flapping inelegantly back up to the perch between the other two stuffed crows. The witch stared at him expectantly, and he again got the feeling he was in way over his head.

			“Fine,” he said, then reluctantly he told her about finding the hidden room and staged summoning circle. He left out where exactly the circular room was in the library and how he’d accessed the hidden staircase, but he gave her enough of the details that he could see it intrigued her.

			“Fascinating,” she said. “Did you hear that Dimitri? The old goat really would be rolling in his grave, and our little lamb here really did accidentally summon a succubus.” When the bird didn’t answer, she spat in its direction. “Lazy bird, always napping.”

			She charged Dane several dollars each for the candles and told him to come back in a few days if he wanted to know what she’d found about breaking a summoning bond. He exited the tiny store with far more questions than when he’d entered a full hour earlier.

			On the way back to Justin’s house, Dane tried to push the strange interaction to the back of his mind as thoughts of Maeve and how her first day of work had gone, swooped in. He was anxious to get back to her. He had a lot he wanted to talk to her about, but he didn’t want to overwhelm her right after she’d spent an entire day at a new job.

			It occurred to him that even though they had both settled into calling one another boyfriend and girlfriend; they hadn’t ever been out on an actual date. That was mainly because their relationship didn’t truly fall into that category, but still he thought it might be nice to go out and do something fun. It was Friday night, after all. And it would be a welcome relief to inject a little normalcy into their otherwise very abnormal week.

			The more he thought about it, the more he liked the idea, but he hadn’t been on a date in years and besides that, he didn’t really know what Maeve might find fun. She has to have said something about what she likes that I can build a date around.

			Her beauty, refined intelligence, and clear love of food immediately made him think of the traditional fine dining options. He was on a university student’s budget, however, which didn’t include steak, lobster, or twenty-dollar cocktails. One day soon, that type of date might be on the menu, but for the time being, he’d have to set his sights lower.

			He knew a lot of students frequented the bar and club scene in town, but he wasn’t sure he was ready to embarrass himself by trying to dance with her just yet, either. A low-key dinner and a movie were more his speed, but somehow that option didn’t fit what he was after either.

			By the time he arrived home, he was physically as well as mentally exhausted, not only from the MMA class and the strange visit to Gretta Green’s, but also from trying to figure out something for him and Maeve to do. He’d come up with something he thought she might enjoy, but it was not at all classy or refined, and was even admittedly a little childish.

			“No,” Justin said flatly. “You cannot take her to do that. A nice candlelit dinner, a carriage ride in the park downtown, one of those would work, or I know a guy who can hook you up with last-minute tickets to the theater.”

			“I appreciate the help, man. I really do,” Dane replied. “But I’m going to go with my gut on this one.”

			“Your gut? No offense, but where has your gut gotten you in the past when it came to women?”

			Dane had to admit his friend had a point, but he was committed to his idea and if it crashed and burned, he’d take full responsibility for it and deal with the ridicule. He left Justin in the front room, muttering to himself about lost causes and ruined chances.

			When he got to his room, he found Maeve lounging on the bed, scrolling through her phone. She bounced up and came over to kiss him. “I had the best time today,” she said. “Talking women into lingerie is so much fun.”

			Dane laughed. “Talking them into it?”

			“Well, I mean, if they came in, they were obviously already thinking about buying some, right? I just helped them find the most flattering combination and then gave them a helpful little nudge towards making the purchase.”

			“Nudge?” Dane asked. “Like a supernatural succubus nudge?”

			Maeve frowned. “No. That kind of thing isn’t really in my skill set. I don’t do mind control. Even my enhanced pheromones don’t work that way.” She gave him another kiss and changed the subject. “I felt a wave of fear from you earlier. Was that from the fighting class you took? It passed rather quickly, or I would have come to find you.”

			He laid the paper sack holding the candles on the dresser, fighting back visions of Maeve bursting into the MMA gym to rescue him. How embarrassing and emasculating would that have been? I’d never be able to go back there again. I’m sure glad she decided against it.

			“No, it wasn’t from the class,” he replied. “I’ll tell you all about it, but first, what would you say to going out with me tonight?”

			Maeve beamed. “Like a date? I’d say hell yes and ask where are we going?”

			An hour later they were racing around a go-kart track at the local Putt-Putt Palace mini-golf park, and there was no doubt at all Maeve was enjoying every second of speeding around the asphalt course. For someone who’d never driven a motor vehicle before, she picked it up very quickly. They drove five separate six-lap rounds before they called it quits, and she beat him in two of the last three races.

			“That was exhilarating,” she said as they walked away from the track towards the main arcade building, which also held the concessions. “We have to do this again. I can’t believe I got to drive my first motor vehicle.”

			Dane was happy to see his hunch that she would enjoy the driving experience was correct. He hoped his feeling her love of junk-food would extend to carnival type fare would be correct as well. After buying a pile of questionable foods from the concessions counter, they found a free table and dug in.

			“So, tell me how the class went,” Maeve said as she tore the end off of a cinnamon churro. “Did you like it? And more importantly, do you think it will be beneficial for you long-term?”

			“Yeah, I think so. I was kind of a fish out of water, just trying to figure out how things worked, but by the end, some of it was starting to click. I went ahead and signed a month-long commitment with them. I think it will be worth learning something about how not to get my ass kicked so easily.”

			“Good, I think that will be worthwhile as well,” she tore off another chunk of the churro and dipped it into a nauseatingly sweet raspberry sauce. “What was the spike of fear all about, then?”

			Dane sighed. “I went to that Gretta Green’s place after the class.”

			Maeve put down the churro. “You did what?”

			“You said you needed more of those candles and the MMA place was close to her store, so I thought I’d do you a favor.”

			Maeve pursed her lips, then said. “That was sweet of you. What happened while you were there? What did she do to frighten you?”

			Dane told Maeve the entire story, from finding the storefront, to the living/not-living bird, to Gretta Green telling him she’d look into how to break a summoning. Maeve looked pensive as she listened. Asking questions every now and again, but mostly just allowing him to tell her what happened.

			“She’s not the friendliest witch I’ve met, but she’s far from the worst either,” Maeve admitted finally. “You need to be careful with her, though. Witches can be tricky and if she offered to help you, you can be certain there’s an ulterior motive behind it. Promise me you won’t go back there without me.”

			Dane agreed, and Maeve dropped the subject.

			By the time they finished the funnel cake, candied apples, and rainbow cotton candy that Maeve had especially wanted, they were both feeling stuffed—and a little sick to their stomachs.

			“Before we leave, I would like to play this putt-putt golf,” Maeve said as they walked back outside.

			“Okay. But I’m warning you, it’s about the only sport I’m good at, and I can’t guarantee I’ll go easy on you like I did on the racetrack.”

			Maeve’s eyes twinkled with an internal light. “Went easy on me, my ass,” she reached out and tugged him closer by his belt. “On second thought, maybe we should skip the putt-putt.”

			“Oh, no,” Dane replied smugly. “You asked for it, and you’re in my area of expertise now. Prepare for utter domination.”

			Maeve leaned in and kissed him lightly. “Promise?”
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			A Tasty Breakfast

			The morning after their date at the Putt-Putt Palace, they slept in. Dane was certain the date had gone well, despite being a little childish and not truly befitting Maeve’s sophistication. She said she enjoyed it though, especially the go-karts.

			During their round of mini golf, their conversation had deepened. She’d asked him about his upbringing, and she’d shared a little of her own. Their experiences were understandably wildly different, but there were a few similarities. She’d been curious to know about his parents, but when the subject of her mentor had come up, she turned melancholy, and although he was curious, he dropped the subject, and attempted to lighten the mood again with an embarrassing story from his one and only season playing organized tee-ball as a child.

			That story not only made her laugh, but it also led to a conversation about baseball. It amazed Dane to learn she was a big fan of the game. It seemed she had attended more than a few games at Cub’s Park when she’d been in Chicago and had even been there when it was renamed Wrigley Field.

			They hadn’t gotten back to Justin’s until late and had been so exhausted, they both went straight to bed and fell asleep almost immediately.

			Around ten o’clock in the morning, a knock at their bedroom door woke them.

			“Hey you two!” Justin called through the door. “I’ve got to go get some stuff from Costmo for the party tonight, but the keg is supposed to be delivered in about an hour. Can one of you sign for it when it gets here?”

			“Sure,” Dane called back groggily.

			A few minutes later, he heard the unmistakable sound of Justin’s car exhaust rumbling to life outside in the driveway. He peeled back the comforter and rolled out of bed, then headed into the bathroom.

			He heard Maeve yawn and get up, and expected her to follow him into the bathroom, but she didn’t. When he stuck his head back into the bedroom, she was gone. Unconcerned, Dane went to the sink, splashed some water on his face, put a squirt of paste on his toothbrush, and began scrubbing.

			When he was done, he put on a loose pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt, then headed out the door and towards the living room and kitchen. He found Maeve at the counter in the kitchen, still completely naked with a mixing bowl in front of her and a half dozen ingredients spread out across the countertop around her.

			Dane’s first thought was how astonishingly beautiful she was and how inexplicably lucky he was to have gotten to curl up with her every night for the last week. Even if reality will eventually come crashing back in and send things back to normal, shattering whatever fantastical dream I’m living in now.

			His second thought was that she was swaying to a rhythm he couldn’t hear without a stitch of clothing on, in the middle of Justin’s kitchen, where anyone could see her. Not that there was anyone else in the house at that moment, but still. Dane glanced at the nearest window, which looked out of the kitchen and into a side-yard. It only really had a view of overgrown grass and a block fence, so he wasn’t too concerned about it.

			Looking out toward the living room, though, there were three large windows that looked out across the front yard to the street. Those windows had a clear and unobstructed view through the spacious open floor plan, through the living room, and into the kitchen. Luckily, there was no one out there to enjoy the view.

			His third thought was that he couldn’t believe Maeve was cooking. She’d made it pretty clear she didn’t enjoy cooking or cleaning, and wouldn’t be doing either.

			“What are you making?” he asked. “And what are you doing out here like that?”

			Maeve turned around, giving him a view worth drooling over, with her perfect perky breasts front and center above her toned midsection. The patch of flame-red hair between her pleasing hips barely covered her sex, allowing for just a glimpse of puffy labia in the gap between her thighs. Fuck, I’m so damn lucky. He licked his lips, remembering how good she tasted. Her long legs looked like she worked out regularly, as did her arms. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail and her green eyes sparkled with mischief.

			“I like the way you look at me,” she said as she abandoned her work and sauntered toward him, “and I was attempting to make pancakes, although I believe I forgot to get one of the key ingredients when I was at the store yesterday. It didn’t occur to me that Justin wouldn’t have salt in the house.”

			Dane chuckled. That doesn’t surprise me at all.

			“It looks like you might see something else you want to eat, though,” she said as she wrapped her arms around him and drew him in for a kiss.

			“Yeah,” he replied. “I do. Let’s go back to bed.”

			She shook her head. “What’s wrong with right here?”

			Dane swallowed and glanced toward the front windows only thirty or forty feet away, with the front yard, sidewalk, and street clearly visible through them.

			“Doesn’t the thought of someone seeing make it a little more thrilling?” she asked.

			She kissed him again, pushing his sweatpants down with an expert motion, freeing his raging erection. He’d never thought of himself as an exhibitionist, but he had to admit he felt a little thrill in knowing someone could walk by on the sidewalk at any moment and get an eyeful of them.

			“I can smell how much this turns you on,” she whispered into his ear.

			She was right, and he decided he needed to embrace more of the feelings that he might have ignored or suppressed out of embarrassment or fear in the past.

			Maeve squealed in surprise when he lifted her up and placed her on the edge of the kitchen island. He kissed her hungrily, then began a slow descent down her body. He kissed, licked, and lightly nibbled her neck before drifting to her breasts. Taking his time, he took each of her stiffening pink nipples in his mouth, swirling and sucking them each in turn. Maeve leaned back on her arms, letting her head fall back as a low moan escaped her lips.

			As his desire to taste her grew, he let his hand gently roam her body as he moved his oral attention down across her flat stomach and belly button. He smelled the tantalizing scent coming from her moistening sex before he felt her pubic hair on his chin. He drank in the wonderful spicy musk that was uniquely hers and that he’d already become completely intoxicated by.

			When his mouth reached her folds, he brushed his lips over hers and felt her shudder. With two fingers he gently parted her, then licked the flush flesh at her center, sending another shudder through her.

			The last time he’d eaten her, he’d undertaken it like a school project or a test, trying to get each step correct. It had worked; she seemed to enjoy it, but this time he allowed himself to release some of the conscious thought and just get lost in the fun of the act.

			He savored her taste, her smell, the silky texture of her intimate flesh on his tongue. When her hips writhed in climax and her juices flowed over his lips, he was both exhilarated he’d gotten her to that point, and disappointed it had come so quickly.

			When her convulsions waned, he felt her hands groping for him, dragging him upwards. He complied and soon she was kissing him and moaning madly into his mouth. His cock seemed to find her waiting entrance naturally, without direction, and before long he was buried in her and beginning a deliberately slow rhythm. She held him as he thrust into her, her nails raking across his shoulders and back. Her mouth refused to leave his until the pace and their panting made kissing impossible.

			He held out as long as he could, hoping she would cum again, but he felt the inevitable crescendo building in him.

			“Oh fuck. I’m going to cum.”

			“Yes!” she encouraged.

			With one more push, he sank all the way in and unloaded. Her muscular legs held him in place until he was spent.

			Still panting, he looked over the top of her, out towards the living room, and his eyes locked momentarily with an older woman on the sidewalk. Her eyes were wide, her face flushed. When she realized he was looking back at her, she jerked her small dog’s leash, and hurried away.

			“That neighbor lady just watched us,” he said, not knowing if he should laugh or be worried the woman might turn them in to the authorities for indecent exposure. “We might have to get some curtains.”

			Maeve laughed. “Why would we want to do that? I’ll bet that’s the most excitement she’s had all month, and I’ll bet she goes home and rubs one out thinking about what she just saw.”

			They cleaned up the kitchen, then got in the shower to clean themselves up. Dane was just toweling off when he heard the doorbell ring.

			He’d expected a single keg to be delivered, but instead received two, along with tubs to put them in, ice to fill the tubs, and hand pumped taps for each. The delivery guy helped him get them into the kitchen and set them up in the tubs along with the ice. The guy said it would be best not to tap them until they were ready to use them.

			About an hour later, Justin returned with an entire trunk and backseat full of chips, dips, candy, hard alcohol, disposable cups, disposable plates, and a whole host of other crap for the party.

			“Dude, this is a lot of stuff. How many people did you invite?” Dane asked.

			Justin shrugged. “All of them.”

			“What do you mean, all of them?”

			“I put a couple fliers up on campus. One at the coffee bar, one at the student arcade, even one at the library. You’d have seen that one if you’d been there the last few days.”

			Dane laughed. “Yeah, I haven’t been to the library in a few days.” Thinking about it, he felt certain it was the first time since coming to Sablehurst that he had gone more than a day without stepping foot in the huge gothic library.

			“It wasn’t an accusation,” Justin said. “I’m proud of you. Meeting Maeve is starting to change you in some real positive ways. So much so that I’m rethinking my stance on girlfriends. I just hope you didn’t ruin your chances with her last night by taking her to that kiddy park.”

			“We’re fine,” Dane replied, “she had a good time.”

			“Well, the fact that she was still here this morning is a good sign, I guess, but you can’t make too many mistakes like that. She’s a classy lady who needs some wining and dining.”

			Dane wanted to point out that the coming evening’s festivities wouldn’t have any of the hallmarks of classy wining or dining, but he knew it wasn’t a point worth arguing, so he asked what he could do to help get the house ready instead.

			They spent the next few hours getting things situated, and it turned out Justin had been busy over the last week. The back covered patio had been cleaned up, at least by Justin’s standards, and a ping-pong table had been set up on it. Out in the backyard, a metal fire-ring had also been set up, surrounded by several mismatched chairs.

			“The ping-pong table is pretty awesome, isn’t it?” Justin said.

			“Yeah, it looks like a nice one. Did you put it together?”

			Justin scoffed. “No. I paid the delivery guys a hundred bucks each to put it together for me. Now we’ve got a place for beer-pong, flip-cup, cards, whatever we want.”

			“Ping-pong?” Dane ventured.

			Justin frowned. “Yeah, that too, I guess. I’m not sure if it came with paddles.”

			Dane laughed and shook his head, then went to go find Maeve.

			He found her in their room, with an array of clothing spread out over the bed. It seemed she was having a difficult time figuring out what she wanted to wear to the party. Dane didn’t really understand what the big deal was. She’d look good in anything she chose, and as far as he was concerned, she might as well choose whatever was most comfortable.

			“What I was wearing this morning while making pancakes was pretty comfortable,” she said in a sultry tone. “How about I wear that?”

			He shook his head. He didn’t doubt Maeve would do it if he dared her, and she could pull it off. But he wasn’t ready for that. Having the neighbor lady catch them and gawk at them having sex for a few seconds, was one thing. Having everyone in the house eyeing Maeve’s naked body was something else entirely.

			“I’m just teasing. I think you’re right. Casual and comfortable is the way to go tonight.”

			The three of them ate a late dinner of pizza, then Justin insisted they all do a “pre-game” shot of tequila before guests got there. Twenty-minutes later Dane was starting to feel the burn from that shots when the first guests arrived.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 16
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			A Demon Provoked

			Cassie and one of her friends Lia, short for Cordelia, were among the first to arrive at Justin’s house for the party. Cassie was dressed in an outfit that made Dane think of pictures he’d seen of seventies flower children, with light brown corduroy bell-bottom pants and an orange striped long-sleeved crop top. The outfit contrasted nicely with the green hue of her skin, which he still wanted to ask her about. She’s really sexy though, and I dig that look on her.

			Lia was cute too, in a thin, wispy way. She was clearly not human either, and had a dark bluish hue to her skin and hair that was done up in tight braids.

			Justin directed the women towards the kitchen and the drinks counter. Dane followed along, impressed by his buddy’s attempts to chat up Cassie’s friend. I wonder if it would make any difference to him if he knew Lia wasn’t human? Dane didn’t think so. He hadn’t met many people as easygoing and accepting as Justin.

			“Nice place you guys have here.” Cassie said as they watched Justin mix up some kind of bright blue concoction into red plastic cups. She looked dubious when he passed her one, but she took it. Dane declined the offer and poured himself a beer from the keg instead.

			“Yeah, it’s a great place,” Dane agreed once they had their drinks in hand. “It was really nice of Justin to let me move in with him.”

			Justin was explaining something about his gaming system to Lia, who looked interested as they went back towards the living room, leaving Dane and Cassie in the kitchen.

			“So, this is the green-skinned beauty you were telling me about,” Maeve said, coming up from behind Dane and interlacing her arm into his. “How exciting. I’ve never met a dryad before.”

			Cassie’s face paled, and she shrank back at the sight of Maeve. Then she turned fearful eyes toward Dane.

			“Cassie, this is Maeve. Maeve, Cassie,” Dane said uncertainly. Cassie’s reaction wasn’t what he’d been expecting.

			“The pleasure is mine.” Maeve said and reached out a hand to Cassie. Then she leaned in and lowered her voice. “There is no need for fear, young dryad. I am his, he is not mine. I know your kind and mine have not always been friendly, but there is no reason we cannot be friends.”

			Maeve straightened back up. “Dane, love, I think I’ve had my fill of beer. I’m going to go get that bottle of wine I saw in the garage. I’ll be right back.”

			“Are you okay?” Dane asked Cassie once Maeve had gone.

			His friend’s normally laid-back demeanor was noticeably shaken. “She’s a demon. You know that, don’t you?”

			Dane nodded. “She’s a succubus.”

			“What is she doing here?”

			Dane looked over to where Justin and Lia were. Each had a game controller in hand but were still within hearing range if either of them cared to listen. “Maybe we should talk about this outside.”

			He led the way through the hallway and out the door to the backyard. He didn’t know exactly what a dryad was, a type of nymph, he thought, but he wasn’t sure. If that was true, it answered at least one of his questions about Cassie, but it opened a lot more. Not the least of which was why didn’t dryads and demons get along? He really needed to sit down with Maeve and have her explain all the different species and factions that coexisted on earth for him.

			Cassie waited until they were outside before saying anything more. “I knew something about you had changed,” she said finally. “It’s been about a week since you met her, hasn’t it?”

			“Well,” Dane replied, not knowing how much of the story to go into with her. “Yes, it’s been just over a week.”

			“I knew it. If it hasn’t gone too far, I might be able to get her out of you.”

			“Wait, what?”

			Cassie grabbed him and pressed her lips to his. To say he was surprised would have been an understatement, and before he knew it, he was kissing her back. She tasted very different from Maeve, less spicy and more earthy, with hints of mint. After a second, his guilty conscience got the better of him and he pushed her away. She licked her lips and looked up at him uncertainly.

			“What you were looking for wasn’t there, was it?” Maeve said from the doorway, startling both of them.

			“What wasn’t?” Dane asked, embarrassment and guilt flooding him.

			“There’s nothing to be guilty about, love,” Maeve said with a hint of irritation in her voice as she stepped out onto the back patio with them, but her eyes were cold when they looked at Cassie. “As soon as I realized what she was, I knew she wouldn’t be able to resist trying to cure you of me.”

			“Cure me?” Dane was trying to keep up, but he was in way over his head.

			“Among other things, dryads are incurable healers. If I was a free roaming succubus who’d enthralled you, she would be able to taste my venom in you, and possibly even cleanse you of it.” Maeve’s eyes turned to Cassie. “But there wasn’t any venom, was there?”

			“No,” Cassie confirmed, looking even more shaken than she had before. “So, what is going on, then?”

			Dane looked at Maeve for guidance.

			She shrugged and leaned into him. “Tell her as much or as little as you like,” she kissed him deeply and shot Cassie a cool glance. “I’ll leave you two to talk. Come find me when you’re done.”

			Before she left them, Maeve turned toward the firepit and made a gesture like she was blowing a kiss. A golf-ball sized sphere of flame leapt from between her lips and streaked toward the pyramid of wood in the firepit. At first, it looked like the fireball might not be enough to ignite the wood, then the entire pile went up in a whoosh.

			“To keep you two warm,” Maeve said. “It’s getting nippy out here.”

			The fireball thing was new, and it freaked Dane out more than it seemed to affect Cassie, as they watched Maeve saunter back inside. Cassie threw the rest of her bright blue drink into the grass.

			“I’m confused,” she said as she plopped down into a chair beside the fire. “If she’s not trying to harvest you, what is she doing here? Everything I’ve ever heard about succubus says they poison men or women, then drag them down until they can harvest their souls. But she’s right, I should have been able to taste it if that’s what she was doing. At least I think I would. It’s not like I’ve ever done it before.”

			“I accidentally summoned her,” Dane confessed, deciding there was no reason to avoid telling Cassie the truth.

			“How do you accidentally summon a succubus?”

			He gave her the short version of how he’d stumbled onto the ritual circle in the library.

			“Damn,” she said once he’d finished. “I’ve never heard anything like that. And now you think you’re a warlock?”

			“That’s what the witch at the store said.”

			He was glad to see Cassie had at least partially reverted to the easygoing girl he’d worked with for so long.

			“So… you’re a dryad?” he asked.

			“Yeah,” she said, closing her eyes and leaning back in her chair. “Not a very good one, though. I’m a real disgrace to the Oakheart clan. My mother thought a few years out of the grove at school would be good for me. Teach me the value of hard work and responsibility.”

			Dane laughed. “Sounds like she needs to get out of the grove more if she thinks that’s what they teach here.”

			The backdoor opened and a wave of college kids came out, Justin and Cassie’s friend Lia at their head. “Flip-cup time bitches,” one kid shouted as the party spilled out into the backyard.

			“So, are you okay?” Dane asked as music and the back porch lights came on.

			Cassie smiled. “Yeah. Sorry if I overreacted. I was just worried you were having your soul eaten. This has just turned into one of the strangest and most surprising nights I’ve had since coming to Sablehurst, but as long as I know you’re okay, it’s all good. I feel silly, though. I didn’t realize you had a girlfriend, demon or otherwise.”

			“No need to feel silly. It’s a developing situation. I’m still not sure what Maeve and I are yet, and I don’t think I qualify as her boyfriend.”

			“Oh, you’re her boyfriend,” Cassie said. “At least in her eyes. I know jealousy when I sense it. We dryads are pretty good at catching feelings and intuition, and that kind of thing from people. I thought it was just her being protective of her prey at first, but maybe it’s the real deal. I wouldn’t have thought succubus were capable of those feelings. But like she said, I’m a young dryad with lots to learn,” she sighed. “Be careful though, I’d hate to see you get hurt, and from everything I’ve been told, demons are dangerous.”

			“I appreciate that.” Dane said as he stood. “I’ll be careful. I promise. I should probably go find her and make sure everything is good on that end. I’ll see you a little later, though, okay?”

			Dane wove his way through the suddenly crowded backyard and into the house. He had to believe Cassie was misreading the signals she’d perceived from Maeve. There was no way Maeve was jealous of Cassie. Maeve had made it clear on multiple occasions that succubi didn’t get jealous.

			Now if the roles were reversed, if I’d walked out and found Maeve kissing some guy, I’d definitely have been jealous. That dichotomy bothered him on a couple of levels. One because it was a double standard, and two because jealousy could only develop when genuine feelings existed. There was no doubt he was developing feelings for Maeve, no matter how hard he tried to resist. But what did it mean if Cassie was right, and Maeve was feeling jealousy? It can’t mean she’s developing actual feelings for me. That’s ludicrous.

			Dane found Maeve in the living room playing a card-based drinking game with a handful of university kids. She stood out amongst the group, like one of their older, much more sophisticated sisters. When she saw him, she smiled and excused herself to a chorus of groans from the other players, especially the boys.

			“How did your chat go?” she asked.

			“Fine, I guess. She was just a little freaked out.”

			“I noticed.”

			“Does your kind have animosity with all the other races on earth?”

			Maeve shook her head and led him out onto the front porch where the music wasn’t so loud, and they could talk without fear of being overheard.

			“Demons get along well with most of the species your fables vilify, like imps, vampires, werewolves, etcetera,” she said.

			“Witches?”

			Maeve chuckled. “Witches are a touchy bunch. It’s hard to tell who they will get along with. From what I’ve seen, most of them don’t even like each other, but yes, traditionally they are part of the darker side of things.”

			“But dryads and demons definitely don’t mix?”

			“No,” Maeve agreed. “None of the nymph species care for demons, even though for the most part nymphs are neutral and choose to keep to themselves. But that doesn’t mean I can’t get along with, or even be friends with, any one individual from a group my kind doesn’t traditionally get along with, even a dryad. Nothing is chiseled in stone, least of all personal feelings.”

			“Boy-o-boy, three times in one week I’ve run into you. I need to go buy a lottery ticket,” called a grating voice Dane was becoming all too familiar with.

			Dane groaned as Luke and his two friends walked across the grass up to the porch. He decided not to correct the colossal idiot and tell him that this was actually the fourth time they’d run into each other in the last week.

			“I saw the flier at school and wondered if this thing was being thrown by you dorks. No one else would have been dumb enough to print fliers on Hawaiian shirt themed paper.”

			“Look, guys,” Dane began with his hands up in a placating gesture as he stepped away from Maeve and down off the porch. “You’re welcome to come in as long as you don’t cause any problems.”

			“Oh, we’re coming in,” Luke said as he stepped up to Dane. “I might even show that delightful piece of ass of yours what a real man is like while I’m here.”

			“Dude,” Dane said. “Can you even hear yourself? What are you, a comic book villain?”

			Luke seemed momentarily taken aback, then he shoved Dane. “Maybe I am.”

			Dane only remembered how to execute a single type of kick that he’d been taught in the MMA class, but his anger got the better of him, and he attempted it. The distance was a little close for a good front kick, and his effort turned into more of a forceful shove with his foot, rather than a true kick. He put everything he had into it though, and that, coupled with Luke obviously not expecting any retaliation, made it somewhat effective.

			Luke staggered back, tripped on the uneven lawn, and fell onto his butt. He looked up at Dane with pure hatred as his friends laughed behind him.

			“I’m going to fucking kill you,” he snarled as he scrambled back up.

			Dane dodged Luke’s first punch and half blocked the second, but the third caught him directly on the nose. As his face exploded in pain, another sensation washed over him.

			He remembered Maeve saying that she caught glimpses of how he was feeling through their bond. Until that moment, he hadn’t felt anything come across their connection in his direction, though. Pure molten fury surged across the bond as it flowed off her and, in that instant, Dane knew with one hundred percent certainty she intended to tear Luke apart with her bare hands, or talons, without regard for the consequences. Oh, shit.

			“Maeve, no!” he shouted, as he clutched his face, but through his blurred vision he could see she had already moved from her position up on the porch quicker than anything human could. “Don’t hurt him!”
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			Healing Kiss

			Dane’s vision was blurry and watering because of Luke’s punch, so he was having trouble seeing exactly what was going on. He wasn’t sure if Maeve had heard his plea for her not to hurt Luke, but he thought she must have, because as far as he could tell she hadn’t torn Luke limb-from-limb yet. In fact, he was pretty certain what she had done was pick Luke up by the throat, said a few words directly into his face, then thrown him some thirty feet into the street. There was a lot of shouting, and some very undignified shrieking from someone who sounded an awful lot like Luke.

			Several seconds later, Maeve was by his side again and he could hear people streaming out of the house and onto the front porch from inside to see what was happening.

			“You didn’t hurt him?” Dane asked Maeve, even though talking had become difficult from the truly disturbing amount of blood pouring out of his nose.

			“I should have killed the little fucker,” she hissed, pressing a wad of cloth to his face and hauling him to his feet. “But he’ll live. His friends scooped him up and ran off already.”

			Maeve led Dane back into the house through a mob of disappointed college kids grousing about having missed the show. There were a few whispers that trailed after them, and even a few whistles as they made the trek through the house and into their bedroom, and then their bathroom.

			The music and clamor of the party fell to a manageable din as Maeve closed the bathroom door behind them and guided him down onto the toilet.

			“Apparently, one MMA class wasn’t enough,” Dane tried to say, although his voice was badly muffled by the cloth Maeve had clamped to his face. As his adrenaline receded, the pain in his face intensified, and even those few words hurt.

			“Stop talking. I think your nose is broken,” Maeve replied as she pulled the cloth away and handed him several pieces of toilet paper she’d rolled into tight cylinders. “Put these up your nostrils.”

			Dane’s vision had cleared somewhat and when the cloth was removed, he realized the rag she’d used to control his bleeding was her shirt. Maeve stood there in front of him with her magnificent— but blood-spattered— breasts exposed. So that’s what at least some of the commotion was about while we were walking through the house. Despite everything else going on, part of him was jealous, but another part was turned on.

			There was a knock at their bedroom door, then it opened, and at least two pairs of hurried footsteps came across the bedroom to the bathroom door.

			“Are you guys okay?” Justin called through the door. “What happened?”

			“Is Dane hurt?” Cassie asked. “If he is, I may be able to help.”

			Before Dane could say anything, Maeve opened the bathroom door and let Justin and Cassie in with them. Justin’s eyes got a little wider when he saw Maeve topless, but he attempted not to stare. Cassie didn’t even seem to notice. She came over and gently tilted Dane’s head back so she could get a better look at his face.

			With a wet washcloth, she gently wiped the bulk of the blood from his face and nose. Dane winced at the pressure, but forced himself not to cry out.

			“Justin, could you go get some ice in a baggie?” Cassie asked.

			“Ah, sure. I’ll be right back.”

			As soon as Justin was gone, Cassie looked at Maeve. “May I do what I can to help him heal?”

			“Of course,” Maeve replied, but Dane saw her jaw muscles clench.

			“I can get your nose back in place, but you’re going to want me to numb it first.” Cassie said, then she leaned down and licked both sides of his nose in long, wet strokes.

			The sensation and situation were weird, and he reflexively tried to pull his head back, but her surprisingly firm hand was behind his head, holding him in place. Almost immediately his nose went numb, and he remembered the times at the coffee bar when she’d licked her fingers then touched his face. Before he could consider it any further, she took hold of his nose between her fingers and brought it back into proper alignment. Whatever numbing properties her saliva had, they didn’t completely mask the bolt of pain that shot through him, and Dane couldn’t help the yelp that escaped his mouth. Behind Cassie, he noticed Maeve tense, just for an instant.

			“I put as much toxin as I dared into my saliva,” Cassie said apologetically. “Maybe I should have used a little more, but it’s hard to judge what might be too much in humans.”

			“You have toxic saliva? Why didn’t I taste that earlier when we kissed?” Dane asked.

			Cassie smiled. “Toxin maybe isn’t the right word, but I have several compounds that my body makes naturally. Most of them are for healing or altering one’s state in some way. The mixture I used just then is kind of an anesthetic.”

			After the brief explanation, she leaned in and kissed him, parting her lips and slipping her tongue into his mouth. He again tasted the fresh minty sweetness, then an almost grassy rye-whiskey aftertaste once she pulled away. She smirked at him and then let her eyes drift over to where Maeve was watching them intently.

			“Are you done?” Maeve asked coolly.

			“Yes, I’ve done what I can for now,” Cassie replied. “I added a little something for the pain to my kiss, and something to help the bone and cartilage mend a little faster. That, along with the resilience and healing factor he got from you, should have him back to normal in no time. The last blackeye seemed to heal pretty fast, it was nearly gone before this happened.”

			A dryad who can alter her bodily fluids to heal. I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised. But each new revelation like this keeps amazing me.

			Cassie rummaged through her purse and pulled out a gummy that looked exactly like the one she’d given him a few days earlier at the coffee bar. “These are infused with a few different compounds of mine.” She offered it to him.

			“Thanks, but I probably shouldn’t,” he said. “That last one you gave me knocked me on my ass.”

			She laughed. “Yeah, I forget how potent my additives can be. They don’t work the same way on me.”

			She put the gummy back into her purse as Justin came in with a plastic bag full of ice.

			“Are you handing out gummies?” he asked, having seen what Cassie put back into her purse.

			Cassie grinned. “They’re strong. Are you sure you want one?”

			“Pssh, I can handle anything he can,” Justin scoffed.

			Cassie shrugged, fishing a gummy out and handing it over to him. “Enjoy.”

			Cassie and Justin left the room so he and Maeve could get cleaned up and re-clothed. Several minutes later, they went back out to the party, which didn’t look as though it had noticed their absence. The music was still thumping, and the guests were still playing games, drinking, and mingling as if nothing had happened.

			They got fresh drinks, more wine for her, and another beer for him. He’d noticed his tolerance for alcohol had gone up, and he wondered if that was yet another side effect of the improved resilience Cassie and Maeve had talked about.

			With cups in hand, they settled into chairs beside the backyard fire pit. A lively game of flip-cup was still underway up on the back porch, but no one else seemed interested in sitting by the fire, so they had it to themselves.

			Maeve stared into the flames with a somber, faraway look in her eyes.

			“Everything okay?” Dane asked.

			Maeve blinked, looked over at him, and smiled. “Yes. Everything is fine. How do you feel?”

			“Better. Cassie’s… whatever it is, seems to be working.”

			Maeve’s smile faltered for an instant before returning. “Good.”

			“Does she bother you?”

			“No. Like I told you earlier, her kind and mine have long-standing animosity, but we can make exceptions. I know she is your friend, and I’m grateful she was able to help you.”

			“It doesn’t bother you she and I kissed?”

			Maeve laughed and looked back into the fire. “No. Not at all.”

			Dane was no expert at reading people, especially women, but he thought her laughter and her denial seemed forced.

			“Good. I didn’t plan for that to happen.”

			“I know. It’s fine, Dane. I’m fine,” she said in a curt tone.

			He knew enough about women to know it’s fine and I’m fine didn’t always mean things were truly fine.

			“Cassie was worried you might be jealous.” He ventured.

			Maeve barked another laugh. “That girl doesn’t know the first thing about succubi. We don’t get jealous or attached in that way.”

			“Yeah, I know that’s what you keep saying, but I just thought—”

			“It’s fine, Dane. Just let it be,” Maeve said as she abruptly stood. “I’m going to find that other bottle of wine I hid from these university vultures. Can I get you anything while I’m up?”

			His cup was still nearly full, and he was pretty sure hers was as well. He shook his head and watched her walk away, then let his head drop into his hands. I knew this moment was coming. The moment she finally got annoyed with him, or he did something to make her angry, and she’d come to her senses. It was the reason he’d kept telling himself not to get attached to her, not to let himself slide down the slippery slope from lust into deeper feelings. It’s way too late to prevent that at this point, though.

			“You cannot fall for a god damned succubus, you idiot,” he admonished himself.

			“Put the good stuff away. Cops are here,” someone opened the back door and hollered out.

			Dane sighed and stood as the music abruptly cut off. It was well after eleven, but he feared this visit from the police was about more than a noise complaint.

			By the time he got through the house and out onto the front porch, Maeve was already waving goodbye to the two police officers who were getting back into their patrol-cars. He waited anxiously next to Justin on the porch as the officers pulled away and Maeve walked back up the driveway to a chorus of cheers.

			She smiled and made a shushing gesture to the assembled college students. “Okay, they have officially warned us. Music has to come down, and the party needs to stay indoors.”

			Some of the cheers turned into boos, but everyone complied and went back inside.

			“That’s all they wanted?” Dane asked when he and Maeve were alone on the front porch. “Nothing about what happened with Luke?”

			“They’d gotten a report of a scuffle, but it seems to have come from a bystander, not directly from Luke or one of his friends,” Maeve replied. “That made it easy enough to dismiss.”

			“Just like that? That seems too easy.”

			Maeve’s smile faltered. “I may have had to turn up the charm on them a little. And then, yes, it was that easy.”

			“Oh, okay.” Dane replied, not knowing how he felt about Maeve using her womanly charms on the cops. I suppose if it got them to leave without coming inside or looking into the Luke situation any further, that is a very good thing. And can I really be upset about her flirting a little when I just kissed another woman—twice? His emotions were getting too messy and complex for him to process. He was way out of his emotional depth.

			Maeve gazed at him, as if she knew what he was thinking.

			“It’s not fair you can sense what I’m feeling, but I have no idea what you’re thinking,” he said.

			“No,” she agreed as she put her arms around his neck, so they were face-to-face. “It isn’t. But few things on this world or any other are. And to tell you the truth, I think I am more confused right now than you are. I’m feeling things I shouldn’t, things I can scarcely put into words. I believe I may have underestimated the effect you would have on me, although in hindsight, maybe I should have suspected something was amiss when I saw your combined kanji. Mine has begun to change as well now. It’s becoming more like yours.”

			“What does that mean?”

			Maeve shook her head slowly. “I don’t know. But frankly, it’s as frightening for me as it is confusing. I think I need to use those candles you bought for me sooner rather than later,” she leaned in and kissed him. “But right now, let’s go enjoy the rest of this party.”
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			Her Demon Form

			When Dane woke the morning after the party, there were fuzzy spots in his memory regarding how the night ended. Maeve laid beside him, still asleep, and he thought he remembered her being pretty tipsy towards the end of the party as well, which surprised him. I wasn’t sure it was even possible for her to get drunk.

			He remembered an awkward interaction between Maeve and Cassie’s blue skinned friend Lia, who also seemed to have some preconceived ideas of how awful succubi were. Luckily, Cassie and Maeve were able to defuse the situation. By the end of the evening, the three women were doing shots together.

			Dane’s head ached, but his face felt even worse, and his stomach was a little queasy. Slipping from between the sheets, he staggered into the bathroom to splash water on his face. The sight that greeted him in the mirror made him groan. Where only one of his eyes had been blackened before, now they were both bruised, and the discoloration encompassed his nose and far more of his face than it had before.

			As he stepped over to the toilet to relieve himself, he realized he and Maeve had obviously had sex before passing out, but he hadn’t bothered to clean himself up afterward. Their combined residue was dried all over his penis and matted pubes. When he’d finished peeing, he turned on the shower.

			While he was soaping himself up, he noticed he felt slightly leaner and possibly even more muscularly defined in the chest and shoulders. The difference was slight, but the days of training might actually be paying off.

			Willing his kanji to be visible, he looked down at the tattoo of the lion’s head with horns and wings on his chest. He also noticed a few new kanji on the inside of his arms.

			On the inside of his right bicep was a silver-dollar sized silhouette of a Spartan or Hoplite helmet next to a much smaller, closed fist. On the inside of his left arm was a flaming pentacle and a symbol that looked like an upside-down heart with horns, wings, and a tail. If I were in one of Justin’s video games, I’d think these represented accomplishments,or were progression markers of some sort. He thought the fist might have appeared because he had started learning to fight, or possibly because he’d gotten his ass kicked twice now. Who knows about the others? I’ll ask Maeve and keep an eye on them to see if they change further or if more appear.

			Maeve had stirred but was still in bed when he emerged from the bathroom.

			“I like the kanji on you,” she said with a yawn. “I think you should leave them visible.”

			He’d forgotten to hide them again, but when he looked down at them, he had to admit that in conjunction with the bit of muscular development he noticed; he liked the way they looked, too.

			“Thanks,” he replied. “I got a few new ones.” He showed her the new symbols on the inside of his arms.

			“I like the new ones, too. It’s hard to know what their meanings are. They can be hard to interpret, but I expect they’ll continue to change as you grow in your abilities,” Maeve replied. “The heart with the demon’s tail and wings is cute. I think I like that one the best. It reminds me of me. Although you already have a kanji for me, so it probably means something else.”

			“Last night you said yours have changed too. Can I see them?” Dane asked.

			Maeve grinned and got up from the bed. She looked magnificent in her nude human form, but when she shifted into her demon form, his cock went from half-chub to full-chub immediately. Her demon form’s effect on him wasn’t lost on her, and she actually blushed, then looked away. The reaction caught him off-guard. She hasn’t ever been shy around me before. I wonder what this is all about.

			The uncharacteristic show of vulnerability from Maeve made him want to hold her, so he stepped up to her and wrapped her in his arms. She leaned into him, then after a moment he caressed her shoulder and breast as he looked over her kanji. Like she’d said, the lion head that represented him had changed from the last time she’d shown it to him. It looked almost identical to his, having morphed into a stylized lion head with wings and horns incorporated into it.

			“You’re so gorgeous,” he said, letting his hands continue to slowly roam over her body.

			Her tail came around and stroked the underside of his shaft. The softness of it surprised him and he flinched, even though he was disappointed when it jerked away to hide behind Maeve again. Her eyes grew wide, almost fearful of his reaction. It was another very unusual look to see on her face. In just a few seconds, I’ve seen two looks from her that I’ve never seen before, and never thought I would. Neither embarrassment nor fearful uncertainty seemed to fit with the Maeve he’d grown to know.

			“I’m sorry,” she said. “It has a mind of its own sometimes. I’ll turn myself back to my human form.”

			“No,” Dane said quickly. “I love you like this.”

			She bit her lip. “Are you sure?”

			“Yes. Let your tail do whatever it wants.”

			Her uncertainty slipped into a devilish grin. “Careful what you ask for,” she said, and her tail lashed back around to encircle his penis. If he hadn’t already been almost painfully hard, the sensation of the dexterous tail gripping his shaft would have gotten him there.

			“That feels amazing,” he gasped.

			A look of childish appreciation flickered across her face. Then she pressed herself into him, hugging him close and folding her bat-like wings around them both. She kissed him eagerly. Her movements were less sure and confident than he expected from her, but more urgent and needful. He inhaled her scent and savored the spicy heat of her mouth as her tongue danced with his.

			Like her tail, her wings were surprisingly soft against his back, and they radiated an unnatural internal warmth which felt wonderful on his skin. They kissed within the darkened cocoon of her wings for several long moments before his hands slid down to the firm orbs of her ass and he lifted. Her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist, and she squeezed him tightly. He felt the silky-smooth fur of her calves against his back and heard her hooves clink together behind him like the clatter of high heels.

			Her tail, which had become trapped between them, wriggled free and coiled around his leg as he carried her the few steps over to their bed. When he laid her down on her back, her legs released him and her wings unfurled, spreading out to either side of her across the bed. She lay there looking up at him, as exposed and vulnerable in her full demon form as he’d ever seen her. Her face again showed signs of uncertainty, but she smiled and blushed again when he told her how beautiful she was and how turned on her true form made him.

			He eased himself down over the top of her and took one of her swollen nipples into his mouth. She gasped and her tail uncoiled from his leg, only to seek his cock again. It tugged him fervently toward her hot, slick folds, and he let himself be guided until he felt the tip of his penis poised at her entrance.

			Her warmth gripped his shaft as he slid into her and he felt her hips flex as he bottomed out inside her, their pubic hair coming together into a tangled two-tone mat between their bodies. As he slowly eased back out, he felt just how wet she’d become, and the intoxicating scent of her spicy musk filled his nose.

			Pulling himself back upright, he gazed down at her, drinking in her absolute beauty. Her eyes closed and her lips parted as he pushed slowly back in. It was the first time he’d thought of what they were doing as making love, as opposed to just having sex, and he wanted to savor every moment.

			Soon his desire, coupled with her begging, and her tail insistently tugging at his waist, urged him into longer, faster strokes. Her whimpering moans grew in pitch and intensity as her back arched, and her wings fluttered beneath her. Their waving stirred up a gust of wind that circled the room, sending papers from the dresser scattering as she came.

			Her hands traveled over his butt and lower back. The tips of her fingers feeling more like claws than nails. Although he felt their bite, it was never truly painful, and they never broke his skin, even when she cried out at the apex of her climax.

			He continued stroking, bringing a thumb down to play across the tender nub of her clit once she’d recovered some from her first orgasm. Eventually, he felt his own climax approaching, and he tried to hold it at bay, but it was a losing battle. Then he felt her shudder again as a second orgasm built. He increased the pace and pressure of his attention to her pearl, and when he felt her slipping over the edge again, he let himself go. They came together in a crescendo that he thought afterwards had probably been heard the next block over.

			Spent and dripping with sweat, Dane collapsed beside her. Maeve turned toward him and curled into his side as they caught their breath. He hoped his weight wasn’t hurting the wing he was lying on, but when he asked her if she needed to reposition, she shook her head and nibbled his neck.

			Her previously very enthusiastic tail seemed as sated as he was. It trailed lazy circles on his hip, almost to the point of tickling.

			Sometime later, they got up and showered together. It was Dane’s second of the day, but he didn’t mind. He enjoyed helping Maeve wash, and he learned just how dexterous her tail could be as it gripped a washcloth and helped them clean.

			When they emerged from their bedroom about one o’clock in the afternoon, Justin, Cassie, and Lia were all in the living room. Dane noticed Justin wasn’t in his customary seat in the recliner. Instead, he sat on the couch very close to Lia and she was wearing one of his Hawaiian style button-up shirts. Cassie sat on the floor, looking every bit like a miserable third wheel.

			All three of them turned to look at him and Maeve as they came into the room. Justin smirked, Lia smiled knowingly, and Cassie just looked irritated, which was not a normal look for her. He’d seen a couple of new emotions from Maeve that morning and now a new one from Cassie. It has been a day of firsts for sure, and it’s barely afternoon.

			“I’ll bet you guys are hungry,” Justin said. “I’m thinking Chinese takeout. What do you guys say?”

			“I need to get back to my apartment,” Cassie said as she got up from her spot on the floor. Lia looked conflicted, and Justin looked bummed.

			“If you want to stay, I can drive you home later,” Justin said to Lia, but the girl reluctantly declined, gave Justin a kiss, then ran off to his room to change into the clothes she’d come to the party in.

			“Sorry man,” Dane said to Justin after the girls had left. “I didn’t mean to run them off.”

			“Pssh. It wasn’t you guys,” Justin replied as he picked up his console controller and jumped into his recliner. “So, what do you guys say? Chinese food still sound good?”

			Maeve eagerly agreed, and Dane acquiesced. While they waited for the food, he and Maeve began the least fun part of hosting any party. The cleanup.

			Dane felt bad the way they had left things with Cassie. She hadn’t been her usual laid-back, carefree self when she’d left. A lot had happened the night before, and a lot of it had left him confused. Her too, maybe. He found her smart, cute, and intriguing. And if it weren’t for Maeve, there could be a chance for something to develop between them. But Maeve was there, and despite the bumps they’d experienced the night before, he felt their relationship had shifted in a positive way after they’d talked. And again, that morning, things had felt like they’d taken another step forward. My feelings for her have certainly intensified. He wasn’t sure that was such a good thing, given what was at the heart of their relationship, but he couldn’t help it. I’m falling for her. Or more likely, I’ve already fallen.

			Later that evening, after they’d cleaned up the house and eaten with Justin, Maeve sat on his lap next to the fire-pit with her head on his chest. In that moment it felt so right and good, that he didn’t want it to ever end.

			“Thank you for this morning,” she said. “It was wonderful— even special. It makes me happy that you like my natural form. It isn’t exactly my truest form, not as I would be in the Pit, but it’s very close. I can’t tell you how much it means that you like seeing and being with all of me.”

			“It felt special for me, too,” Dane replied. “And I think your wings and tail and horns are sexy as hell. Anyone who doesn’t think so is a fool.”

			She nuzzled his neck, and he closed his eyes, letting himself drift off, feeling the unnatural warmth of her body against him.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 19

			[image: ]

			The Licks Keep Coming

			Monday morning came too early. After their gym appointment, Dane said goodbye to Maeve and headed for the library. She had a closing shift that afternoon at the lingerie store, so he wouldn’t see her again until late evening.

			After spending the last two days with her basically nonstop, and after feeling like their relationship had progressed to a new stage, he hated leaving her. He wished they could spend another day together, eating junk food and exploring one another in their bed. That wasn’t an option, though. He had already neglected his studies in a truly uncharacteristic way, and he had his new job at the library to get to.

			As he passed the student center on his way to the library, he knew he had a few extra minutes, so he popped in to see who was working at the coffee bar. He knew it wasn’t Justin, but he hoped it was Cassie. He hated the way he’d left things with her after the party.

			When he went inside, he saw it was indeed Cassie working behind the register. The familiar sounds and smell of the place added to his already slightly glum mood, and waiting on the customer side of the counter just felt strange.

			“Hey Dane,” Cassie said when he got to the front of the line in her familiar slow and easy sing-song voice. “What can I get you?”

			“Hey Cassie, just a large drip.”

			“Your nose looks even worse today,” she commented. “The swelling has gone down, but the bruising is more noticeable, especially around your eyes.”

			“Yeah, well, it was only like thirty-six hours ago, so I’m sure I’ll look like shit for a while longer.”

			“You don’t look like shit,” she said as she licked two fingers, then reached across the counter and brushed them over the ridge of his nose.

			Dane felt the slight tingle of what he now realized was her saliva magic doing its thing to numb and soothe his damaged flesh.

			“Tell you what,” she continued, “why don’t you come back around here and grab yourself a cup, then head to the storeroom. Give me five and I’ll take my break. I’d like to take a closer look at your nose to make sure it’s still healing correctly.”

			Dane agreed and left the line to come around the counter and help himself to some coffee. The other barista on shift said hello, but other than that, paid him no mind. With coffee in hand, Dane went to the small storeroom in the back, piled up a couple boxes of cups, and sat down to wait. A few minutes later, Cassie came back as promised.

			Sitting there in the confines of the small room alone with her, he felt a little awkward and guilty. He’d been in the backroom with Cassie many times, and her offer had seemed innocent enough when they were out front, but he didn’t know what Maeve would think about the situation.

			“Listen, I’m sorry for the way things ended at Justin’s yesterday,” he began. “I just wanted to get some coffee this morning and apologize.”

			Cassie smiled. “It was fine. I had a good time. You have nothing to apologize for. If anything, I should apologize for overreacting to your… succubus.”

			Dane chuckled. “I’m still trying to get my head around all of it, too.”

			Cassie smirked. “You sounded pretty comfortable with her yesterday morning. They probably heard the two of you all the way over here on campus.”

			Dane blushed, his face suddenly feeling very warm.

			“And from the sounds she was making, you must have been doing a few things very right. Either that, or she’s one hell of an actress,” Cassie laughed. “I’m betting she’s not that good of an actress, though.”

			While she talked, she approached so she could examine his injury. So close he could smell the sweet mint flavor of her breath. When she leaned in and slowly licked his cheeks and along each side of his nose, he closed his eyes and shivered as he felt her healing seep into him. I have to admit I like it, but I’m not sure if I’ll ever get used to being licked like that. And I just showered at the gym, but I hope I don’t taste gross.

			“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little jealous,” Cassie said, as she pulled away. Then she licked her lips. “I’m not powerful enough to risk Maeve’s wrath, or I might just make a play for you myself, with or without her in the picture. We dryads don’t mind sharing, but I’m not sure she’d be into that. She seems pretty attached to you. She’s an odd succubus, if what I’ve heard about succubi is true.”

			She stepped away, leaving Dane speechless and more than a little aroused. Where was this forwardness a few weeks ago? I’d have jumped at it then.

			Before she left the storeroom, she turned back to him. “I had a little crush on you before, you know. I hoped you’d say something to me. Now, I wish I’d said something to you sooner. I hope we can still be friends though.”

			“Yeah, of course.”

			“Good,” she said. “What I did there should keep the pain at bay for another day or two. The last… treatment was starting to wear off already. Everything looks to be healing nicely though. Come back and see me if you want another.”

			“Great, thanks for what you did,” he replied, feeling off balance.

			“Sure. I’ve got to get back to work. Don’t be a stranger.”

			“No, I won’t,” he replied. “I’ve got to get going so I can start my new job at the library in a bit, anyway.”

			When Dane neared the library building, he kept an eye on the gargoyles along the roof’s edge. He’d forgotten to watch the ones on the student center building when he’d gone to the coffee bar, but when he’d left, they were indeed all positioned to watch him. None of them had moved while he was watching and from his vantage-point, they all appeared to be made of solid stone, but he was certain there was something unnatural about them.

			Sentient gargoyles didn’t seem as far-fetched as they would have a week earlier, and he supposed if they were sentient, it was probably a good bet they were protectors of the university’s older buildings. At least that idea fit with what he knew of their lore. Protecting buildings from evil spirits was a rather nebulous occupation, though. Especially when, as he’d learned from Maeve, what was considered evil was somewhat malleable.

			As he approached the library in the still subdued morning light, he watched the top edge of the building intently, and sure enough, two of the four visible gargoyles turned their stone heads ever so slightly to look down in his direction. The real question is. Do they watch everyone that way, and am I just now noticing it because of my newfound awareness of the supernatural world? Or are they watching me specifically?

			He didn’t believe he was interesting enough to anyone to warrant special surveillance, though, so he was certain the gargoyles were just doing their jobs, and he was just now noticing them. Still, it was cool and freaky to see solid stone statues move like living creatures.

			As he climbed up the steps to the library’s main entrance, the gargoyles slipped out of view, but he saw Harold changing the bag in the garbage can outside the library’s front doors. Dane realized he hadn’t seen the older man in a few days, not since the day Maeve revealed herself. On that occasion he remembered noticing something strange about the janitor but hadn’t had the understanding or fully developed supernatural sight to parse it. I’m still not sure I have the understanding to parse it.

			Dane’s ability to see other supernatural beings for what they were had grown significantly since that early encounter, but still Harold’s appearance was off. Even when Dane tried looking at the man through only his peripheral vision, a wavy distortion obscured Harold’s features and a vague dark haziness surrounded him. I wonder why he is different than all the others. What could he be?

			“Hey there, Dane!” Harold called out. “I heard you got roped into working here. I’m glad to hear it. It’ll be nice to have another guy around here.”

			“Yeah, I was surprised when Ms. Stevens offered me a job here, but she made it pretty hard to turn down.”

			“What happened to your face?” Harold asked. “Did that hot date you rushed out of here for get a little feisty?”

			“Ah, no, it was just a minor scuffle. With someone else, not her.” Dane replied, not wanting to go into the entire story of his fight with Luke. “Is Ms. Stevens here yet? I’m not sure who I’m supposed to report to this morning for my new job.”

			“She’s here. She’s up in her office, probably,” Harold replied. “You know where that is, right?”

			“I think so.”

			“Okay then. Good luck and I’m glad you accepted her offer.”

			The library hadn’t officially opened yet, but Harold pulled out his ring of keys and let Dane in through the front doors so that he didn’t have to go around to the employee’s side entrance and be buzzed in.

			It was a little eerie walking through the empty library while most of the lights were still turned off. Dane’s footfalls echoed off the marble tiles as he passed the deserted information desk and main counter area. He wondered where the other employees were. For as much time as he spent at the library, he didn’t actually know that much about the inner workings or how the place ran.

			There was normally an information clerk, usually a student, stationed up at the front desk, and then at least two, sometimes three, librarians on staff during the day. He knew all the full-time librarians by name, as well as a few of the students who rotated on the information desk. He’d always felt the place was a little understaffed, although as libraries went, Sablehurst’s wasn’t the largest he’d ever been in. It was one of the most beautiful though, with its polished floors, high vaulted ceilings, and carved wood shelving.

			He took the main stairs up to the mezzanine level, which had an open center and overlooked the main hall. Then he continued up to the third floor. He didn’t come up there very often, because the third floor mainly held more niche academic books for the university’s law program.

			At the far end of the dark third floor stood a solid door with a brass nameplate. Taking a deep breath, Dane stepped up and knocked. It took a few seconds for a response to come back and when it did, Ms. Stevens’ voice was muffled by the thick door. Taking hold of the door’s latch, Dane turned it and tentatively eased the door open.

			Ms. Stevens’ office wasn’t huge, but it was every bit as lavish as he’d assumed it would be. It reminded him of the Dean’s office. Dark wood on the walls, plush rugs on the floor, and a heavy oversized desk dominating its center. Shelves and bookcases lined the two sidewalls, but behind the desk an enormous window of stained-glass panels took up most of the back wall.

			The window was comically large for the space, although it fit perfectly with the building’s gothic architecture. Dane recognized it. He’d seen the window from the outside, but he hadn’t known it was part of the head librarian’s office.

			The first rays of morning light created a glow that filtered through the stained-glass into the space, casting a multicolored mosaic of light across the office. Ms. Stevens sat behind her desk, framed by the colorful window behind her.

			She wore a light cream-colored blouse, and her long chestnut hair was pulled back into a tight bun. Her face looked slightly different without her glasses on, and Dane thought he preferred her with them.

			“Mr. Staley,” she said without getting up. “You’re early. I like that in my people. Come in and close the door.”

			As he did, he noticed Ms. Stevens readjust herself in her chair, then she looked down beneath her desk and said, “You may continue.”

			Dane couldn’t see who she was talking to, but a moment later, he heard faint sounds that made him think of smacking lips. Or of pussy being eaten.

			He stood there, eyes wide, mouth agape, not knowing what to do. Ms. Stevens watched him, watching her. “Should I come back?” he finally asked. “I’ll come back.”

			“You should be quiet and let me finish what you interrupted,” she replied, her eyes not leaving his. “What happened to your face?”

			Dane winced, knowing it was a question he was going to keep being asked until his bruises healed. “Nothing.”

			Ms. Stevens didn’t press him for details, but she continued to watch him.

			“I don’t know why you had to go and make things difficult,” she said. “You’ll enjoy working for me, I just know it.”

			A small sigh escaped her lips and her eyes lost focus for an instant. Her large blouse covered breasts had begun to rise and fall a little more dramatically and her lips parted. One of her hands, which had been atop her cluttered desk before, dropped out of sight and appeared to grip something, then grind it into her crotch. As her eyes fluttered closed and her head leaned back, the sounds from beneath the desk grew louder and more frantic. When Ms. Stevens came, her face contorted in ecstasy.

			Her eyes opened again, and she looked down at her lap. “You’ve made a mess. Clean it up. All of it,” she said, then her eyes came back up to meet his. There wasn’t a shred of embarrassment in her stare, only smug satisfaction and dominance. “You made things difficult, but sometimes a little resistance can be fun. I think I’m going to enjoy working it out of you. Do you know where the employee breakroom is?”

			Dane wasn’t sure where the breakroom was, but if saying he did got him out of her office faster, that’s what he was going to do. “Yes.”

			“Good. Bring me coffee, my little barista. Cream, two sugars, and one pump of white chocolate syrup.” Dane turned to go, but before he could open the door again, she said. “And it should go without saying that any gossiping, especially about what goes on in my office, will be severely punished.”

		

	
		
			
Chapter 20

			[image: ]

			Reading Room

			It was obvious what he’d just witnessed, but even so, Dane could hardly wrap his head around it as he left Ms. Stevens’ office. Somehow the fact he hadn’t actually seen any sex taking place, only heard it, made the whole thing crazier. It looks like Maeve was right about the head librarian. Her inviting him into the office, then essentially ordering him to stay and watch, spoke volumes about her intentions. And none of the rumors I’ve heard about her prepared me for that.

			He hustled down the stairs, going through his mental list of librarians and students he knew worked at the library, trying to figure out who might have been beneath the desk. Not that it had to be someone who works here.

			As he got back down to the main floor, he looked over at the entrance and considered going straight to the Dean’s office to report what he’d seen. Would the Dean believe me though? It would be my word against Ms. Stevens and potentially also against whoever was under her desk. He had no evidence the person under the desk hadn’t been a willing participant, although the way Ms. Stevens had coerced him into coming to work for her made him wonder.

			If he took what he’d seen to the Dean, Ms. Stevens would undoubtedly defend herself by bringing up what she’d seen between him and Maeve the other evening downstairs. It wouldn’t matter that what she thought she saw was incorrect. She would still level the accusation, and when the chips fell, Dane was pretty certain he’d be on the losing end.

			He stood there in the library’s entry debating what he should do. Am I prepared to risk losing this job, my scholarship, and even risk expulsion over what I just saw?

			Footsteps echoed off the tile on the floor above him, coming from the back of the building where Ms. Stevens’ office was located. He half expected to see the head librarian herself coming down, but it wasn’t her. It was a pretty dark-haired woman about his age, in a summer dress and sweater, coming down the stairs. He thought he recognized her as one of the students who sometimes worked at the information desk.

			She came over to him. “If you don’t take her coffee up soon, she’ll be pissy all day.”

			“Was that you up there?” Dane asked.

			The girl rolled her eyes at him but didn’t look embarrassed. “The coffee. You said you know where the breakroom is. Do you?”

			“No,” he admitted.

			“I didn’t think so. Come on.”

			Dane followed her toward the back of the main floor. “What is going on?”

			She turned and looked at him like he was an idiot. “You really don’t know what you walked into up there?”

			“I mean, I think I understand what you were doing,” he replied, feeling flustered. “I’m just confused.”

			“I’m betting that’s not a foreign feeling for you,” she replied, turning back around, and continuing to walk. “Look, what I do is my business. Okay. Just stay out of it.”

			“So, you wanted to be under her desk?”

			She laughed. “Well, wanted is a strong word, but I need her to sign off on my vacation time for next week. My boyfriend and I are going up to his parents and I can’t afford to take the time off without pay. I do her a little favor; she puts the time in as vacation days, so I still get paid, even though I don’t have any vacation days saved up.”

			“Quid pro quo,” Dane said, glad to hear the girl hadn’t been outright blackmailed, but trading favors for sex sounded almost as unseemly, and was certainly a level of inappropriateness that could get Ms. Stevens fired at the very least. It’s also basically what she thought I’d been doing downstairs and threatened to tell the Dean about.

			“More or less.”

			“Is that what she expects from everyone?”

			“How the fuck should I know? She’s a demanding bitch to everyone, but I don’t know how many of the others eat her snatch for favors, probably a few.”

			Dane was still grappling with the revelation and what it might mean for him when they arrived at a small breakroom at the back of the main floor. He was glad the young woman had shown him the way because the breakroom’s door wasn’t obvious, and he wasn’t sure he would have found it unaided.

			The girl went over to the sink to wash up while he found the coffeepot and cups. Two librarians, who Dane recognized, were in the room sitting at a small table, chatting. They looked up and said hello but beyond that, neither paid Dane nor the girl much mind.

			Dane had hoped the girl might go back up to Ms. Stevens’ office with him, just so he wouldn’t have to go up alone, but as soon as she’d cleaned herself up, she disappeared out the door.

			He finished making Ms. Stevens’ coffee with the breakroom’s limited supplies, then left the room seriously considering if he should leave the library altogether rather than go back up and face Ms. Stevens.

			Only the fact that Ms. Stevens hadn’t demanded sexual services from the girl kept him on course to the third floor instead of going to report the incident. Still, he felt like a man walking to the gallows, dragging his feet, making the return trip take as long as possible.

			“What the hell, Mr. Staley? That took you forever. I didn’t mean for you to go all the way to the student center for coffee,” Ms. Stevens said once he’d knocked and entered her office again. “I can see you’re going to take a great deal of training. Luckily, I excel at training employees, but I don’t have time for you today.”

			Dane cringed at her words, but he tried not to show his discomfort as he made his way across the office and set the cup of coffee down.

			“Cups do not go directly onto the wood, Mr. Staley. Bring a coaster over from the side table.”

			Dane picked the cup back up and looked over to where a pair of leather chairs sat with a small table between them. On the table lay a neat stack of wood coasters. He didn’t think it would go over well if he were to point out that the coasters were wood, yet she’d just instructed that cups didn’t go directly onto wood, so he kept his mouth shut and retrieved a coaster.

			“Good, boy,” she praised. “We’ll be opening soon. You may go back downstairs and assist the librarians. I will have no further use for you today. But make sure you report to me back up here bright and early tomorrow, with coffee.”

			After his dismissal, Dane did as instructed, and went down to the librarian’s counter on the main floor. The ladies there were the same he’d seen in the break room, and they got him lined out with an entire cart full of books that needed to be returned to the shelves. The dark-haired girl from earlier had taken up her place at the information desk and already looked bored out of her mind despite the library only being open for a few minutes.

			As he pushed a cart full of books deeper into the library, he reflected on how, before the events of the past week, his life had been very boring. He wondered what other crazy things he was likely to learn and experience in the future. Compared to learning this world is only one of many, and compared to accidentally summoning Maeve, and discovering supernatural creatures are real, finding out Ms. Stevens is fucking around with her employees doesn’t even make the top five of most shocking. He wondered if he was becoming numb to all the weirdness that he’d suddenly unleashed upon himself by discovering those underground rooms. Things have got to get back to some sense of normalcy again soon, right? Even if it is a new normal.

			The work the librarians had assigned him was easy, certainly easier than the morning rush at the coffee bar would have been, but less engaging and not as fun. He missed his coworkers, although there was something nice about the relative freedom of pushing a cart around putting books away.

			Around ten-thirty, he saw Ms. Stevens leave the building. When he mentioned it to one librarian, she said Ms. Stevens had a meeting at the administrative building and wasn’t expected back. Apparently, that was a fairly regular occurrence. Dane wasn’t sure why the head librarian would have regular all-day meetings with university administrators, but he felt an actual sense of relief knowing she’d be out of the building for the rest of the day.

			He saw Harold a few times while going about his duties. The janitor was always friendly, but there was still something off about him and he seemed to be crossing Dane’s path more often than usual. I’m just being paranoid. It’s because I usually stay in one or two sections when I’m here.

			He pushed it out of his mind and twenty minutes later, he was down in the deserted lower level near the oddities and occult section with a cart of books. After putting the last of the books away, he ventured over into the occult section where his adventure with Maeve had begun.

			An almost magnetic pull tugged him toward the back row where the three trigger books were shelved. Almost immediately, his curiosity got the better of him and he pulled the first of the books out. He told himself it was just to satisfy his interest in seeing whether the book would still balance sticking out at a forty-five degree angle the way they had on that fateful evening, but he knew better.

			The book did balance as before, but instead of pushing it back in, he looked around the area to make sure he was still alone, then he moved down the row to the next book. When all three books were pulled partially out, he heard the click and saw the moveable section of shelving pop out a fraction of an inch.

			He tried to persuade himself that his curiosity was sufficiently satisfied, that he should leave the area, but he still felt an undeniable draw to look further.

			The section of shelves swung open silently when he pulled, and the first of the iron sconces flickered to life a few feet down the stone staircase. Dane stepped inside and took a moment to examine the inside of the opening. There must be a way to release whatever mechanism holds the shelves closed from the inside. Sure enough, he found a simple lever that didn’t have any other obvious purpose protruding from the stone wall.

			Pulling the shelves closed, he tried the lever and was relieved his hunch was correct when the locking mechanism clicked back open. Satisfied he could get back out when he was ready, he pulled the shelves closed again and started down the stairs.

			The stairway and hall were as eerie and lifeless as he’d remembered. The doorway at the end still stood open just as he’d left it and when he poked his head through it, the braziers in the circular room came to life, revealing the descending stone tiers with the pentacle at the bottom and three skeletons halfway down. Unsurprisingly, the skeleton that had been secured in the middle of the pentacle was gone, although the rope restraints, candles, and toppled jug were all still there.

			Dane backed out of the room. He was curious about the two other doors that opened off the hallway, even though they potentially held stranger and more dangerous surprises.

			The door on the right, when facing the stairs, had an old-style latch that was locked, but the door on the left’s latch moved freely when Dane pressed on it.

			His curiosity overwhelmed his trepidation, and he slowly pushed the door open. What he found inside was both fitting and beyond his wildest expectations.

			The room was roughly the size of a traditional two-car garage and filled almost entirely with books. A veritable library hidden beneath a library. Four ornate lanterns hanging from the vaulted ceiling by chains sputtered to life and bathed the room in a warm glow. Bookshelves lined the walls, and several stuck out at right angles from the walls. Beside the door, a wall display held a wicked looking set of daggers, and several pieces of framed art hung around the room. Near the center of the room, a comfortable-looking chair was placed with an antique coffee-table in front of it and a matching side table.

			Dane’s curiosity turned into pure nosiness. He just had to see what the last inhabitant of the room had been reading. Several books lay stacked on the side table and still more were spread across the coffee table. All the books looked interesting, but two in particular caught his attention. The Practical Warlock and Summoning Success.

			He flipped through both, then tucked them under his arm and went to browse the rest of the shelves. The room was an absolute treasure trove of arcane knowledge. Some books looked ancient, with tattered leather covers, while others looked newer. Not modern, but possibly only a few centuries old.

			He wondered if this place could really have been uninhabited for that long. There wasn’t even a speck of dust accumulated anywhere and the lamps all worked as if they were well maintained. Could magic do that? To further confuse things, the skeletons in the round room had what appeared to be very old clothing and armor on. Too old. I’m no history expert, but I’m pretty sure there wouldn’t have been anyone from the old world on this continent during the Middle Ages. And even if he was wrong about that, the university certainly wasn’t more than a few hundred years old.

			The most logical explanation was that the old costumes were for show, and someone had been down there much more recently. That notion sent a shiver through him. What if someone’s been down here recently, and what if they came back while I’m rummaging through their reading room? But if someone has been down here more recently, why did they leave the circular room staged the way I found it?

			Dane went back and forth between dueling ideas for several minutes, but no matter how he sliced it, there were a ton of little details that just didn’t add up. Eventually, he left the reading room and went back up the stone stairs. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been down there, but he hoped it was not long enough for anyone to notice his absence.

			There was no way from the top of the stairs to tell if someone was just outside the hidden door in the library aisle who would see him exit. So, he toggled the lever on the wall, listened for the click, then slowly eased the section of shelves outward, and hoped for the best.

			He breathed an enormous sigh of relief when he found the oddities section still deserted, and his cart right where it had been when he left it. Placing the two books he’d taken from the reading room on the cart, Dane made his way back up to the main level.

			The rest of his first shift at the library passed without incident and he only saw Harold a few more times. He wasn’t looking forward to going to his regular classes, or the MMA class he had committed to that evening. He just wanted to get home and crack open the books he’d found.

			He had just left the library and was walking down the front steps when he saw someone walking towards him, he’d truly hoped he’d never see again.

			Luke’s left arm was in a sling and there was some road-rash visible on his hands and the side of his face. It looked as though Maeve throwing him into the street had left some marks. Dane didn’t feel even the least bit bad about it, though.

			He sighed and stopped walking. “What do you want, Luke? Can’t we just be done with this?”

			Luke put his unslung hand out in a hold-on gesture and Dane couldn’t help noticing the larger man’s wild, fearful eyes and disheveled appearance.

			“Please,” he said, slowly closing the distance between them, “make her take back whatever she did to me.”

		

	
		
			
Chapter 21
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			A Changed Witch

			“What are you talking about?” Dane asked. Luke’s physical injuries were obvious and certainly couldn’t be taken back, so Dane wasn’t sure what the other man wanted Maeve to undo.

			“She… she did something to me,” Luke said, his voice cracking.

			“Yeah, she threw you into the street because you punched me and were being an asshole.”

			“No, before that. Her eyes. She’s a devil. And now they’re all I see when I close my eyes and try to sleep. Devils coming for me.” His breathing had become ragged and on the verge of hyperventilation. “Make her undo whatever she did to me. Please.”

			The desperation in his face was surprising, to say the least, and despite all the bad blood between them, Dane felt sorry for the asshole. Maeve had obviously affected him in a far deeper way than he’d realized.

			He got out his phone and called Maeve, even though he knew she’d already be at her job in the mall.

			“Hey lover,” she answered with a purr, “you’ve gone through a whole range of emotions since I left you this morning. Our connection is getting stronger. I’m able to feel you more acutely now.”

			Dane had still only felt that one powerful emotion come through their bond when he’d been certain Maeve was about to kill Luke. During their love making later that evening, when Maeve had been in her demon form, he thought he might have felt waves of affection coming from her, but it hadn’t been clear those feelings were actually coming across the bond or purely his own.

			“Hey, I’m here with Luke,” Dane said slowly.

			Maeve’s voice went cold. “I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

			“No,” Dane said quickly. “I’m fine.”

			“If he touches you again, I will destroy him.”

			“Yeah, about that. You might have already succeeded. He’s pretty freaked out and is asking if you can make the demons stop coming for him when he sleeps.”

			Maeve laughed derisively and Dane lowered his voice, turning away from Luke, who was still standing a few feet away, looking desperate. “Did you do something to him? Put a curse on him or something?”

			Maeve laughed again. “I don’t do curses. That’s more of a witch thing. All I did was give him a glimpse of the real world, and the true me. I told you, some people don’t react well to taking a bite from the forbidden apple.”

			“The gargoyles are watching us,” Luke squeaked from behind Dane, and when Dane looked up, he saw that all four stone statues were indeed looking down at them.

			“So, he’s able to see the things I see now?” Dane asked into the phone.

			“It’s impossible to know what he’s seeing. It could be real, or it could be all in his head. You survived your expanding knowledge and grew from it. Other people crumble and go mad. I’d say that asshole is a crumbler. You should get away from him. If he’s hallucinating, there’s no telling what he might do, or how he might lash out.”

			Dane looked back at the big jock who’d punched him in the face twice and insulted him and Maeve numerous times. The petty, vindictive part of him thought the colossal idiot was getting what he deserved. But another part of him felt bad for what Luke was going through.

			“Is there anything that can be done for him?” Dane asked into the phone.

			Maeve scoffed. “Why would you want to help him? He’s been nothing but a problem. I say good riddance. The quicker he crumbles into a mumbling husk, the better.”

			“Maeve. Please.”

			She sighed heavily. “You are too kind-hearted for your own good, my love,” she was silent for several seconds. “If he knew a powerful supernatural, someone knowledgeable, someone that he could trust, they might be able to walk him back from the mental edge and through the rest of the process. A family member would be best, someone he felt safe with or an intimate partner. Or there might be a spell or a potion that could help. I don’t really know. Those aren’t my areas of expertise, either.”

			“Okay.” Dane replied. Maeve was the only powerful, knowledgeable, supernatural he knew, and he was certain Luke wouldn’t trust her to help him with anything. In fact, seeing her again would probably crack his poor fractured mind further. “I’ll let you get back to work.”

			“Are you sure you don’t need me?” She asked.

			“No, I’m good. I’ll see you tonight.”

			“Okay,” Maeve said, sounding uncertain. “Be careful with him.”

			“I will. I love you,” Dane replied, then pressed the call end button and stared at the phone. Did I really just tell her I loved her? It had just slipped out. A tiny lump of panic rose in his throat. How would she react to him using those words? She said “my love” when referring to him often, but he always thought of that as just a pet name or term of endearment that she used without the full weight of meaning behind it. Did he really mean them, or was what he was feeling still purely lust? Would he know the difference? He had plenty of examples of platonic love, and he thought what he’d felt for his ex-girlfriend had been love, but the further removed from that relationship he became, the less certain he was.

			“They’re still watching us,” Luke whispered from uncomfortably close behind him.

			Dane decided he had to focus on one crisis at a time, so he turned back to Luke. The big guy was looking up at the library’s roof and visibly trembling. There was no way Dane could bring himself to leave Luke out there like that. He had to help him. The problem was, he had no idea how. Maeve was about the only supernatural Dane knew. There was Cassie, but there was no way he was taking Luke to her either.

			Dane remembered Gretta Green. The ugly old witch probably wouldn’t inspire trust, but she was undeniably knowledgeable. Even Maeve said so. And Maeve had said there might be a potion that could help Luke. Who better to have a potion than a real-life witch? I told Maeve I wouldn’t go back to the witch’s place without her, but these seem like extenuating circumstances.

			“Luke,” Dane said in as soothing a voice as he could muster. “Hey buddy. You want to go see a friend of mine? She might be able to help you.”

			Luke’s eyes got wide. “Your girlfriend? Will she take it all back?”

			“No, not my girlfriend. Someone else.”

			Getting Luke into the truck proved more of a problem than it should have. The big guy really seemed to revert to a babbling toddler right there in front of him.

			The ride across town wasn’t much easier and when they got to Gretta Green’s shop, Dane thought it might be best if he went in first while Luke waited in the truck. A squawking, flying, stuffed blackbird might just be enough to send Luke over the edge.

			The inside of the shop was exactly as Dane remembered it, right down to the bird announcing his entrance, and Gretta coming out of the back, looking every bit the ugly, disheveled witch he remembered.

			“Aw, little lamb,” she said in her rasping smoker’s voice, “you’re back too soon. I haven’t found a remedy for your predicament with the succubus just yet. Although I have found some promising tidbits to nibble on where summoning is concerned, so I’m still hopeful. More importantly, though, I haven’t decided what my price for handing over such juicy information to you will be yet.”

			“Umm, yeah, I’m here about something else, actually,” Dane replied, not looking forward to any future conversation about compensation for the information he’d asked for.

			Gretta’s thick eyebrows rose above her glasses. “You hear that Dimitri? There’s more he wants from us. I hope that means he intends to spend more coin in the store.”

			“No. Well, maybe. I don’t really know,” Dane answered before the bird could.

			Her brows knit together in irritation and her voice lost some of its smoker’s rasp. “Go on, boy, spit it out, then. What do you want? You’re interrupting my afternoon soaps.”

			“I have this guy out in my truck,” Dane began, doing his best to explain to the clearly annoyed witch what his history with Luke was, and what the problem was that had brought them to her shop.

			“I’m no damned couple’s counselor. Take him to the hospital if you’re so concerned,” she said as she shuffled to the front window and peered through the filthy glass toward his truck. She looked out the window for several seconds before muttering something to the bird who had flapped in his inelegant way over next to her. Then she said. “Dimitri wants to meet him.”

			The bird’s stuffed head jerked towards the witch as if surprised by her comment, then it cawed angrily up at her.

			“Oh, shut up, and go fetch my wand. I need to dispel this glamor before he comes in.”

			The bird angrily did as instructed and flew off like a drunken bat towards the bead-curtain that separated the shop from the backroom.

			“You go get your handsome friend and I’ll see what I can do for him.”

			Dane didn’t correct her use of the word friend, but he wondered what Luke’s looks had to do with her agreeing to help him.

			Luke’s shaking and nervousness had gotten worse while Dane was inside, and Dane had to help the bigger man out of the truck and guide him inside.

			When they came through the shop’s door, it was Dane’s mouth that fell open, though. Gretta Green wasn’t Gretta Green anymore. She was a changed witch.

			Nearly everything that had made her look like a stereotypical witch was gone or had changed. She no longer had a frumpy, shapeless form or looked to be in her elder years. Her body had pleasing curves, and she appeared only in her late forties. She still wore her large glasses but her nose, although still angular, was not huge and was wart free. Her ratty black clothes had transformed into a dark-green blouse, showing a ton of cleavage and a dark-brown skirt.

			“Stop gaping and bring your friend over,” Gretta instructed in a voice that sounded vaguely like her old one, but with no trace of its previous harshness.

			Luke’s eyes darted around the room as Dane led him over to Gretta. When they got to her, she took Luke’s good hand in hers and spoke to him. “Look at me Luke. No, not my chest, my eyes. There we go.”

			When Luke’s eyes were on hers, she spoke a few more low words that sounded like complete gibberish to Dane. Luke’s eyes closed and his body noticeably relaxed, then sagged, although he remained standing.

			“Oh, what a specimen. This will be fun,” she said, almost to herself.

			“What did you do to him?” Dane asked, suddenly worried bringing Luke to a witch might not have been the best idea.

			“I put him into a trance. His mind was close to wearing itself out.” she replied in a stern tone. “Why didn’t you bring him to me sooner? Another few hours and there might have been nothing left worth saving.”

			“I got him here as soon as I could, but you’re saying you can help him?” Dane asked hopefully.

			“Maybe,” she shrugged.

			“But you just said—”

			“Oh, would you stop your bellyaching? He’s in the midst of a mental break—that your succubus caused, by the way. You really ought to keep her on a tighter leash, or maybe rethink the knife in the back solution.”

			“I’m not knifing Maeve in the back.”

			“Fine,” the witch huffed. She eyed Luke again with a huge smile. “Tell you what, little lamb, I’ll consider you bringing this yummy morsel to me as partial payment for my succubus research.”

			“Morsel? You’re not going to eat him, are you?”

			The witch’s eyes glittered. “Oh, you know, I just might.”
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			Experimenting

			Dane left Gretta Green’s and went straight over to the MMA gym. It was a little early for his scheduled class, but he wasn’t in the mood to go back to his regular classes at school, so he figured he might be able to work into another of the martial arts classes. I could really use something to get my mind off all this supernatural craziness for a while.

			When he got there, he found a jujitsu class about to start, and the instructor was happy to let him join. After rolling with them for a little over an hour, he was exhausted, but had found something he really wanted to do again.

			When he got back home to Justin’s a little after five, Maeve still wasn’t back from work. He chatted with Justin in the living room for a while, then went back to get cleaned up. When he came back out of the bathroom after his shower, Maeve was waiting for him on the bed.

			“Your emotions were up and down all day,” she said. “Tell me all about it.”

			Dane leaned against the doorframe and worked backwards, telling her about Luke and the trip to Gretta’s shop first. Maeve didn’t look happy he’d gone back to the witch’s shop without her, but she agreed if anyone might know how to walk Luke back from the mental ledge, it was a witch.

			“She won’t hurt him though, will she?” Dane asked.

			Maeve smirked. “From what you’ve described, it sounds like he’s in more danger of becoming her plaything than her next sacrifice.”

			“Witches do sacrifices?”

			Maeve shrugged. “Some do, but I doubt she does. She’s a grade A pain in the ass, but she didn’t strike me as very dark of spirit.”

			“What was with the drastic change in her looks? One minute she was a kid’s movie villain, the next a soccer mom. Which one was real?”

			“The soccer mom look,” Maeve laughed. “She puts the other look on specifically because it’s what all the wannabe witches from the university expect, and they’re the ones who buy most of her crap. There are probably only a handful of genuine witches in the area, and it’s got to be hard trying to sustain a business on just them.”

			“So, she can do what you do with her looks, then?”

			Maeve scoffed. “No. My abilities are part of me. When I change my body, it’s still my body through and through. You can touch it, poke it, prod it, fuck it, and it will hold true. That’s also why I have limitations on how much I can change and why it takes actual effort the more complete the metamorphosis. She is just using a cheap glamor spell to fool your human eyes.”

			Dane moved on to telling Maeve about the reading room he’d found beneath the library and what he’d seen the coed girl doing to Ms. Stevens in her office.

			“She’s got a thing for the nerdy ones,” Maeve chuckled, and Dane feigned indignation. “Don’t look at me like that, my love. You’re my nerd and she can’t have you. Besides, you’re looking and acting less and less like the typical nerd every day.”

			Dane decided not to bring up his slip of the tongue he’d made when he’d told Maeve he loved her ending their phone conversation, and instead moved on to the only slightly less awkward conversation about his visit to the coffee bar and visit with Cassie that morning.

			“And how is our dryad friend?” Maeve asked in a pleasant voice that Dane thought might have been a little forced.

			“Good. She looked at my bruises and my nose again. She said everything looks like it’s healing well.”

			Maeve’s lips compressed. “Did she give you more of her special medicinal fluids?”

			Dane winced. “Yes. And listen, I know I probably shouldn’t have gone there.”

			Maeve exhaled heavily and threw herself back on the bed. “No. You did nothing wrong. I don’t understand what’s happening to me. I’ve never been like this before. Never. I didn’t even know what jealousy felt like until the other night, and even then, when I first felt it, I couldn’t figure out what it was right away. And the feelings are so damned inconsistent. It’s very un-succubus like. It’s been hard for me to think of anything else since the party.”

			She rolled onto her side, so she was facing him. “There’s something I’d like to try. An experiment of sorts. I’d thought about proposing it for next Friday or Saturday evening, but this whole thing has got me so confused, I don’t think I want to wait.”

			“Okay. What kind of experiment do you have in mind?” Dane asked.

			Maeve winked at him. “You get dressed and I’ll call a Ridezilla.”

			“Can’t I just drive us wherever you want to go?”

			“No. I want us to both be free to drink if we want.”

			Thirty minutes later, they were in the back of a car on their way to the nearest gentlemen’s club in the city. Dane had been to a few strip clubs, but not in a long time, and not the one they were on their way to. He’d never found them all that appealing and always found them way too expensive. Somehow, going with a smoking hot woman of his own made the idea seem hotter, though.

			Despite his inexperience, Dane knew Monday nights were not known for their high level of stripper talent. When he shared that observation with Maeve, she seemed unconcerned.

			“I just want to see if your arousal to any of these girls can stir jealousy in me the way the dryad does. I suspect they won’t, and if that’s the case, I will have learned a little something while we have a good time.”

			The disco style flashing lights inside the club took a few seconds to adjust to, but once he did, Dane saw he had been right, the club was nearly empty. One table held a trio of college kids and another, a pair of men who looked like they had come straight from a construction site. A nineties pop remix played at an uncomfortable volume, while a curvy Latina woman with pendulous breasts and saucer sized areola danced on the center stage in a very short school-girl skirt.

			Maeve, even dressed down in jeans and blouse, drew every eye in the room as she and Dane made their way over to a tiny table near the edge of the stage. Within seconds, a serving girl wearing only slightly more than the woman on stage came over to take their drink order.

			As soon as the server left, a roving dancer materialized from the shadows and stroked Dane’s shoulder as she circled them.

			“Hey there, cuties,” she said in a sultry voice that held early hints of a smoker’s wraps. “You two out looking for some fun? How about a dance?”

			“We are,” Maeve replied sweetly, “but I don’t think we’re ready for anything private yet. Maybe after we’ve had a drink or two and watched a bit of the show.”

			The woman huffed under her breath, but she sauntered away without saying more.

			“See any of them you like?” Maeve asked.

			Dane felt weird checking out other women in front of Maeve, but that was what they were there for and with her reassurance, he glanced around the room, searching out the other dancers. There were half-a-dozen scattered throughout the room, and they were all good-looking girls.

			A raven-haired girl with flawless alabaster skin and dark lipstick sitting at the bar locked eyes with him. He’d always found the goth look intriguing, although also intimidating. The dark material of her very skimpy bikini contrasted aggressively with her creamy skin and, as did the thigh-high fishnet stockings she wore. Her slight form slid off her stool and she walked towards them.

			Maeve leaned over and whispered directly into his ear. “You like her?”

			“She’s cute,” Dane replied, trying to play it cool.

			“She’s adorable, and I can feel how much she turns you on.” As if to emphasize her point, Maeve swept her hand up his inner thigh, and across his growing erection.

			Before the goth girl could come to them, three very large, muscular men came out of a door painted the same color as the walls, which made it almost impossible to see through the shadows and swirling colored lights of the club. To Dane’s eyes, the three didn’t look human and apparently not to Maeve’s either, because her eyes narrowed, and she withdrew her hand from his lap.

			“Tuesday,” the man at the center of the trio barked, and the goth girl stopped mid-stride and turned to face him.

			Now that he was closer, Dane could see the large man who’d spoken had gray-green skin, a bald head, a pronounced brow, and two short tusks jutting up out from behind his thick bottom lip. His two companions looked very similar, if a few inches shorter, and wearing black suits to his deep charcoal-gray one.

			“You’re on stage next,” the not-a-man said.

			The girl, Tuesday, looked like she was about to argue, but then thought better of it, nodded, and went in the opposite direction.

			The three figures, who Dane thought might be real-life orcs, came up to their table. Even though he didn’t think any of the other patrons or dancers could tell the men weren’t human, it was obvious their presence had suddenly become the most interesting thing in the room to everyone. The college kids gawked openly, and the construction workers looked like they’d just decided to pay their tab and leave.

			“I would have a word,” the gray-suited orc said to Maeve in a rumbling voice full of bass. He turned his head to Dane. “In private.”

			Dane’s heart thumped, and his palms had moistened with anxiety as soon as he’d realized the not-men were coming towards them, but there was no way he was going to scurry away and leave Maeve to deal with these things alone. “No,” he said, hoping his voice didn’t sound as terrified to everyone else as it did to himself.

			Maeve smiled at him warmly. “It’s okay, love. You can give us a minute.”

			Dane’s face burned with embarrassment at the grin that spread over the three orc’s faces, and he couldn’t help but see a lot of Luke in each of them. “No,” he said again, as he stood and forced himself to meet the largest orc’s eyes.

			The gray-green orc did not look amused as he and his companions peered down at Dane.

			Dane’s heart had reached a pace so fast, he feared it might break free of his chest, and every instinct he had told him he needed to run, but he couldn’t. And not just because Maeve was there watching, although that was part of it. He’d spent his entire life fearful and backing down from things that scared him. That night in the front yard with Luke, when he’d gotten his ass kicked, he’d at least tried to fight back, and despite the bruises that encounter had left him with, it had felt great not to just give in. Now that he’d made some progress in growing a backbone, he wasn’t ever going to go back to the man he was before. Not if I can help it, at least.

			These three orcs were a far sight from Luke, though, and a broken nose is about the best I can hope for from a tangle with them. He wasn’t sure Maeve’s supernatural abilities would work as well on these three as they had on a normal human like Luke, but he didn’t think she would stand by and let these things kill him, either.

			He hated himself for even thinking of relying on Maeve to intervene on his behalf, but without her, he was as good as helpless, and he knew it. Clenching his jaw, Dane raged internally against that feeling of helplessness. His fingers trembled and he couldn’t stop them, but as he concentrated on stilling their shaking, they tingled, then to emit a faint flow.

			A frightening moment later, his hands erupted into flames. The sensation was both strange and awesome. He felt heat, but no burning pain from the writhing orange and yellow tendrils that encircled his fists.

			The two orcs in black suits looked uncertain, but closed ranks with their boss, blocking most of what was happening at the table from the rest of the room.

			Dane wanted nothing more than to pour more will and mental energy into the flames and see how big he could make them, but at a touch from Maeve he came to his senses and, with effort, let them extinguish.

			“He is your thrall then, not your meal?” the lead orc said with a sneer to Maeve.

			“He is my master,” she replied.

			Dane’s flames hadn’t impressed the lead orc nearly as much as they had his subordinates, but Maeve’s proclamation did.

			“A bound succubus?” the large orc asked in his gravelly voice, which Dane thought held a hint of awe. “So, you are not here hunting, then? I cannot allow hunting inside my club. It is bad for business.”

			“I understand,” Maeve said, “and our apologies, mister?”

			“Benson,” the orc replied.

			“Our apologies, Mr. Benson. We came looking for a good time, and nothing more. We had no idea this was your establishment. If I had, out of courtesy, I would have announced us. If you’d prefer we take our party somewhere else, we will.”

			The orc thought for a long moment, then shook his bald head. “No. That is unnecessary. And it is just Benson.”

			Benson extended a huge meaty hand to Dane, who took it and introduced himself. The two other orcs fell away at a nod from their boss, but they continued to eye Dane warily as they left.

			“I hope there are no hard feelings,” Benson rumbled. “I will send Tuesday back over, or better yet, I will set you up in one of the private rooms in back. As long as you are good to my girls and tip them well, you are both welcome here.” He turned his gaze back to Maeve. “But no hunting.”

			“No hunting,” Maeve agreed. “My warlock won’t allow it.”

			Benson gave one last appraising glance to Dane before he, too, turned and strode confidently away.
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			Tuesday on a Monday

			“You were magnificent!” Maeve said as soon as the orcs had left the table, then she kissed him appreciatively. “I’m so turned on. I have half a mind to forget all this and take you to bed myself right now. You really are growing into your kanji. And those flaming hands. That’s a more powerful ability than I ever dreamed you’d have. It will complement me and mine very well.” She got a mischievous look in her eyes. “I wonder what else you can make burst into flames?”

			Before Dane could answer or tell Maeve that he had no idea how he’d made the flames happen in the first place, or if he could make them appear again, Tuesday, the goth dancer, came back out and ambled over to their table with a big grin.

			“You must have made quite an impression on the boss,” she said, “I’m supposed to take you two back to the salon and entertain you.”

			“We’re all yours.” Maeve answered as she took Dane by the hand and followed the cute goth girl towards an arched hallway.

			The hallway was intentionally dark, and they passed at least four open doorways that looked into dimly lit rooms about the size of a small bedroom. Each lined with similar built-in couches on three sides with a circular coffee table and a chrome pole in the center.

			Tuesday passed all the private rooms by, then at the end of the hall, she pressed her finger to a small pad on the wall. A nondescript door opened before them, and she stepped aside to usher them in.

			“This is so cool,” she giggled, “he never lets anyone entertain back here.”

			The salon, as Tuesday had called it, was about twice the size of the other private rooms, but it was laid out similarly. The fit and finishes on the couches and table were of noticeably finer quality though, as were the artwork on the walls, and the ornate coffered ceiling. Inlaid lighting tucked up and hidden within the coffers cast a soft muted blue glow over the entire room that made Dane think of moonlight.

			The paintings on the walls were unusual as well, most depicting sweeping boreal forest scenes at either sunrise or sunset. Maeve went over and stroked the surface of one of the oil paintings. “The Urals. Where his people are originally from.”

			Dane wondered how she knew that, but he didn’t ask in front of Tuesday, who was already watching Maeve with obvious admiration. Instead, he took a seat on one of the wide, dark blue, almost black, velvet sofas.

			There was a knock at the door and when Tuesday answered it, the waitress who’d taken their order came in, bearing a tray with three drinks and a small silver bell. “Use the bell if I can get you anything else,” she said, before leaving.

			They could still hear the melodic drone of the music in the outer club through the walls, but the room did a remarkable job of dampening the sound. Tuesday went over to a panel along the wall, opened it, and fiddled with what looked like a complex stereo system. A few seconds later, the tranquil moonlight mood lighting was replaced by strobing multi-colored LEDs. Then a funky techno beat filled the salon, completely obscuring the music from the other room. It wasn’t the music Dane would have chosen, but he thought it fit perfectly with Tuesday’s goth girl persona.

			Maeve picked up her drink, a tall martini of some type, and handed Dane his, a glass of dark amber liquor with a single round ice cube. He’d thought he’d be sophisticated by ordering scotch, but when he felt the burn of the fiery liquid as his first sip went down, he briefly considered ringing the bell and asking for a beer instead.

			Tuesday closed the panel on the wall and immediately began to gyrate her curvaceous pale hips. Dane found it impossible to drag his eyes from her creamy butt, especially where the thin strip of her thong bikini disappeared into the cleft between her ass mounds.

			He felt Maeve’s fingers on his inner thigh again, and he exhaled heavily as she brushed his growing cock through his jeans.

			“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” Maeve said into his ear, before taking his earlobe in her mouth. Dane’s erection grew significantly at that, and Maeve gave a throaty chuckle.

			Tuesday was watching them as she danced closer, her hands over her head and her back arched slightly, pressing her not large, but very pleasing, fabric covered breast out in front of her. Dane took another long drink of his scotch, not even noticing the burn, as he watched the goth girl move before him.

			As Maeve’s expert fingers played, they undid his fly and released his dick from his boxers. On more than one occasion, she’d tried to convince him to go without the boxers, but so far, he hadn’t been able to convince himself to try going commando beneath his jeans.

			He thought that, strictly speaking, having his cock out even in the privacy of the club’s back room was probably frowned upon, but Tuesday didn’t seem to mind, or be eager to alert anyone about the indiscretion. If anything, she seemed to encourage it. Her eyes latched onto his manhood, and she licked her lips as she watched Maeve slowly stroking him.

			Tuesday turned and stepped up onto the low round table at the center of the room. With her swaying ass facing them, she reached behind herself and undid the strings holding her top in place. As the small bits of black fabric fell to the makeshift stage, she turned back towards them, her hands expertly positioned to shield their view of her nipples.

			“What would you like to do to her?” Maeve whispered.

			He gulped, then instead of answering her question, he asked one of his own. “Is this telling you what you wanted to know?”

			“It is. As I suspected, I don’t feel the slightest bit of jealousy for this woman, even though I know with certainty that she turns you on, and that you would like nothing more than for her to ride your magnificent cock.”

			Dane felt himself blush and a brief surge of guilt passed through him.

			“There’s nothing to be guilty about. I’m here and we’re sharing this. I want this for both of us,” Maeve reassured him.

			He drained the rest of his drink as Tuesday let her hands slide away from her breasts and he was treated to the sight of her rosy pink nipples sticking out like hard little erasers.

			In a burst of sudden inspiration, Dane reached his arm over and behind Maeve, who sat next to him on the couch. With unsteady fingers, he pulled at the bottom edge of her blouse. In response, she leaned forward and allowed him to pull her top up and over her head, leaving her completely topless, just like Tuesday.

			Looking over at her, he took in Maeve’s awe-inspiring breasts. They were slightly larger than Tuesday’s, but not by much. Her nipples were significantly larger though, as were her coin-sized areola. Bending himself over, he took one of them in his mouth and swirled his tongue around it. The sigh of pleasure he received gave him a small feeling of satisfaction and goaded him on.

			Then he felt his shirt being pulled over his head by Maeve, and another pair of hands prying at his shoes. Looking down, he found Tuesday on the floor in front of him. She worked his shoes off, then threw them to the side. As soon as his shoes and socks were gone, she began tugging at his pants. He raised his butt off the seat and shimmied from side to side, trying to help her pull them completely off him, along with his boxers.

			Sitting there on the couch completely naked with Maeve in just her jeans and Tuesday in just her thong bottoms was a surreal experience, and one he knew he wouldn’t have believed possible a week earlier. I can’t believe this is actually happening. This is something that only happens in movies.

			Tuesday moved away, back over to the low round coffee table she’d been using as a stage. She gulped down the rest of her drink, then gave the silver bell a quick shake. Dane thought there was no way the server would hear the bell with all the music and sound deadening the room seemed to have. That was fine with him, though. He was already feeling the warmth of his first double scotch and he wasn’t sure he needed more.

			The goth beauty got back up onto the table and made a show of slowly peeling down her bikini bottoms while she moved in time to the music. Beside him, he felt Maeve moving as well and realized she had shimmied out of her pants.

			She pressed her naked body into him, and they kissed, then she moved down and took him into her mouth. He was so worked up that he nearly came at the first touch from her tongue, but he forced the climax away and looked back to where Tuesday was dancing.

			Her hands roved her smooth silken body, up across her hips, over her breasts where her fingers plucked at her nipples, then back down until they found her completely shaven sex.

			Tuesday had the type of pussy that was mostly hidden away, with nothing hanging or protruding outside her smooth, puffy outer lips. The vertical slit between her legs looks like a pouting mouth with its plump lips compressed. Lips sweet enough to kiss.

			Her fingers pushed between her outer lips, exposing the flushed pink flesh within, and Dane saw the glisten of arousal there. She played through her folds, then brought her fingers out, spreading her wetness across her hooded nub and bare pubic mound.

			The knock at the door seemed to both surprise and annoy her, but she hopped down from the coffee table and opened it. The serving girl came in with a tray of fresh drinks, but she gasped when she saw their state of undress and Maeve kneeling on the couch, taking Dane slowly into her mouth.

			Tuesday prodded the server along as she exchanged drinks, then shooed her back out the door.

			Instead of getting back up onto the table to continue dancing, Tuesday came over to the couch and got behind Maeve. Dane watched her caress Maeve’s full ass, and he knew she must have a magnificent view of his lover’s gorgeous, open pussy.

			Maeve looked up. Then she released him from her mouth, and she brought her face to his so she could speak to him where only they could hear. “Are you okay with all this still?”

			Dane nodded.

			“Even her attentions on me?”

			He swallowed hard. Am I okay with all this? He was certainly getting aroused at the thought of it and by the sight of the two women together naked. But am I okay with someone else touching Maeve in an intimate way? He knew it was a stereotypical male fantasy, but now that he was on the cusp of it, he was scared. Scared of what? Scared that I’ll lose her? Scared that she’ll enjoy Tuesday more than me? Tonight is about exploring those boundaries for me as much as it is for Maeve. I need to do this. I want to do this.

			He nodded again and Maeve smiled then kissed him. Their tongues played together for several long moments. When she pulled away from the embrace and went back to sucking his cock, Dane saw Tuesday had her face pressed between Maeve’s upturned cheeks, eating her pussy from behind. The image, combined with Maeve’s talented tongue on his shaft, had him gasping and on the verge of cumming.

			When he heard Maeve moan from what Tuesday was doing behind her, he couldn’t hold back any longer. He came into Maeve’s waiting mouth with a force he thought might choke her, but she sucked him down, swallowing every drop.

			She rolled away from him and swung her leg over Tuesday’s head, so the girl was between her thighs, and they were face to face. They looked at one another for a moment, smiling before Tuesday dove back into devouring her sex and Maeve lay back against Dane to let the goth girl give her pleasure.

			It wasn’t long before Maeve was panting, and hips were gyrating against Tuesday’s face. Dane was already growing hard again as he watched his lover grip the goth girl, pulling the raven-haired beauty into her slit and thrusting upward with her pelvis.

			With a loud cry, Maeve came, coating Tuesday’s face in juices.

			Everyone seemed to slump where they were, breathing hard, sweating, and trying to catch their breath. Maeve snuggled into Dane’s side and Tuesday crawled off the couch, across the carpet, and over to the low table where the fresh drinks were.

			“I want her to ride you,” Maeve said.

			In their heightened pre-orgasmic state of a few minutes ago, he wouldn’t have hesitated to take Maeve up on the offer, but with the slight bit of clarity that came with release, he wondered if they’d already gone too far, and crossed some line they shouldn’t have.

			“I don’t know,” he said.

			Maeve peered up at him from where she lay against his chest. “If you don’t want it, that’s fine, but don’t overthink this. I am yours and you are mine. This is just for fun, no meaning beyond that. I know you desire her body and I desire you to have it.”

			Tuesday was already crawling back across the floor toward them, and her eyes looked hungry. As if she and Maeve had already discussed a plan, she came up between Dane’s legs and took him in her mouth. It was strange that her mouth felt cool compared to the inferno of Maeve’s. It wasn’t cold or unpleasant, just lacking in the otherworldly heat of his lover. Her intention was clearly not to suck him off, though. As soon as he was fully hard, Tuesday looked up.

			“God, I need to cum. I want you to fuck me,” Tuesday pleaded, then looked to Maeve, who nodded her approval.

			Tuesday crawled her way up Dane and straddled his hips with Maeve still tucked into his side on the couch. With eager fingers, she guided his cock to her entrance, then eased down, letting him slide fully into her.

			Her pussy felt great, but again, very different from Maeve whose vagina he’d gotten very familiar with over the last weeks. Tuesday’s slickness was on another level, and it helped her glide over his shaft with a touch less friction and a great deal more squelching than he was used to. She rocked back and forth, finding a spot and a rhythm that served her stated purpose, she closed her eyes and rode.

			Maeve watched him lovingly as Tuesday’s efforts built on him. The fact that he’d already cum once helped, but he hoped he wouldn’t disappoint the goth-girl by getting to his own climax before she got to hers.

			Using the hand that Maeve wasn’t laying against, Dane reached up, cupped Tuesday’s breast and pinched her nipple.

			“Yes,” the girl hissed, so he did it again with added pressure. “Oh, fuck yes! Harder!” She squealed. Her rocking pace sped up as his pressure on her nipple increased. He feared he might hurt her by pinching and rolling too hard, but each time he let off, she begged him to clamp down on her harder.

			When she came, he wasn’t expecting it. Where Maeve’s orgasms built to a crescendo, with her getting progressively louder and more urgent until release. Tuesday was panting and moving at a more-or-less steady pace until suddenly she was clamping down on him with her internal muscles and screaming. Waves of ecstasy swept over her, then she slumped down onto his chest in a limp mass.

			Dane thought the poor girl might have passed out, but after a few moments, she pushed back up to a seated position and began to ride him again. This time her emphasis was clearly on him and what would best bring him off. It didn’t take her long to have him right at the edge, either.

			When she felt him about to explode, she slipped off, her intention clearly to finish him in her mouth, but Maeve intervened and slid over to take the girl’s place atop him. Her familiar cunt was like a sweet furnace, gripping him in all the right places and within just a few strokes, he was spewing deep inside her.

			“That’s it, my love,” Maeve cooed. “Fill me.” She leaned down as over him as his climax ended and spoke into his ear. “This was so much fun, and something we can share, but I am still your and you are still mine. I felt the doubt in you earlier and you need to know this doesn’t change that.”
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			To the Witch, We Go

			When they got home from the club, Maeve was eager to see if Dane could conjure his flames again while under no duress. So, after saying a quick hello to Justin, who was gaming in his recliner as usual, they went out into the backyard.

			Dane put a few pieces of wood into the firepit as Maeve looked on, and attempted to ignite his fingers again. He tried to do it by simply concentrating on flames, then by concentrating on his fingers, then on just thinking about generating heat, but nothing he tried worked. The frustrating part was that he could feel something there. Something he knew with certainty was his new ability lying just beneath the surface, but it remained out of reach.

			“It’s okay, love,” Maeve said. “It might take time for you to learn to harness it at will, but you’ll get there. I’m sure right now you’re just exhausted.”

			He was tired, but that excuse didn’t make him feel better. Not being able to conjure flames again was incredibly disappointing. He knew he was capable of it. It would just need to be developed before it would become useful to him. He felt that way about so many of the things he’d undertaken recently. Like I’m just stepping off the starting line and I have an entire marathon to run before I am even a true beginner, let alone proficient or a master. Most could rationalize that most people spent years developing their bodies at the gym or lifetimes mastering martial arts, but he didn’t want his cool new ability with fire to be yet another thing he wouldn’t see the full benefits of for years, maybe decades.

			Maeve kept telling him part of what he’d inherit from gaining his powers while bonding with her would be an enhancement in how quickly he would make physical upgrades and gain new skills. He was certainly already seeing quicker than normal results in the gym, and even with the skills he’d been shown at the MMA gym, he’d been praised by the instructors for how accurately he could replicate the moves after only being shown them once or twice. That was all awesome, but he still wanted to progress faster. Especially with these new powers. I don’t want to wait.

			He chuckled to himself, thinking of what his grandmother would have said about how kids nowadays expecting everything handed to them without wanting to put in the work.

			“What’s got you smiling?” Maeve asked as she gently pushed him back into a chair beside the firepit, then blew a swirling mini fireball from between her lips into the stacked wood in the iron fire ring.

			“I was just thinking of what my grandma would have said about me pouting because I couldn’t conjure fire right away.”

			Maeve came over and curled herself into his lap. “It will come, my love. You’re progressing nicely, especially in assertiveness. Much more quickly than I ever expected. I must admit I had my doubts at first, but you are really growing into that kanji.” She traced a finger over his chest. “As exciting and wonderful as tonight was, we will need to be more careful. I didn’t realize that place was owned by an orc.”

			“Is that a problem?”

			“Not in and of itself, but gossip will spread through the supernatural community about a new warlock in town. I doubt there are many in this country, let alone this area. In fact, it wouldn’t surprise me if you are the only one in this area. Not everyone will be happy to have you around and not everyone will assume you are too powerful to mess with the way Benson did. There will also be those that want to use you. A warlock’s summoning ability can be very valuable and highly sought after.”

			“Gretta Green already knows,” Dane pointed out. “You don’t think she already spread the word?”

			“Yes, you’re right, she knows,” Maeve kissed him. “And I suppose she is probably the bigger gossip of the two. Well, it’s out now, whether we want it to be or not. That just means we need to be careful, and we need to stay the course in getting you capable of defending yourself. This new ability with fire will go a long way toward that once you learn to control it.”

			Dane stroked Maeve’s back as he thought on her words, feeling her soft curves beneath her thin blouse and the swell of her butt through her jeans. He couldn’t believe after all they’d just done at the gentlemen’s club, his pants were tightening from just having her on his lap. She just affected him that way, and if she was telling him the truth, that effect had nothing to do with her being a succubus.

			He thought back to her words to him at the club and wondered if, or how, having sex with another woman while Maeve watched would alter their relationship. There in the midst of the lust and excitement it had felt amazing, but now he couldn’t help but second guess it. Mostly he desperately didn’t want it to change anything between them, at least not negatively.

			“Are you okay?” she asked in a low, almost sleepy voice.

			“Yeah. I was just thinking.”

			“We are fine, my love. We are bonded. Stop worrying. Tonight was fun and nothing more.”

			It was disconcerting how she always seemed to know what he was thinking, and even though she said she couldn’t outright read his mind, it sure felt like she could sometimes.

			“Did you enjoy it?” he asked.

			“You know I did.”

			“And your experiment told you what you wanted to know?”

			“It did. As I suspected, my feelings of jealousy were not about you being attracted to another woman or even being physical with them. They seem to be about you having deeper than physical feelings for Cassie specifically. It still isn’t something that I should feel, but…”

			Her words trailed off and Dane didn’t fill the silence. He closed his eyes, letting himself enjoy the heat of the fire that had finally caught, as he inhaled the intoxicating scent of his lover’s hair.

			###

			Dane got to the library after the gym the next morning and was hesitant as he made his way up to Ms. Stevens’ office. Thankfully, she seemed preoccupied by the paperwork on her desk and after briefly berating him for not getting her coffee on his way up; she dismissed him to go downstairs and help the librarians with whatever they needed.

			The girl who’d been beneath Ms. Stevens’ desk the morning before wasn’t there, so Dane was assigned to the information desk. He was a little bummed about that because he’d been looking forward to sneaking back down to the hidden corridor again. He couldn’t really explain why. He still hadn’t had a chance to look through the two books he’d borrowed from the reading room. He just felt an inexplicable drawn to explore down there.

			While sitting at the information desk waiting for someone to need his assistance, Dane opened his book bag and pulled out The Practical Warlock. It was obviously old, but the book’s binding was in surprisingly good condition.

			Although the title initially suggested to him that the book would be suitable for a beginner to the warlock endeavor, much of the language in it was stilted and used words he either wasn’t familiar with, or words that seemed highly specific to magic using.

			He was able to glean a couple of interesting tidbits, though. One was that small and juvenile demons were recommended as initial summoning targets. Even then, the text said it was advisable to have a seasoned warlock observing, as well as at least one warrior ready to dispatch any unruly demons that were dragged through. The other was that if the preparations for the ritual weren’t prepared properly, the whole thing could quite literally blow up in the summoner’s face, or worse, pull something through that the summoner wasn’t expecting.

			Dane got the impression that, if anything, Maeve had undersold just how much danger he’d been in stumbling onto the summoning circle and how lucky he’d been that the demon who emerged hadn’t killed him immediately. He supposed that meant he owed his life to the skill of the warlock who had prepared the ritual, which made him wonder if one of the three remaining skeletons in the round room was that warlock.

			Dane made it through his shift and even made some real progress on his Alternative Religions report. Then he went to his regular classes. It felt as though he hadn’t been to them in weeks, although it hadn’t been that long. The only people who seemed to have noticed his absence were a couple of his professors.

			His MMA class that evening focused on striking again. Dane took part as much as he could with his still broken nose, but he sat out of sparring at the end, and worked more on his technique instead.

			He considered swinging by Gretta Green’s to see how Luke was doing, but he was exhausted, and besides, he wasn’t sure why he felt any need to check on the guy who’d been such an asshole to him.

			He passed the witch’s shop, which still had lights on, then sighed heavily and turned around. It was true Luke was no real friend, but it was Dane’s girlfriend who had damaged the guy, and it was Dane who had taken him to the witch for help. As much as he hated it, that made him at least partially responsible for whatever happened to Luke.

			“Ah, little lamb,” Gretta said when he entered her shop, “what brings you back so soon?”

			She was in her stereotypical haggard old witch form, and Dane still had a hard time reconciling this form with her other, much more normal and attractive one.

			“How is Luke?” he asked.

			The witch cackled. “Scrumptious.”

			Dane’s uncertainty at the reply must have been reflected in his face, because the witch laughed harder. Even the stupid stuffed bird sitting on its shelf seemed to find it hilarious.

			“Pumpkin, could you come out here? Your friend is here to say hi,” Gretta hollered over her shoulder.

			Thirty or forty seconds later, Dane nearly choked when Luke pushed through the bead curtain from the back wearing a frilled floral-patterned cooking apron and a matching oven mitt. His hair was disheveled, and it was obvious he wasn’t wearing a shirt, but it was less obvious if he had anything else on beneath the apron. What Dane could see of his legs and feet were bare, but the apron hid whether the muscular young man was naked or wearing shorts.

			“Hey, buddy,” Dane said uncertainly, “how you doin’?”

			“Great,” Luke answered with enthusiasm, “Gretta has been awesome. She explained everything.”

			“Everything?” Dane asked.

			“Yeah, all about how your girlfriend is really a mean demon, and that you brought her to life because you’re an inexperienced warlock. It totally makes sense now.”

			“That makes sense to you?”

			“Sure does. Gretta told me all about supernatural’s and how much bigger the world really is. It’s incredible, but I totally get it now.”

			The witch sauntered over to Luke and patted his backside, which was thankfully still out of view. He grinned like an idiot and bent down to kiss her full on the mouth. Dane turned away, looking toward the stuffed crow whose dead eyes seemed to roll in disgust. When the two lovers broke apart with a loud slurping pop, Dane had to hold back a snicker. I couldn’t in a million years have predicted this. He seems like a completely different person.

			“It was great to see you again,” Luke said, “but I’ve got a pie that needs to come out of the oven.”

			Dane looked back just in time to see Luke disappear through the bead curtain and to confirm that the muscle-bound jock was indeed naked behind the apron.

			“What did you do to him?” Dane asked Gretta as soon as Luke was gone. “Is he under a spell?”

			“No,” the witch hissed indignantly. “What a filthy thing to suggest. When you brought him in, his mind was frazzled and damaged by what your hussy did to him. It took many long, wonderful hours of soothing and coaxing to get him to come around and out of his shell. But come he did.”

			“Okay, okay, I don’t need to hear the details of that,” Dane said, putting his hands up and the bird squawked from its perch, seconding him.

			“Oh, you hush Dimitri. Don’t act like you didn’t watch every second of it,” the gnarled, ancient looking woman replied with a wide, yellow-toothed smile.

			“But he’s okay now?”

			“He’s still a work in progress, but he’s much better than he was when you brought him to me.” Gretta replied. “A little off still for sure, but in the most wonderful ways. And it turns out he’s a magnificent cook. Who would have thunk it?”

			Certainly not Dane, although Luke being good at cooking was about the most sane and believable thing he’d heard or seen in the last few minutes.

			“I’m glad you came by, though,” Gretta continued, “I did some research, in between bouts of soothing and coaxing, and found what you were asking for.”

			“You did? So, we can do it then? I can release Maeve from the summoning bond without either of us being killed?”

			“You can.”

			“How?”

			“Before we get to that, there is the tiny matter of my fee to discuss,” Gretta said with a predatory smile.
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			Setting Her Free

			Maeve had warned him Gretta would have her own reasons for helping him and her own price for that help. Dane wasn’t eager to hear what the information was going to cost him though.

			“I’ll prepare the potions you both must take to dispel the summoning bond, but in exchange, I want you to summon a little something for me,” Gretta said.

			Dane was both surprised and relieved. He had no idea how to summon anything, but aside from the potential dangers involved, it was a less objectionable price than he’d been expecting.

			“You know I don’t know how to summon anything, right?” he asked.

			“You leave the preparations to me,” the witch replied. “I just need you to perform the ritual the way you did with your hussy.”

			“Please don’t call her my hussy,” Dane grumbled, “and a couple of potions is all it will take to dissolve the summoning bond between her and I?”

			“All it will take?” Gretta looked offended. “I had to look high and low just to find a spell that could be modified to do what you wanted. You have no idea what it will take to infuse a spell like that into potion form. And don’t get me started on the ingredients needed. If it wasn’t that I promised Dimitri a companion, I wouldn’t even be offering to go to the trouble of preparing it for you,” she huffed. “All it will take. You’re lucky you found me. There aren’t a dozen witches in the world who could create a potion like the one you’re asking for and none that would do it for you so cheaply if they could.”

			“Okay, okay, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend,” Dane tried to calm Gretta down. The last thing he needed was an angry witch. “So, how do we do it? What do you need from me?”

			“Blood from each of you. Freely given,” she said, still worked up. “Coerced or under false pretenses will not work. Not for this.”

			Dane wondered how a spell or potion would know whether blood was freely given or given under false pretenses, but he didn’t ask for clarification. He didn’t want to say anything that might set her off again.

			“When you’re ready, bring your tramp by here, and I’ll collect what I need,” Gretta said. “Now get outta here. I’m closing early. I’ve got baking to do with my new cook.”

			The entire way home, Dane was conflicted. I’ve gotten what he wanted. Haven’t I? Gretta can set Maeve free. It made his heart ache even thinking of going back to life without her, but he felt certain that was what this meant.

			He pulled into the driveway next to Justin’s sports car, turned off the truck, and sat there, staring at the garage door, running scenarios and possibilities over in his head. He must have been there for quite a while because the front door opened and Maeve stepped out, looking concerned.

			Dane tried to smile as she came around and climbed into the passenger seat.

			“What’s wrong?” she asked.

			“Nothing,” he replied.

			“Dane, you can’t lie to me about things like this. I can feel how upset you are.”

			“On my way home, I went by Gretta Green’s to check on Luke.”

			“What did she do?” Maeve asked, her voice taking on a dangerous edge.

			Dane tried to force a smile onto his face again. “Nothing, well, a few things, but nothing bad. She seems to have cured Luke, kind of. And she said she found a way to release you from our bond, without one of us dying.”

			“That isn’t possible.”

			“She said it is, and I think she’s telling the truth. You could be free of the bond without going back to the Pit.”

			“A free roaming succubus, without a soul quota,” she said in a soft voice, almost too low for Dane to hear. “That isn’t possible.” She turned her head and looked out the windshield. “I need to go make that call I’ve been putting off.”

			She climbed from the truck and made her way back to the house. A lump had formed in Dane’s throat, and he was actually glad he wouldn’t have to talk about it with her any further. It was as if all the old wounds of his previous breakups had been reopened. Only worse. So much worse.

			You’re such an idiot. He thought as he slammed his palms into the steering-wheel, which only served to make them sting. Why did you have to fall in love with her? You knew this day would come.

			Her being free to leave doesn’t mean that she will. She could stick around even as a free-roaming succubus. He barked a derisive laugh and slammed his hands against the steering-wheel again. He knew what it was like for someone he cared about to choose someone else, and despite the genuine connection he thought had grown between them, he felt the same pit in his stomach opening up that had when he’d found out his ex had been cheating on him. He wanted to scream, and wanted to cry all at the same time, even though this was what he’d been pushing for ever since he’d learned of their bond.

			This is the best thing for her. And I’ll be fine. I can make it through this. He let his head flop back against the bench seat’s headrest. What he needed to do was put on a cheerful face and go inside. He wasn’t ready to do that yet, though.

			When he finally went inside, he passed the living room where Justin was gaming without a word and headed for his room. Maeve was sitting on their bed with a faraway look in her eyes.

			“Did you make your call?” he asked.

			Maeve nodded almost imperceptibly. “She’s never heard of such a thing, but she can’t rule out a powerful enough witch being able to do something like that. Witches are unusual supernaturals that straddle many areas most cannot,” Maeve snorted softly. “I think she was actually jealous. You can’t know what it would mean for a demon like me or her to be granted the ability to roam free on a world like this without the tether of a master or a tether from the Pit. If demons dreamed, it would be what we dreamed of.”

			“Good,” Dane said as confidently as he could. “Great. We should get this thing started as soon as possible, then.”

			The look that momentarily clouded Maeve’s face looked almost like anguish. “So eager to get rid of me?”

			“If you can feel what I’m feeling the way you always say, then you know that isn’t true.”

			She nodded and looked away. “What you’re offering would change that ability of mine. It would change many things. It might mean giving up some of the power you’ve gained or would have gained in the future.”

			“I’m okay with that. I’m okay not having flaming fists anymore,” he looked down at his hands. “I can’t figure out how to control these damn things, anyway. And if I don’t have to see every supernatural being for what it is, I’m okay with that, too.”

			Maeve smiled. “You wouldn’t lose the sight. You’ve taken a bite of the apple now. You’ll be changed in that way forever. And you would still be a warlock. It would mainly be our connection and everything that goes with it.”

			“I’m okay with that,” Dane repeated, “and maybe you’ll stick around once you’re free.”

			Maeve looked at him for a full minute, maybe longer. So long, the silence got uncomfortable.

			“Whatever happens, I’m not going anywhere. I love you,” she said finally, in a quavering voice. “I don’t know how it’s possible. My kind aren’t supposed to be capable of it, at least not in this way, but I know what I feel. I’ve been trying to deny it, trying to figure out some other possibility for what I’m feeling, but I know in my heart it’s love.”

			Dane’s jaw fell open like a cartoon cat. “I love you too,” he managed once his brain started processing again.

			Maeve smiled, and he thought he saw a tear welling up in the corner of her eye. “I know. And I don’t want to break the bond we share. Doing so wouldn’t change how I feel about you or how you feel about me, but I want the closeness it gives me, and I want you to have the abilities it gives you. I also want to know that I am bonded with you in a way that no other can ever be. Even if you summon others, I want to know that I am your first. I am your center kanji. It means more to me than you can possibly know that you would willingly give me my freedom and give everything up for me, but I don’t want to be free of you.”

			She slid off the bed and came to him. He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her. When their mouths parted, she had full-blown tears in her eyes.

			“You’ve made a succubus cry,” she said as she laid her head down onto his shoulder. “That’s basically two miracles you’ve worked that shouldn’t have been possible.”

			Dane held Maeve for a while longer, then they lay down on the bed together. She nuzzled into his side, her head on his chest, and they lay there, content just to be with one another until they both fell asleep.

			###

			Dane woke the next morning still fully clothed, with Maeve still draped over him, snoring softly. It was dark outside the window, but a glance at the clock told him that if they were going to make their workout session that morning, they would need to leave soon.

			Gazing back down at the wild mass of red hair on his chest, he couldn’t bring himself to wake her. Even from that angle, and even in the clothing she’d spent the better part of twenty-four hours in, she was beautiful beyond words.

			He inhaled her scent and wondered if he’d dreamed of her telling him she loved him and refusing his offer of freedom. He still didn’t care for the idea of being her master, but he understood what it had meant for her to choose to stay bonded to him and to give up what would have meant absolute freedom and autonomy for her.

			She stirred and when she looked up at him through bleary sleep-filled eyes, words that he’d been thinking but hadn’t meant to say came tumbling from his lips unbidden.

			“Are you still sure you don’t want your freedom?” he said, his tongue becoming thick even as he asked it.

			Her eyes cleared, then narrowed and flared into embers as she twisted so she was on top of him with their chest touching. Pushing up, she prowled over him on hands and knees until her face was inches from his. “I’ve told you; you are mine. I am as sure now as I was when I made my decision last night. Don’t question my loyalty or commitment to you, Dane Staley, not now or ever.”

			She pressed her face down to his and kissed him forcibly, but passionately. His arms instinctively encircled her and pulled her close. A great gush of joy and relief washed over him and he wanted to sprint around the room hooting at the top of his lungs, but instead he held her and tried not to let the tears welling in his eyes leak down his face.

			“We’re going to be late for our gym appointment,” he said when their kiss ended.

			“I don’t care,” she replied. “I got caught up in the unexpected emotions last night and didn’t have you, but this morning we aren’t leaving this room until we are both carnally satisfied.”

			Dane couldn’t argue with that, and he helped her out of her blouse. When her supple round breasts and soft pink nipples came into view, he sent a silent thank you to whoever, or whatever, creator was responsible for her and him accidentally coming together.

			She dragged his jeans and boxers down his legs, then looked back up. “We’re going to have a talk about these underwear things later,” she said, tossing his boxers into the corner.

			He smiled back at her, then said. “I want you in your true form.”

			Her confidently playful expression wavered, but then she shifted, shredding the lower parts of her pant legs in the process.

			Dane laughed. “I didn’t mean for you to ruin your clothes.”

			“I didn’t like these jeans that much, anyway,” she replied with a smirk as she tore the rest of the ruined denim garment away and tossed it into the corner with his boxers.

			He lay there on the bed, with her kneeling between his legs in her full succubus form. “I can’t imagine anything more beautiful than you,” he said.

			She rolled her eyes, but also smiled and blushed. Her tail came whipping around to grab his shaft, making him gasp at the sudden pressure. The inflation of his cock, which had already begun, instantly completed, leaving him hard as an iron bar.

			Maeve lowered her head to his shaft and kissed the tip. His entire body shuttered at the delightful heat of her breath and the feel of her soft lips on him. The two round mounds of her ass remained elevated as she sank her mouth down onto him and her wings spread out to either side of her until they dangled off each side of the bed. Her tail, which had released him when her mouth took over, coiled and flailed in midair for a moment, as if unsure what to do with itself. Then it doubled back, making a large loop, and stroked the gap between her upturned ass-cheeks, right behind its own base.

			The scene was incredibly hot, as were the fantastic sensations Maeve’s talented tongue was creating along his length. Instinctively, Dane started to place a hand on the back of her bobbing head, but he stopped himself just short, remembering the warning she’d given him that first time in the library.

			Without even looking up, one of her hands shot out and grabbed his offending wrist, then it slowly guided his hand down onto one of her horns.

			He heard a muffled moan escape her as he lightly caressed the hard, ridged surface of her horn. He didn’t know if horns had nerve endings, but from the way she was reacting, it sure seemed like they did. When he brought his other hand up and continued to gently stroke both her horns, the intensity of her blowjob grew, as did her tail’s machinations. It plunged into her, penetrating one of her holes, although from his angle it wasn’t clear which one.

			Before he was even close to cumming, he felt her first orgasm arrive. It rippled through her, staring at her core and working outward. As her arms and thighs trembled, so did her wings, which kicked up a breeze the way they had last time, sent papers scattering across the room. Dane eased up on the attention he was giving to her horns and instead ran his fingers through her thick red hair as he felt her ecstasy ebbing.

			They didn’t make it to their gym appointment, nor did either of them make it to work. They made love until, as Maeve had promised, they were both exhausted and satisfied.
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			Unexpected

			Dane wondered how Ms. Stevens was going to react to him not showing up or calling out for work the day before. It was highly unusual behavior for him, or it had been before his life had gotten more complicated with Maeve’s introduction.

			He couldn’t help but grin like an idiot at the thought of his girlfriend. For the first time since they’d met, he felt the term actually fit. She was with him still, despite having the opportunity to dissolve their bond and leave. He still hadn’t fully wrapped his head around it yet, but she’d made it clear she was choosing to remain bonded to him over a life of free-roaming freedom.

			Despite the ass-chewing he expected to get when he arrived at Ms. Stevens’ office, he practically bounced up the library’s steps. Harold wasn’t there to let him in through the front doors, so Dane went around to the small nondescript side employee entrance and pressed the buzzer. A few seconds later, he heard the internal latch clicking open.

			Two librarians were already in the breakroom chatting when he prepared Ms. Stevens’ coffee. He hoped if he showed up to her office with an expertly prepared coffee, just the way she liked it, her displeasure with him might be reduced by a degree or two.

			He’d already decided that under no circumstances was he going to allow himself to be subjected to any creative punishment beneath her desk, though. He’d face whatever reprimand he had to, but he wouldn’t do anything like that.

			The upper floor of the library was still mostly dark, except for the emergency lighting that always remained on. As he walked along the rows of books shrouded in shadows and made his way to Ms. Stevens’ office at the back of the building, he ran through scenarios of what it might mean if she fired him. He’d have to get another job on campus to fulfill his scholarship obligations. He didn’t think that would be that hard, though. He was sure the manager of the coffee bar would take him back. And now that he was living at Justin’s, he wouldn’t have to pay for school housing next semester, so his bring-home from the coffee bar job would cover what he needed. Truth be told, he kind of missed working at the coffee bar. Not the work itself, but working with Justin and Cassie, certainly.

			Feeling less trepidation about what was to come, Dane knocked on Ms. Stevens’ office door. When her voice called back that he could enter, she sounded strangely out of breath. Turning the knob and pushing the door open, Dane nearly dropped her mug of coffee on the carpeted floor of her office.

			“Come in and shut the door,” she said in a breathless, halting voice. “Where were you yesterday? You didn’t show up for work.”

			The scene in front of him was even more startling and unexpected than the time he’d realized Ms. Stevens was having her pussy eaten from beneath her desk. This time she stood behind her desk facing the door, legs spread and bent over with her hands and elbows flat on the desk’s surface.

			Her hair was ruffled, her eyes angry, and sweat glistening in little beads across her brow. Her blouse was still in place, covering her swaying breasts, but her business skirt had been pushed up over her plump bare ass. Harold the janitor stood shirtless behind her with his hands on her naked hips, pumping away. His form was still shrouded in darkness and difficult for Dane to focus on, but what he was doing was clear enough.

			“Please come in Dane,” Harold said, “we’ll be finished in just a minute. You may cum now, my dear.”

			Dane stood transfixed as relief spread across Ms. Stevens’ face, followed by a loud moan and an intense wave of pleasure that rippled through her body. Harold gripped Ms. Stevens’ fleshy hips hard and buried himself inside her with a feral growl. Ms. Stevens’ eyes rolled back in her head and her whole body slumped down onto the desk as the sweaty janitor unloaded into her.

			Harold’s form wavered and shifted even more and seemed to grow larger as he came, but still Dane couldn’t tell what he was beneath the human façade. The older man smacked Ms. Stevens on the ass hard as he pulled out of her. “You’re welcome, my little slut. Now clean me up so the boy and I can talk.”

			Ms. Stevens, still breathless and weak, slid from the desk down to her knees where she turned to face Harold’s crotch, then she began cleaning him with her tongue.

			“I can see that you’re confused,” Harold said to Dane.

			Confused was an understatement. Dane had a laundry list of questions, but the one that kept popping to the surface was, “What are you?”

			“I am not so very different from your lady friend,” Harold replied with a wink. “Well, at least in the sense that we are both from the Pit. I should show you.”

			Harold’s form blurred as if seen through a wavy pane of glass, then it shifted into a grotesque demon, toad, man hybrid, thing. His lipless mouth was wide, taking up the entire width of his scaled face. Vibrant patterns of color covered his reptilian head, ranging from purple beneath his lower lip and neck, to green along his upper lip and nose, to spotted orange and red along his bony eye ridges. His toad features really asserted themselves in the squatness of his fat, bulbous body and short, thick limbs. His demon features in his wide hooves, twisted horns, and bat-like wings.

			Dane shrank back and was glad he was still just inside the room and far from the desk.

			Harold croaked out a laugh. “I can see this form is unpalatable to you. It is to all my servants at first, which is why I hide it, but eventually they come to love it. Isn’t that right, my pet?” he said as he stroked Ms. Stevens’ head as she continued to work on him.

			He shifted back to the much more appealing middle-aged human form that Dane was familiar with, which coaxed a whimper of protest from Ms. Stevens. “I am a creature of the Pit, as I said, like your slut, but I am also very different from her. I’m no young untested whelp, nor am I a servant of lust, as she is. Don’t get me wrong, lust has its place, and I indulge in it frequently, but greed and sloth are even more fun, and often more powerful motivators.”

			Dane didn’t think he agreed with the demon’s view of greed and sloth being better than lust, but he wasn’t about to argue the point. He had backed himself up to the closed office door and was trying to find the knob again without taking his eyes from the Harold-demon thing.

			“Now, now,” Harold said, with his voice back to normal. “There is no need for you to run away just yet. Victoria and I went to a lot of trouble to orchestrate you coming to work here.”

			That gave Dane pause. “What? Why?”

			“Well, Victoria took her own interest in you last year when you became a frequent user of the library, but it wasn’t until my minion spotted you leaving here with your succubus a couple weeks ago, that you piqued my curiosity as well. For the better part of three years, I’ve inhabited this miserable body and endured this miserable job, all the while having my minion looking for the warlock’s lair that’s hidden somewhere in this library.

			“Decades ago, I came across a reference to the powerful warlock who was instrumental in the founding of this university, and especially the building of this library. But alas, he disappeared shortly after the university’s founding. As his memory in the human world faded over the centuries, sadly, so has his once mighty reputation in the supernatural world. But not for me.”

			“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Dane said. The whole thing is starting to sound like a deranged villain monologue.

			“Oh, I believe you do. After the night you went racing out of here, I could tell you were changed. Ever since then I’ve been able to smell the raw warlock power coming off you, and a boy with an unharnessed, undirected latent magical ability does not suddenly have it directed down the warlock path without a reason. A mentor or a master to guide him usually. But there are no warlocks near here to guide you, so that left another possibility, no matter how unlikely. You found the missing warlock’s lair and used what you found there to teach yourself enough about summoning to summon yourself a pet.”

			Harold’s villain tirade answered a few lingering questions for Dane, even if the demon had a few of the details about how he’d accidentally summoned Maeve incorrect.

			“All I’m asking,” Harold continued, “is that you show me the warlock’s hidden lair and maybe summon me up a companion or two.”

			“I don’t know how to do any of that,” Dane protested. It was becoming clear that being a warlock got other supernatural beings attention. This demon was the second supernatural in as many days that was asking him to summon something for them. Maeve was right about my warlock skills being sought after. At least Gretta Green, the witch, had been polite enough to couch her desire to use his perceived abilities as a transaction. This asshat was just making demands.

			“Come now Dane, don’t be modest, you managed quite well summoning your succubus. That’s no easy ritual to prepare.”

			“I didn’t prepare it.”

			Harold scowled and exhaled heavily. “I grow tired of this. You will do as I ask one way or the other. I’ve done my homework on you since I realized what you are. Janitors have nearly unlimited access to restricted areas, and that includes the university’s records department.

			“Your mother, father, and Gram-gram all live a few states away on a humble little farm. Your mother substitute teaches at the elementary school near them to help keep the farm afloat, because your father’s health isn’t what it used to be, and the farm isn’t producing enough to pay all the bills. It’d be a shame if the situation got worse for them. Say if Pa’s weak ticker suddenly stopped pumping altogether.” Harold made a mocking show of grasping his chest as if having a heart-attack. “Or if Gram-gram took an unfortunate tumble down the stairs.”

			Dane felt the blood drain from his face and his fingers ball into fists. That is far more personal information than he could have gotten from my school files. Without even consciously thinking about it, his hands ignited into balls of bright orange flame nearly twice as big as the ones he’d conjured at the gentleman’s club. When he smelled his pants smoldering, Dane eased his hands out to his sides, but he didn’t let them extinguish.

			“Oh, look at the tricks he’s already learned,” Harold clapped. “You are a powerful one, or one day you might be. All the more reason to rein you in now and make you mine. Unless you’ve got some claws under there as well and you’re ready to throw down, put those cute little sparklers away before you hurt yourself. I’m a creature of the Pit, boy. Your pathetic flames don’t hold a candle to the inferno of the great Lord.”

			That took some of the wind out of Dane’s sails and he got his sudden anger at the threat to his family under control enough to bring the flames surrounding his hands down to a simmer. He still didn’t want to let them go out completely though—not yet. They were the only weapons he had at the moment, and he wasn’t sure he could get them back again if he let them go. Even if the demon was telling the truth about them being ineffectual against him, something had to be better than nothing.

			The Harold-demon looked down at Ms. Stevens. “Okay, be done. I have no further use for you today.”

			Ms. Stevens made a needy whimpering sound and looked up at him.

			“Okay, my pet,” Harold conceded with a greedy grin. “I’ll come by your office later this afternoon so we can play more.” He turned back to Dane. “I am too good to her. And I will be to you as well once you are mine.”

			“That’s never going to happen,” Dane said defiantly.

			Harold smiled. “You don’t want your family brought into this any more than I want to bring them into this, but if you force me to play nasty, I can do that.”
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			Cavalry

			After several more veiled, as well as not so veiled, threats to his family, Dane reluctantly agreed to lead the Harold-demon down to the lowest level of the library. At least the lowest level anyone but Dane knew about.

			“So ridiculously simple,” Harold said when Dane showed him the three books that had to be tilted outward in order for the movable shelves to unlatch. “I’d have eventually found it once I had Ms. Stevens convince the university board to ignore the non-remodeling clause in the university’s charter, which applies to all these historic buildings. This place is overdue for a remodel, and it would have been the perfect cover for an invasive search. No matter, though, that could have taken another decade—this is much better. Now there’s no need to creatively deal with the construction crew who would have inevitably been the ones to uncover it.”

			Dane wondered if by creatively deal with the demon meant murder. He hoped not, but he didn’t think the other options that were left sounded all that appealing either.

			Harold looked like a giddy, oversized schoolboy as they descended the stone steps. “This is magnificent,” he clapped. “I can’t believe I finally found it.”

			Dane wondered belatedly if allowing the demon to gain access to this place might have been a bad thing for everyone in the Ashbury area, possibly the world. He had no idea what all was down there, nor how much of it could be harnessed for the demon’s own ends, whatever those ends might be still wasn’t clear. He was certain the reading room alone held a treasure trove of books and artifacts, though, some of which no doubt held immense value. He led Harold to the circular room first and put off showing him the reading room for as long as possible.

			Harold chortled with glee when they entered the round room and the braziers came to life. He pushed ahead of Dane, bounding down the wide stepped tiers to where the three skeletons remained in their tableau of death.

			“The master warlock and his apprentice,” Harold giggled. “And Zander Van Hellwig I’ll wager. They killed one another. This is splendid. Who knew Zander was powerful enough to actually get it done?”

			“Who was Zander Van Hellwig?” Dane asked out of curiosity, recalling Gretta Green mentioning a similar name.

			“A religious zealot of the worst kind. His family founded the town of Ashbury and were ardently opposed to the founding of the university here. They fought it tooth and nail but could not stop it. Zander vowed to destroy the school’s benefactor and the school along with him. It would appear he was successful in at least the first part.”

			“This room is splendid,” Harold went on as he tore a pendant from the neck of one skeleton, before moving on down the stone tiers to the bottom. “I can feel the connection to the bedrock and the ley-lines beneath.” He walked slowly around the pentacle, examining everything and attempting to read the words written in the pentagram arms, which Dane realized had almost entirely disappeared. “Oh, the minion you’ll be able to summon for me from here.”

			Dane took the moment when Harold was down at the bottom of the round room and distracted to slip out the open door and sprint through the hall towards the stone staircase. He’d only made it a few steps down the hall when he heard the Harold-demon bellow and begin giving chase.

			For an older man who looked out of shape in both of his forms, the Harold-demon was quicker than Dane expected, and caught him easily. With a swipe of its clawed hand, the demon sent Dane sprawling and crashing into the wall.

			Pain flared in Dane’s shoulder, and he groaned. From the floor, he rolled to face the demon and, as he’d suspected, the thing towered above him in its full toad-demon form.

			“You made me run,” the toad-demon hissed. “I hate running. I’m going to have to teach you a lesson in obedience now. Where are those cute little flaming hands? Spark them up so I can show you how pathetic and ineffectual they are.”

			Dane lay there, unsure what his next move should be, when a dark streak flew over him and collided with the toad-demon. The demon and the new thing rolled and tumbled down the hall in a wrangling, snarling, howling, biting mass of demon limbs and wings.

			Dane thought he heard Maeve’s angry voice, and his heart leapt for just a moment. Then it clenched when he saw her tossed off the larger toad-demon like a ragdoll. The toad-demon laughed, a horrible croaking sound full of hatred and phlegm.

			“There she is,” it said. “I knew it was only a matter of time before she came. I hope you’re watching Dane. I’m going to annihilate this slut and I might even defile her a time or two before I send her back to the Pit. Then you’ll be compliant, like a good little warlock, won’t you?”

			“Run, Dane!” Maeve said through heaving breaths. She was already bleeding from a wicked three-fingered gash in her side and another over her left eye and cheek.

			The toad-demon carried his own scratches, but he was at least half-again as big as Maeve and Dane had a hard time seeing how she could possibly overpower him. She had told Dane several times that free roaming demons were nearly always of a much higher level than her, so it stood to reason that this thing was not only larger, but much more powerful too.

			She screamed at him again to run before the two demons came together once more in a whirlwind of flailing wings and limbs.

			Abandoning Maeve wasn’t even a consideration. Dane’s only thoughts were for what he could do to help his love and give her a fighting chance in this battle. He scoured his mind as he hauled himself up off the floor. Then he remembered the weapons displayed in the reading room and made a dash for that door.

			Bursting into the reading room Dane hurried to the display on the wall where two nearly identical daggers hung. They weren’t the prettiest things, the metal a dark matte finish that seemed to soak in the lamp light rather than reflect it.

			Dane recalled Gretta Green saying something about killing a demon with a blade to the right spot, but he also remembered her saying a blade made for the purpose of killing demons worked better. He had no way of knowing for sure, but he thought it made some sense that a warlock might keep blades meant for killing demons around, just in case.

			Demon killing blades or not, they were all he had at hand, and the best he was likely to get. He pulled them from their holders. Their leather grips were as dark and hard as the metal they surrounded, and he didn’t like the way they felt in his hands at all. It was almost as if there was a vile taint seeping into his skin just from touching them.

			Pushing his discomfort and unease aside, Dane gripped one in each hand and raced back out into the hallway where he found the Harold-demon standing over a badly mauled Maeve.

			The gloating toad-demon didn’t see or hear Dane coming until it was too late. He rammed both daggers into the plump demon with all his force. They sank in all the way to their hilts and the flesh around the daggers began to fester and bleed immediately. The demon let out a pained roar and spun. As it did, Dane lost his grip on one dagger, but managed to pull the other free.

			“Impudent little shit!” the demon screamed as it clawed at its back, trying to dislodge the dagger that was still embedded there, but its stubby toad arms just weren’t long enough.

			Dane didn’t know if demons had internal organs and if they did, he didn’t know if they were in the same positions as human organs. The center of the demon’s bloated chest seemed as good a place as any to strike, regardless.

			With his own scream of both fear and fury, Dane lunged forward again and drove his remaining dagger into the demon’s chest as deep as it would go. The demon bellowed again, this time with a little more gurgle in its roar. It brought its two squat arms back around and slapped Dane away, then it wrenched the dagger in its chest free, and hurled it away as if the dark metal were red-hot.

			Dane’s neck and shoulder burned and when his head cleared again, he realized the demon’s swipe had opened three parallel lacerations where its claws had raked across him. They hurt like they were filled with acid, but they weren’t bleeding much.

			The wound on the demon’s chest where the dagger had gone in looked horrible as well and seemed to get worse by the second. The toad-demon clutched at the puncture site with one hand, trying to stem the flow of dark green, almost black blood flowing out. Its next gurgling scream was pained, almost pitiful, as it used its free hand to resume trying to pull out the dagger still lodged in its back.

			Just as Dane was picking himself up from the floor again, Maeve reappeared from behind the screaming toad-demon. She leapt onto its back, and her weight was enough to take the larger demon down to the floor beneath her.

			Still in obvious pain from the numerous wounds Dane could see across her body, Maeve gasped and wrenched out the dagger in the toad-demon’s back, then drove it into the thing’s neck. Dane could see where her hand held the dagger it scorched her skin. She seemed undeterred, though, as she pulled it back out and jabbed it in again and again.

			With a ghastly shriek and burbling gasp, the toad-demon that had once been Harold the janitor, expired. Dane would have thought that a demon’s death would be more dramatic, but the grotesque mound of stinking flesh just went limp, then slowly morphed back to the shape and size of the lifeless human man he’d once been created from.

			Dane ran to Maeve and slid to his knees in front of where she had slumped. Her normally flawless cream-colored skin was covered in jagged gashes, spattered with a thick blood more vibrant red than any human’s. The top third of her left horn was missing and one of her bat-like wings looked to be hanging useless to her side. Her tail darted from wound to wound, like an anxious tongue, unable to keep itself from touching each spot where her pain was, but also unable to do anything to help.

			“How do I help you?” Dane wheezed, his chest tight with panic that he was determined not to let overwhelm him. “A hospital—we’ve got to get you to a hospital.”

			Maeve shook her head slightly, and when she tried to speak, a trickle of blood escaped from the corner of her mouth. “I’m fine,” she managed weakly. “Are you hurt?”

			Dane didn’t care what she said, she was clearly not fine. She bled from countless lacerations, some of which looked deep. He again wasn’t sure how closely demon physiology paralleled humans, but she was exhibiting all the signs of blood loss and shock that he remembered from the health and first-aid class he’d been forced to take his freshman year.

			He helped Maeve lay down on her back, then he stripped off his shirt and tried to staunch the blood from a couple of the worst cuts. His mind whirled, jumping uselessly from one idea or thought to another, like an indecisive mouse in a maze. He didn’t know what to do to help his love, but he could see that she was fading.

			If he called 9-1-1 what would he say and how would he explain all of this. The consequences of that were preferable to watching Maeve die though, so he dug out his phone and began to dial. Maeve’s hand reached out and gripped his before he’d pressed the final number.

			“Cassie.” she said, in a barely audible voice. “Call Cassie.”
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			A Call for Help

			Cassie didn’t pick up the first time Dane called her cell phone, but she picked up on the third ring when he dialed back a second time.

			“Hey Dane, I’m at work. Can I call you back in a couple hours?” she said, sounding slightly annoyed and like she was trying to keep her voice down.

			“No! Wait, don’t hang up!” Dane said breathlessly into the phone.

			“What’s wrong? Are you okay?”

			Dane tried to stay calm as he gave Cassie a brief overview of where he was, what had happened, and why he was calling.

			“I’ll be there as soon as I can, ten minutes tops,” she said, her voice as serious and full of concern as he’d ever heard it. “Keep her talking and don’t let her pass out if you can help it.”

			Dane did his best to find more cloth to use as bandages on Maeve’s many bleeding wounds. Even going so far as stripping the robes off one of the skeletons in the circular room and cutting it into strips with one of the bloody daggers.

			The ten or fifteen minutes it took Cassie to make it to the library from the student center and find her way down to them in the hidden hallway felt like an eternity, but relief flooded him when he heard her coming down the stone stairs. Then Dane realized Cassie wasn’t alone. Behind her a wide-eyed Justin carried the coffee bars small, woefully inadequate first-aid kit, and two large boxes of paper napkins.

			“Oh, man,” Justin kept saying over and over as they approached.

			Cassie slid in next to Dane at Maeve’s side and took one of the boxes of napkins from Justin.

			“She’s a demon,” Justin added to his repertoire of repeated phrases when he saw Maeve in her full, otherworldly form. “Oh, man, she’s a demon. A real demon. With wings and hooves and a freaking tail.”

			“What is he doing here?” Dane asked Cassie in a whisper.

			“He heard you and her were in trouble and he wouldn’t let me leave the coffee bar without coming. I tried to prepare him on the way over, but it’s a lot for an unacclimated human to take in,” Cassie replied as she pulled out a handful of her special gummies from her bag. “These will help her with the pain, but they don’t have what she really needs in them to help with healing like this,” Cassie hesitated. “for that, I need to get some of my other fluids into her.”

			“Do whatever you need to do.” Maeve said weakly from beneath them.

			“Oh, man. Is that the janitor?” Justin asked, his voice on the verge of hyperventilation as he wandered over to the body of the fallen toad-demon, in human form.

			“Will you go deal with him?” Cassie asked. “I’ll do what I can for her. Demons are tough, and you did a lot to stop the bleeding already. She’s going to be in a bad way for a while, but she’ll live.”

			Elation and hope flooded Dane as he stood on shaky legs and walked the few steps over to where Justin was kneeling and taking something out of the dead Harold’s shredded shirt pocket. It was the medallion, Dane realized, that the demon had taken off the armored skeleton.

			“Hey, buddy, are you okay?” Dane asked as he clasped his friend on the shoulder.

			“Oh, man. She’s a demon, and you guys killed the janitor.” Justin said, his eyes still wide and his voice still halting.

			“Yeah man, I know,” Dane said in as calming a voice as he could manage in his still over-amped state. “Come over here with me and I’ll try to explain everything.”

			When Dane looked back over to Maeve and Cassie, it shocked him to see the two women locked mouth to mouth. Even though he knew they were doing it to pass the chemical concoctions Maeve needed from Cassie, it was still surprising to see. From the way their mouths were moving, it was clear the kiss was deep and involved a lot of tongue dancing between them.

			He reluctantly turned back to Justin and led his friend into the reading room and over to the soft chair. Justin’s eyes took in the room, even though it was clear the cornucopia of books did not hold the same allure for him as they did for Dane. That might have been for the best though, because the reduction of new, fascinating, and frightening things to look at allowed Justin to calm down some and for his breathing and speech to come back closer to normal.

			“Dude, what’s going on here?” He asked.

			Dane tried his best to lay out some, but not all, of the details of the past couple weeks for his friend, hoping upon hope that he would not have to make another trip to Gretta Green’s with Justin. Seeing Luke end up as her apron wearing boy-toy didn’t bother him much, but he didn’t want to see Justin end up that way too.

			As he talked, Dane used the meager supplies in the coffee bar’s small first aid kit that Justin still carried to tend the deep scratches on his upper chest. The cuts stung like hell, but they had bled little, and on closer inspection, looked like they’d been chemically cauterized. Dabbing antiseptic ointment from the little tare-open pouches in the kit made the pain flare to the point he just gave up and taped some clean gauze strips over them.

			By the time he finished telling Justin, as much as he thought his friend needed to know, he could see Justin struggling to mentally process what he’d heard.

			“So, you’re a warlock?” Justin asked skeptically.

			“That’s what they tell me.”

			“Can you do something, warlocky?” he asked hopefully. “Something I can see? Like right now?”

			Dane chuckled and figured physical proof was probably the first thing he would ask for in Justin’s position as well, and actually seeing Maeve change right before him had been what tipped the scales for him.

			“I don’t really do anything like that,” he replied, “I can’t really do anything cool. Well, except…”

			He held out his hands and concentrated. He’d only been able to ignite his flame-hands ability twice before and on both occasions he had been under duress or angry. He gave it a try, though. At first nothing happened, but then he felt the tickle he recognized building in his fingertips and spreading outward. At some point, one he wasn’t aware of before crossing it, his efforts reached a critical mass and his hands ignited into swirling orange and yellow flames.

			Justin’s eyes widened again, and his mouth fell open, but this time out of awe and not fear. “Oh, man, that’s awesome. You’re so freaking lucky. A succubus girlfriend and you’re a real-life warlock. I’m super jealous.”

			Dane laughed, but the reminder of Maeve had him desperate to see how she was doing. He let his flames die, then asked, “Hey, man, can you hangout in here while I go check on them?”

			Justin nodded, and Dane got up and went back out into the hallway. Cassie was no longer kissing Maeve, who was sitting up with her back to the wall. Both women looked at him when he came through the door.

			“How are you?” he asked as he came over to squat next to Maeve, who was trying to chew up and swallow several of Cassie’s gummies.

			“She’s weak and in a lot of pain,” Cassie answered. “She isn’t susceptible to infection, so that’s one thing we don’t have to worry about, but she lost a lot of blood, and she has several broken bones, including a wing. We need to get her somewhere she can rest.”

			“A hospital?” Dane asked, even though he was certain he already knew the answer to that question.

			“It’s best that we don’t,” Cassie said. “Supernaturals are inherently obscured from normals who haven’t been awakened, but even so, most of us avoid having human doctors poking around on us.”

			“Are there supernatural doctors?” Dane asked.

			“Kind of. It’s much more informal and harkens back to a time when house-calls were the norm for everyone.”

			“To my place then,” Justin said from a few feet away.

			Dane hadn’t heard his friend follow him out of the reading room, but he nodded to him, then asked. “Are you sure you’re okay with that?”

			“Heck yeah. I mean a warlock and a succubus living with me. How badass is that?” he seemed to look more closely at Cassie then. “Wait, are you different too?”

			Cassie laughed at his straight forwardness. “I’m a dryad.”

			“What? That’s awesome. How did I not notice this before?” he said while making a head-exploding gesture with his hands above his head.

			Dane didn’t think that was the time or the place to give Justin the, you’ve just taken a bite of Eve’s apple, talk. Before he could address the question, Cassie did it, and added something new that he hadn’t even considered.

			“Before you knew of our existence,” She said, “you couldn’t see us, but now that you do know about us, you’re going to see us for what we are, or at least the parts of us we aren’t actively obscuring. I should also warn you. Lia is going to look a little different the next time you see her.”

			“Are you kidding me?” Justin beamed. “Is she a succubus too?”

			“No,” Cassie laughed. “Your girlfriend is not a succubus. She’s a water nymph.”

			“I mean, girlfriend is a strong word. Lia and I aren’t labeling things, we’re still just seeing where things lead, but…” Justin said, then he did the head-exploding thing over his head again. “This is so cool. I mean, I’m really sorry for what you guys just went through, and I’m sorry Maeve is hurt, but still, this is like the coolest thing ever. I am literally inside one of my games right now. And I’m dating a freaking water nymph. That totally explains why she loves taking baths so much and why she is pressuring me to get a hot tub for the backyard.”

			Maeve had started to nod off, and Dane hoped it was from Cassie’s gummies starting to work. Regardless of the reason, they needed to figure out how to get her out of there without drawing the attention of every normal in the building.

			“Justin, I’m going to need you to do me a huge favor,” Dane said.

			“Another one?” Justin smirked. “Absolutely buddy, name it.”

			After Dane explained the plan that was still coming together in his head, Justin took off towards the stairs and Dane ran back into the round-room. There, he unceremoniously stripped the robes from the other skeleton, hoping there wasn’t some ghostly punishment for disturbing or defiling the dead. It was something he hadn’t even considered when he’d stripped the other one, so he guessed if there was some consequence, he’d already accrued it.

			While pulling the robes off the second skeleton, he came across a silver ring with three large rubies set into it. Figuring he’d already totally disturbed the dead; he slipped the ring off the bonny finger that held it, then raced back up the steps to the hallway with the loose robes in hand.

			After wrapping Maeve in the robes, he picked her up and held her in his arms. Her head lulled over onto his shoulder. Her demon features had faded away, and she looked to his eye like a normal, although severely injured, human woman.

			“Normals won’t even notice what she is, but they will notice you shirtless, carrying a bloody woman if we don’t do this right. It might be better if you wear the robes.”

			“Once Justin does his thing, this will be fine.” Dane said. “Just throw what’s left of that other robe I cut up around my shoulders. There aren’t any cameras by the side employee entrance, so as long as we don’t see anyone inside the library, we should be good.”

			The three of them had just gotten to the top of the stone stairs and were making their way through the hidden bookcase door when they heard the library’s fire alarm starting squawking. They waited in the occult section for a full five minutes, letting everyone in the building make their way out the front doors before coming upstairs and hurrying to the side employee door.

			As Dane hoped, all the employees went out front with the public and they didn’t meet anyone inside the library. Justin waited in Dane’s borrowed pickup truck next to the curb. When he saw them come through the side door, he hopped out, ran around to the passenger door, and opened it for them. Getting all four of them into the single cab truck wasn’t easy, but Dane was sure it would be easier than getting a limp Maeve into the backseat of Justin’s sports car.

			With Justin driving, Cassie squished in the center, and Maeve curled up on Dane’s lap. They pulled away from the library’s side entrance just as the fire department and campus security were pulling up to start their building sweep.

		

	
		
			
Chapter 29
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			Healing Tongues

			The drive across town to Justin’s house was tense as they kept an eye out for any pursuit. Dane held Maeve tightly the entire way, in part because he was feeling protective, but also because by holding her close, he could feel the shallow rise and fall of her chest and be reassured she was still breathing. Her unresponsiveness was unsettling, but he hoped it was just Cassie’s gummies working their literal magic.

			Once at Justin’s, he took her inside and put her on their bed. Justin remained out in the living room, but Cassie came into the bedroom with him.

			“Is there anything else we can do for her?” he asked.

			“No, she just needs to rest now,” Cassie replied. “Let me look at your chest.”

			Dane’s modesty, which he’d completely forgotten about until that point, came flooding back in, and he realized he was standing there before her, shirtless. Cassie ignored his discomfort and, with soft nimble fingers, pulled away the makeshift bandages he’d applied.

			“These slashes are pretty nasty,” she said as she leaned in to sniff them. “Some type of poison or acid on his claws, probably. If you let me taste you, I can probably tell.”

			Dane moved his head back slightly. “I can’t,” he said, a little breathlessly.

			“Let her do what she needs to do, my love,” Maeve’s weak voice said from the bed next to them.

			“Maeve, you’re awake!” Dane moved over to the bedside to sit on the edge of it next to her. “How are you feeling?” He knew it was about the dumbest thing he could ask, but it was what came to mind.

			“Like I got my ass kicked by a big fucking demon,” she replied, managing a weak smile. “And like those gummies Cassie gave me are already wearing off.” She tried to shift her position, but Dane could see the effort hurt. Still, she reached for him and took his hand in hers. “Let her see if that asshole got any of his toxins into you.”

			“Maeve, I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

			“I’m not giving you permission to fuck her. Just kiss her so she can figure out if there’s anything inside you. If there is, we need to deal with it. So let her do what she can to help you heal faster.” Maeve’s eyes tracked over to Cassie. “And you, you tree-hugging temptress, no taking advantage of the situation to move in on my man, or I might never let you have a taste of him again.”

			“I don’t believe I could move in on your man even if I wanted to,” Cassie replied with a smirk. “But I’m happy to follow your orders.”

			Cassie bent over and positioned herself to kiss Dane, and he let her. When their mouths met, his lips parted, and his tongue brushed hers. The mint and whiskey taste of her was as sweet and heady as he remembered. As she pushed the kiss deeper, his hand, that wasn’t intertwined with Maeve’s, came up to cup the back of Cassie’s head and twist in her hair.

			When they parted, he and Cassie were both breathless. Maeve watched them hungrily, and she tugged Dane down to kiss her. Her movements were weak and strained, but urgent. The familiar red-hot cinnamon taste of her was intoxicating, and even sweeter to his tongue than Cassie’s flavor.

			She pushed him away after a few moments. “Go get a shower. You stink like dead demon, and you taste like a woodland tart,” she looked at Cassie again. “And you. Come here.”

			Dane eased himself off the edge of the bed and back to a standing position as Cassie obediently moved in to take his place on the bed next to Maeve.

			“Did that asshole get anything into him?” Maeve asked.

			“Not much. Nothing my healing can’t handle,” Cassie replied.

			Dane watched as Maeve narrowed her eyes, then pulled Cassie in for a kiss. Through an act of sheer will, he turned his back on the two gorgeous women and went into the bathroom. He knew if he’d stood there and watched any more of what they were doing, his growing hard-on would have become obvious and that wasn’t the time for Maeve to be engaging in anything more strenuous than kissing.

			The hot water from the shower did not feel great on the three deep scratches across his chest, but it did everywhere else. When he got out, he cringed at how the raw wounds looked.

			Jagged crimson lines each about a quarter inch wide at their thickest points. The surrounding flesh was raised and inflamed, which he thought was a sign of infection. God, I hope not. Cassie said she detected a little something in them, but she also said she transferred a little something to me that would take care of it. I guess I have to trust that she’s right.

			He was certain something she had given him was making him sleepy, because ever since stepping out of the steaming water, all he wanted to do was go to sleep, even though it was barely afternoon.

			Dane looked down at the pile of his blood-spattered clothes on the floor and sighed. He hadn’t had the foresight to bring a change of clothes into the bathroom with him, so he had little choice except to go back out into the bedroom with only his towel.

			Cassie was no longer there though, and Maeve was asleep beneath the comforter. One of them, probably Cassie, had closed the curtains shrouding the room in near darkness that only made his growing fatigue worse.

			The urge to crawl into the bed with Maeve proved too overwhelming and he let his towel drop to the floor, then climbed into the bed next to her as carefully as he could. He hadn’t had adequate time to process his feelings before, but the relief he felt that Maeve was recovering and the gratitude he felt for what Cassie had done to facilitate that, mounted in him, and threatened to spill their way out.

			He fell asleep there breathing in her scent and listening to her rhythmic peaceful breathing.

			###

			When Dane woke again, the bedroom was dark, and the light that had been coming in around the curtains earlier wasn’t any longer. Glancing at the clock, he saw it was eleven-thirty-seven, which meant he’d already slept for several hours, and it was almost the middle of the night.

			He could feel Maeve next to him and hear her soft, rhythmic breathing as she slept. There was another person breathing in the room, though, too. He could hear the second pattern of breaths, low and even, but distinctly out of sync with Maeve’s.

			Easing himself up onto one elbow, he looked overtop of the lump beneath the blankets that was Maeve and, through the partial darkness, saw Cassie’s distinct dark-brown hair on the pillow next to Maeve’s.

			Dane grinned and shook his head, then laid back down. His chest still burned, and he still felt a deep bone weariness, but he also felt happy and hopeful. With all the shit that’s happened in the last week, and with all the fallout that’s sure to come from what happened at the library. I’m not sure if I should be as happy as I am right now. Despite everything, the way he felt was undeniable though.

			He was in love, and what was even better was that he truly believed he was loved back. His and Maeve’s love was—and would always be—a strange, unconventional, improbable, and to some an impossible anomaly, but it was real, and it was theirs.

			He didn’t know how Cassie might eventually fit in with them, or what effect all the day’s revelations would have on his best friend, Justin. But Dane felt confident that all their wounds would eventually heal, the mess at the library could be quietly cleaned up, their jobs and schoolwork could be salvaged, and that they could move forward with a relatively abnormal, supernatural life.

		

	
		
			
Epilogue
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			Victoria Stevens followed the pale, slender woman down the narrow stone hallway, the echo of her shoes the only sound in the claustrophobic space. They had left electric lighting behind several levels above and their way was lit by periodic metal fixtures with unnaturally still flames within. At a junction, the woman leading the way turned left without slowing. Then they were at another stairway, the fourth they’d come to since they’d entered the catacombs in the winery’s basement. The quivering of Victoria’s hands grew worse the deeper they went, but not because of the increasing chill.

			“How much further?” she asked with as much forced confidence as she could muster.

			The infuriating woman said nothing in response to Victoria’s question. I shouldn’t have come here. But what else could I do? Doing nothing would have been an unforgivable betrayal of her master and besides that, she felt an undeniable need to do this.

			At the next landing they made a right, then after another few hundred feet, the hallway opened up into a rectangular chamber with a marble floor, high vaulted ceiling, and Romanesque columns around the perimeter. The doorway they had come through was one of several identical openings lining the walls behind the columns, and Victoria made a mental note to keep track of which one would lead her back to the surface. But even if I know which doorway, I’ll never remember which turns to make in those damned corridors.

			Five pale people sat around a massive antique table at the center of the room. They had been chatting amicably when Victoria and her guide entered, but all conversation ceased abruptly and all five turned to look at the two newcomers.

			“Finally, lunch is served.” A slim man in a flowing white shirt with his leg draped casually up over the arm of his chair said.

			Victoria abruptly stopped walking.

			“Not lunch.” her guide said as she continued walking over to the table. “The demon’s human tart.”

			“I do like tarts. Maybe he sent her to us as a snack.” the slim man said with a lazy flick of his head to remove the dark shoulder length hair from his face.

			Victoria swallowed and backpedaled. The group may be trying hard to look like the cast from a trendy young adult horror romance movie, but she had no doubt they were every bit as dangerous as their fictitious counterparts. Far more dangerous, I’m sure.

			“Steven. There is no need for that.” A deep baritone voice said in a warning tone from directly behind her.

			Victoria squealed and spun, finding the dark-skinned man who ruled the coven standing behind her. He was taller than she remembered from their one introduction, but his smooth, bald head and angular features were every bit as captivating. He wore a sharp, impeccably tailored suit, that befit the successful businessman she knew him to be. His soulless coal-black eyes, devoid of sclera, gazed into her and she sank to her knees.

			“Please,” she said, hating how her voice quavered. “I need to find Lorenzo, and I didn’t know where else to go.” Her master had called the dark vampire Vance when she’d met him before, but she didn’t dare address him by name without permission.

			“You seek the incubus?” The tall, black undead man looked quizzical and amused. “Why do you seek him, and why here?”

			Victoria hesitated, and the tremble in her hands spread to her lower lip. “This is the only place I’ve ever known Lorenzo to be. The place I know my master has met with him. And…” her voice trailed off, not wanting to tell him the rest.

			“And you felt compelled to.” Vance finished for her.

			Victoria nodded.

			“Which means your master is dead.” His expression had turned from mild amusement to concern.

			Victoria nodded again as tears streamed down her cheeks.

			“Come. Tell me how,” Vance said as he helped her back to her feet with surprisingly gentle ice-cold hands. As soon as he had her moving toward the table, he looked over to the five people still seated there. “Steven, be a dear and find Lorenzo.”

			“Where am I supposed to find the damned incubus?” the slim man at the table with the billowy shirt asked in a voice full of disdain.

			“I believe he is still in the city,” Vance replied with a hint of irritation. “You’re resourceful. Find him.”

			“My liege,” Steven implored as he swept his leg off the arm of his chair and sat up straight.

			“Now!” Vance exploded in a voice more like the roar of an alpha lion than the yell of a man.

			The five inhabitants of the table all leapt from their seats and vanished with inhuman speed that left several of their antique chairs wabbling.

			“I apologize for the outburst,” Vance said, his voice back to its normal deep honey sweet rumble. “Children will test boundaries. Please have a seat and tell me what has happened. It may take some time for them to find Lorenzo. He is a bit of a wanderer, but they will, and until they do, consider yourself my guest.”

			###

			Thank you so much for reading Accidentally Summoned Succubus. If you enjoyed this first book in the series, please consider leaving it a review. Reviews are appreciated and they help other readers find reads they may like.

			And before you go, if you read a little further, I’d love to share the opening chapter of book two with you. Enjoy!
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			Finding a New Normal

			To Dane’s great relief, Maeve was recovering well from the wounds she’d suffered at the hands of the toad-demon-janitor-Harold during their struggle in the warlock’s lair beneath the library. Her own natural demon resilience was aided by daily treatments from Cassie’s healing essence, and her progress was remarkable.

			The two women seemed to have buried any issues that had previously existed between them and settled into an odd friendship. The dynamics between them confused Dane, however. Although Maeve was essentially Cassie’s patient, she had assumed a dominant role, treating Cassie like a younger sister and sometimes even more like a true subordinate. Dane had mentioned his concerns about it to each of them separately, but both assured him everything was fine between them.

			Maeve had smiled at him indulgently and confided that she was growing quite fond of the young dryad. She had also added that there was a natural pecking order to all things and that she and Cassie were finding theirs. Cassie had seemed outright oblivious to there being anything strange about their relationship at all, and in her normal calm, slow, singsong way, had promised Dane she didn’t find Maeve too overbearing or domineering.

			After that, Dane decided to get out of the way and let things between the women develop as they would. His love for Maeve had only grown more intense after the incident, when he’d truly feared he might lose her. His feelings for Cassie had grown as well, and not just because he was certain that without her help, Maeve could have succumbed to her wounds. He found Cassie’s quiet calm to be a grounding presence that he missed when she wasn’t around.

			Justin also seemed to be adjusting quite well to his new reality. His perpetual carefree optimism, although annoying sometimes, seemed to help him cope with, and even embrace, the idea that supernatural beings of myth and legend walked among humans. He did seem bummed his new understanding didn’t come with any special powers like Dane’s flame hands. As consolation, though, his relationship with Lia, the water nymph, had become more serious now that he could see her for who she really was. Dane was glad his best friend had finally found a girlfriend and was even more overjoyed that he hadn’t had to take Justin to Gretta Green to receive her unique brand of therapy.

			Where Maeve and Cassie had come to an understanding and formed an unlikely friendship, Lia was still distrustful and wary of Maeve. The dark, blue-skinned girl wasn’t openly hostile, but she was usually quiet and aloof when Maeve was around. Justin didn’t seem to even notice, and Maeve had said it was just the girl’s natural distrust of demons and that she would eventually get over it. Despite that, Lia and Cassie’s friendship seemed as strong as ever, and both girls spent far more time at Justin’s house than they did at the apartment they shared near campus.

			The first few days following the incident with the toad-demon at the library were tense. They had all monitored the local news stations for any reports of what happened, but the only thing they had seen was a brief mention of a false alarm at the library, which the authorities seemed to be chalking up to a prank.

			Two days after the incident, Dane had hesitantly gone back to the library for his normal shift. He’d been worried at first, but no one there seemed to connect him with anything that had happened with the false fire alarm. The staff all seemed preoccupied by the disappearance of head librarian Victoria Stevens and Harold. The prevailing rumor was that they had skipped town together to some Caribbean Island after she had come under scrutiny for inappropriate interactions with her staff. Dane thought it took some real imagination to come up with or believe a scenario where those two would have run off together, but he was glad that was what all the chatter seemed to focus on.

			After going back to work at the library, Dane had undertaken the daunting chore of cleaning up the hallway down in the summoner’s lair. That was an experience I won’t soon forget and could have done without.

			All in all, it seemed that except for his and Maeve’s injuries, they were clear of the incident with the toad-demon, and they had all begun to settle into a very strange new normal.

			###

			On Monday evening, when Dane returned home after his classes and after an hour of grappling at the mixed martial arts gym, he found Maeve playing video games in the living room with Justin and Lia.

			As soon as Dane came in Maeve smiled, put down her controller, and began to slowly get up off the couch. Her wounds were healing remarkably quickly, and all but the deepest slashes were nothing more than light scars. She still had a few mending bones, including a wing, and she still moved deliberately, as if her entire body was sore, but her energy had returned and if anything she seemed frustrated by not being able to do more.

			“Hey buddy,” Justin said, “Cassie’s on her way over with burgers.”

			“Awesome I’m starving,” Dane replied as he wrapped Maeve in a gentle hug.

			Justin gave a loud groan at losing his playing partner, but Lia looked relieved when Maeve and Dane left the living room and headed down the hall.

			“How are you feeling?” Dane asked Maeve once they were in their bedroom.

			“Bored,” she replied. “I love Justin, but I do not understand how he is content to sit and play those games all day.”

			“Yeah, it’s kind of his superpower,” Dane chuckled. “Other than bored, how do you feel?”

			“Like I want to devour you,” she replied as she began pulling his shirt over his head.

			With Maeve as injured as she was, Dane had tried to curtail their lovemaking. It certainly wasn’t that he desired her any less, it was just that he worried he might hurt her further or somehow impede her recovery. After her third day of recuperation, however, Maeve had gotten surly and insisted they have sex. Together, they’d found a way to still enjoy one another without causing her any further discomfort, and she insisted the intimacy aided in her healing.

			“I’m all sweaty,” he said with a laugh. “Let me go clean up first.”

			“No. I love your scent and your taste just the way you are.” She spun him around and pushed him back onto the bed, then grasped his gym shorts by the hem and yanked them down.

			In the distance Dane heard the front door open, but he paid it no mind as Maeve knelt and wrapped her talented tongue around his cock.

			“Oh, fuck,” He gasped, “that feels amazing, but I want you in your true form.”

			Maeve looked up, but she didn’t take her mouth off his rapidly inflating member. Her eyes met his, dancing with delight as she removed her sundress and shifted into her demon form. Her scrapes and scars were more visible in her demon form, although they looked better than they had that morning. Her left wing also looked better with slightly less swelling, even though it was difficult to tell for sure with the way she kept it tucked up tight against her back. God, I’m so glad she’s getting better.

			Her right horn, however, was still missing its tip, and that wasn’t something even Cassie’s amazing healing abilities could do anything about. He knew it was an emotional sore spot for Maeve. Horns being something of a status symbol and a source of pride for demons. So, he took care not to touch the jagged broken end when he reached up and stroked them. She shuddered at the attention to her sensitive horns and her tail came flying around to stroke his hand with its crimson spade tip, before swooping down to lovingly cup his balls.

			Their bedroom door opened, and Cassie came in, a huge smile spreading across her face when she saw what he and Maeve were engaged in. Out of reflex, he moved to cover himself, but stopped when he saw who it was. I’m not sure I’m ever going to get used to this.

			Ever since the night after the incident, Cassie had slept with them in their bed whenever she stayed over at Justin’s. The arrangement had become so common and comfortable that she seemed to consider the room hers as well.

			Simply sleeping in their room with them had quickly turned into her watching and self-pleasuring when he and Maeve had sex. The first time she had watched, Dane had been embarrassed almost to the point of not being able to perform. Maeve’s coaxing had quickly taken care of that issue, though. He still felt self-conscious having an audience, although that too had become less of a problem with each successive occurrence. So far, Maeve had been fine with Cassie watching and self-pleasuring but hadn’t ever allowed the dryad to take part further than kissing.

			As soon as the door closed behind her, Cassie dropped her fringed purse and began pulling off her flowy nineteen-seventies style crop-top. “Ah, you guys started without me,” she whined with a mock-pout.

			 Like Maeve, Cassie rarely wore a bra and her small breasts with delicate pink-green nipples came into view as soon as her top was out of the way. The younger woman was far more slender and less athletically curvy than Maeve, but her toned midriff and perky breasts were no less enticing. This has to be either a dream, or I have truly died and gone to heaven.

			Maeve let Dane’s cock fall from her mouth, but her tail took over stroking it, as she gingerly climbed up onto him. She straddled his hips in a reverse cowgirl position, facing Cassie at the foot of the bed. From around Maeve’s body he continued to watch Cassie push her corduroy pants to the floor, followed closely by her bright yellow boy-short panties.

			It wasn’t the first time Dane had seen the thick bush of forest-green hair nestled between Cassie’s thighs, but still he grinned at the sight of it and the moisture already evident on the puffy lips that peaked from just beneath the thatch.

			As Maeve slowly ground herself into him, Cassie let a hand trail down her belly to her wet pussy and began rubbing in small circles. Her other hand found one of her nipples and pinched until she made herself gasp.

			Dane had to look away. Fuck, this is so hot. Between Maeve grinding on me and watching Cassie rub herself, I’m not going to be able to last very long if I don’t control myself.

			“If you want me to let you do more than watch,” Maeve said to Cassie in a husky voice. “you need to be in your true form.”

			Maeve’s words surprised Dane, but Cassie beamed with a smile that said she’d finally gotten what she wanted. The light green of her skin deepened several shades and took on a slight shimmer like she’d just coated herself in a glitter laced body lotion. Each individual strand of hair on her head seemed to thicken and take on the appearance of thin vines, complete with a smattering of tiny leaves. Her pupils and sclera vanished, leaving her eyes just two orbs of iridescent emerald green. Above her now pointier ears, small three-pronged antlers sprouted.

			Dane watched the slight transformation with excitement. He wasn’t sure why he liked the sight of the girls in their natural form so much, but he did.

			“No,” Maeve said, “not halfway. Your entire true form this time.”

			Cassie bit her lower lip and looked stricken. “It’s forbidden outside of the grove. You know that,” she said in a soft, furtive voice. “If I did…”

			“If you’re not going to obey,” Maeve continued in an authoritative voice, “you may leave.”

			Cassie’s emerald eyes lowered dejectedly.

			“No,” Dane interjected quickly. “Stop being mean, Maeve. She can stay. She doesn’t have to do anything she doesn’t want to do.”

			Maeve turned her head to look over her shoulder and scowl down at him although her grinding didn’t stop, if anything, she put more force into it. “You’re ruining my fun,” she hissed.

			“Thank you,” Cassie said.

			Maeve turned her head back toward Cassie. “In here you will address him as master and me as mistress. Do you understand?”

			“No,” Dane said again. “She doesn’t have to do that either.” He wasn’t sure where this was coming from. Maeve had treated Cassie like a subordinate at times over the past few weeks, but this was another level.

			Maeve turned to scowl at him again, but her lips curled into an evil smile when Cassie answered, “Yes, mistress.”

			It was weird to hear Cassie being demure and submissive. She’d never been loud or boisterous, but she’d always been self-assured and confident. Dane wasn’t sure he liked it, even though there was something slightly arousing about it.

			“Come here, you little minx,” Maeve said. “I’m in need of more healing.”

			Cassie obeyed instantly, bounding the few steps to the bed. Then she climbed up on until she knelt between Dane’s legs so that she and Maeve were chest to chest. The two women kissed, and Maeve’s tail wrapped around them for an instant before darting down between them. Dane was shielded by Maeve’s body so he couldn’t see exactly what her mischievous appendage was doing, but from the noises Cassie began to make, he had an excellent idea what it was up to.

			One of the interesting things he’d noticed about Cassie over the past week was that she produced copious frothy wetness when masturbating. When Maeve orgasmed, she gushed with a rush of fluid that Dane equated to his own cum, but Cassie seemed to generate her thicker, creamier fluid spontaneously in response to her level of arousal. Whatever it is, it’s hot and makes me want to taste her.

			The two women were both breathing heavily when they broke their kiss. Maeve’s tail emerged from between them, its tip covered in Cassie’s creamy lubricant. It went straight to Maeve’s mouth, where the succubus sucked it clean with a contented moan.

			“I want a taste,” Dane said, and Maeve looked back at him with a wide grin.

			Her tail slipped back between her and Cassie, then reemerged, glazed with a thick coating of fresh wetness. When the tale got to Dane’s lips, the taste and texture were hard to describe. Its slippery thickness reminded him of sex lubes he’d used in past relationships, and he couldn’t help imagining how smooth and frictionless stroking into her would be if her inner channel was covered in that. The sweet, tart flavor of it carried notes of mint which reminded him of kissing her, only stronger and with a more pungent muskiness mixed in.

			Immediately after sucking Maeve’s tail-tip clean, Dane felt a warm tingling spread throughout his mouth. It was similar to, but not as strong as, the numbing affect he’d felt her saliva exert. Then a few seconds later he felt a delicious euphoria wash over him like what he’d experienced an hour after eating one of her gummies, only magnified several times over. As it settled into him, he realized his building orgasm had reached a point of no return. His hands went to Maeve’s hips, and he felt her respond by increasing the pace of her grinding.

			A groan of pleasure erupted from between his lips at the same time as he gripped her tight and unloaded deep inside her. She continued to grind and a few seconds later, he felt her insides convulse, then she came as well.

			His softening cock was a mess of their combined fluids when she pulled herself off him with a whimper and laid down beside him. Cassie still knelt between his legs, her eyes tightly closed and her fingers working furiously over her dripping sex.

			“Would you like help, my sweet little slut?” Maeve asked as she and Dane watched Cassie desperately trying to reach her own climax.

			“Yes,” the beautiful dryad panted.

			“Yes, what?” Maeve asked. 

			“Yes, mistress,” Cassie moaned.

			The words had no sooner left the dryad’s mouth than Maeve’s tail came around and pushed its way into the girl’s sodden pussy. Cassie writhed and bucked for several moments as the tip stroked in and out of her, then all her muscles seemed to clinch at once and she cried out.

			When her initial wave of orgasm passed, she slumped forward over Dane’s chest and groin. It was the first time they’d had such extensive flesh to flesh contact, and he felt his manhood stiffening again.

			Maeve turned her head and gazed up at him. Her tail came up as well, offering him another taste of Cassie’s creamy nectar. He accepted and noted that her actual cum tasted slightly sweeter and saltier than her normal juice. Its narcotic effect was even stronger, though. The lightheaded, euphoric feeling that he’d gotten from the first taste had receded, but with the second, it swept back over him with a vengeance.

			As Cassie regained her composure, she seemed to realize where she had collapsed. “Thank you, mistress. Thank you, sir,” she said as she pushed herself back up to a kneeling position between Dane’s legs.

			“I really don’t want you to call me that,” Dane said.

			“You are welcome,” Maeve replied with a sharp look to him before she looked down at his stiffening cock, which was covered in a mixture of his and her cum. “We’re in need of cleaning,” she said to Cassie in her authoritative voice. “Him first, then me.”

			“Yes, mistress,” Cassie said with a huge smile, and without hesitation began lapping at him with her soft pink tongue.

			Dane laid his head back on the pillow and closed his eyes, enjoying the high from Cassie’s sweet syrup seemed to enhance the incredible feeling of her tongue on his cock and balls. Yep, this has to be a dream. A bizarre, fantastic dream I hope never ends.

			###

			Thank you again for reading Accidentally Summoned Succubus and this preview of book 2 in the Spicy Adventures of the Suddenly Supernatural series. Again, if you enjoyed these stories, please consider leaving a review using one of the links below. Also, if you want to read more of my work or learn more about me, you can find me at my website or on my Patreon page.

			As an additional thank you, below you will also find a link to a few lost scenes that show how Gretta was able to coax Luke back from the brink of mental disaster. Enjoy!

			Gretta and Luke Lost Scenes – Free Download

			Accidentally Summoned Succubus – Amazon Review page

			Accidentally Summoned Succubus – Goodreads Review page

			J. Scott Miles Patreon page

			J. Scott Miles author website – jscottmiles.com
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