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Introduction

The day I died was not a particularly memorable one. It was the middle of summer, and the heat was immense. I was not a hot weather kind of guy. I much preferred the cooler climes of my air conditioned home. But alas, there I was, sweating my ass off at a corner cafe, unaware of the fate about to befall me. It was a proper cafe, not a mass produced Starbucks. It served food along with coffee, and the staff were all really friendly.



I would have waited inside, but their AC wasn't working and the place felt like a giant sauna. I should have waited inside anyway, but I chose the lesser of two evils, and found a table outside. The frigid iced coffee I got was mediocre, but helped to beat the heat. If I'd known that would be the last thing I drank, I'd have chosen something better. Maybe fresh lemonade, or an ice cold Sprite. Or about a gallon of bourbon.



The only reason I was out here melting like an ice cube in lava was a good one, at least. I was waiting for my girlfriend. Well, "girlfriend" might have been a little generous. This was only our third date, but we had really hit it off. We were going to have coffee, then see where the day took us. Likely somewhere a little less like the surface of the sun.



Unfortunately, I never saw her that day. As I was waiting for my date, one of the baristas came out to check up on me. I suspect she really just wanted to escape from the sauna for a minute or so, and I was just a nice excuse. Regardless, we got to chatting while she leaned on one of the empty tables. That's when I heard the roar of an engine, and the screeching of brakes.



I never saw what made it swerve, but I saw the car itself. The damned machine burned itself into my memory. It was a baby blue Ford Mustang. New and shiny with dealer's plates. Behind the wheel was a panicked looking man. Bald and in his 40's or 50's. Probably undergoing a midlife crisis. Beside him was a sleazy looking guy, who was likely trying his best to sell the poor older gentleman on the car, up until five seconds ago. I remember it all in perfect clarity. It was, quite literally, the last thing I saw.



I didn't have time to run, let alone get up. But I had a split second to act. I launched myself to the side… not in an attempt to save my own life, that wouldn't be possible with the table in front of me. I could, however, save another life. Chairs and tables scattered, my legs getting caught in my own chair as I roughly shoved the barista, sending her backwards and through one of the floor to ceiling windows of the cafe. I hoped it would be enough as I fell to the concrete amidst falling furniture.



Turning my eyes back on the car, I saw it in slow motion. Getting larger and larger. Then there was a sudden pain, and then nothing.


Chapter 1

"Wakey wakey kiddo," a voice said softly, drawing me from oblivion.



I grumbled. It was too early to wake, and I was exhausted. "Let me sleep…"



"No can do, sport," the voice said. It was distinctly feminine, playful and cheery. I hate morning people.



"Fuck off," I grunted, and rolled over. Or at least I tried to. I slipped and felt a sudden rush. There was a sudden void in my stomach, and my heart skipped a beat. I thought I'd fell out of bed. It turns out that's very difficult when there is no bed. My eyes shot open and the memory of my death flooded back into me. The car, the brakes, the sudden scream cut short. The sounds of breaking glass… and breaking bone.



"What the fuck!" I belted, grasping at my head in sudden agony. Unfortunately, that was not the least of my worries. I stood in a featureless white void. Or perhaps floated would be the correct phrase. My feet didn't touch the floor. I didn't even see the floor. It was entirely possible that there wasn't a floor at all. My stomach did somersaults, and I felt like vomiting.



"There, there," the voice said calmly. "It's ok, kid. Just take deep breaths. Well, you don't really need to, but it helps."



I gasped for breath, suddenly realizing I hadn't been breathing, and pawed at my neck and chest to make sure everything was in working order. A quick scan of my body revealed nothing actually wrong. Clenching my eyes shut, I took several slow, deep breaths. Surprisingly, they did help. Only once I'd calmed down did I open my eyes again and search for the source of the voice.



She floated behind me, a beauty like none I'd ever seen before. She was, quite literally, unearthly. Her pale blue skin was the kind of flawless that women would murder for. Long white hair draped past her shoulders, framing her face perfectly. Her eyes were red, and burned with a fierce intensity. She was, in a word, divine. And I don't mean that figuratively. A pair of utterly massive white wings spread behind her, easily fifteen to twenty feet across.



This angel was drop dead gorgeous. And terrifying.



My heart leapt into my throat, and I struggled to swallow it back down. Her eyes were fixed on my own, and she wore a smile that bore more of a resemblance to a great white shark than it did a normal human.



"Wh-where am I?" I choked out finally, avoiding her gaze. 



The smile quirked and she turned in place, her arms spreading wide. Only then did I notice she was wearing a pale, translucent shift. They did very little to conceal the perky breasts hidden beneath. I gulped again.



"As you no doubt should have surmised by now, kiddo, you're dead, and this is what comes after," she said matter-of-factly.



I looked around, surrounded by blinding whiteness. This was it? The Afterlife, with a capital A? "This is heaven?" I asked, my voice shaking uncontrollably. Much like my body. I was shivering like a leaf in the middle of a tornado. Not because I was cold, but from sheer fear. I was dead. Everything I knew was over, everything that was comfortable and familiar gone. Only the unknown faced me now. And it terrified me more than the angelic being standing not five feet from me.



"Not really, kid," came the angel's voice.



My blood froze. If not heaven then… what? I choked, "H-Hell?"



"Now you're getting it."



I was utterly flabbergasted. What did I do that would put me in hell?! "Why? What did I do wrong?"



She waved a hand, as if the question was ridiculous, "Wrong? Well nothing of course. You mortals seem to have odd notions of what Hell truly is. It's not some eternal punishment for one little misdeed in life. Think of it as… a work release program. You haven't done enough good in your life, so here you are. You'll be given a department, and a job."



"Job? Department?" Oh God. This really was hell. 



"Oh yes, we have a number of departments that need staffing. The Sins, of course, are always open. Then there's the Guardian Angels. There's also temp work in the filing department, but trust me, you don't want that job. Boring, monotonous, and if you misfile someone's life, things get… complicated."



Temp work? In the afterlife? Just kill me now. Again.



"Uhh," I stammered, still overwhelmed by all of this. "Guardian Angel sounds good? Do I get to pick who I watch over?"



"Oh you naive, silly boy. You don't get to choose your job. Once we arrive at HQ, you'll be assigned your new job. All according to the 'Divine Plan' or whatever," she said, making finger quotes in the air, as though the concept were silly.



"You… don't believe in that? But you're an angel!" I said, more than a little flustered. I never really thought about God, myself. I didn't belong to any denomination, never went to church, but here I was in Hell for God's sake.



"Details. I consider myself agnostic. I've never met the big guy, never seen His miracles. What I have seen is performed by us, the angelic choir. Do you attribute science performed by your doctors and engineers as divine intervention? As far as I know, we angels evolved just as simply as you humans did, albeit in a completely different plane of existence." I thought about that. She had some points, but the idea of an agnostic angel still boggled my mind.



"Regardless," she continued, "we should be arriving soon."



"Arriving where, I don't see--" My mouth dropped. One moment we were in the white abyss of nothingness, and then, the very next millisecond, we were standing on a sidewalk next to a busy downtown street. My city's downtown. But something was off. The color seemed washed out of everything. Not completely black and white, but as if it had been run through the wash about a million too many times. Cars, and people, left behind little afterimages like a camera with a faulty shutter. Like echoes.



The angel, however, was as vibrant as ever. She was, in a way, too real. Her appearance jumped out at me, cutting into my eyes like a hot beam of light, and I had to squint to see her properly.



"Oh yes, don't mind the colors. From what I understand, that's how it is with all ghosts."



"Ghosts?" At this point, I wasn't even all that surprised, just confused.



"Well you are dead, and still walking the Earth. Until you get your new job, anyway. Then you're back in the prime of life. Sort of. Come along sport, our destination is not far."



We walked through the crowded sidewalk, and though I expected to be jostled about by people, or at least to walk through them, seeing as I was a ghost and all, I never came close to anyone. Even walking directly at someone, at the last second they simply veered to one side, as though it were completely natural.



When the angel finally stopped and said, "Here we are," my confusion redoubled. We came to a series of office buildings that seemed familiar. I worked not far away, and this particular block was on my morning commute. There was no way any of these buildings held some kind of secret Afterlife Temp Program.



Then it happened. There were two buildings in front of us, and all of a sudden there were three. The two familiar buildings flanking a third. One I'd never seen before. It was old, likely built in the early 1900's unlike the other two, more modern buildings.



I took a step back and looked around wildly. No one else seemed to react to the sudden appearance of a new building. The angel merely watched me, a smirk on her face.



"It's called negative space," she explained. "It doesn't actually take up room, but you can only see it or interact with it if you know what you're looking for."



I stared at her. And then at the building. Then I watched the people walking by. Whenever they walked past the new building, they blurred slightly, moving instantly to the other side. This space really didn't exist to the outside world…



"Don't think about it too much, kid. It'll destroy your brain. Now come on, we've got to get you settled." With that, we made our way inside. It was not at all what I expected from Hell. Or Heaven. It was simply an average office building. There were elevators, stairwells, a small plaque that showed a number of different names and what floors they were located on. Everything was completely normal. But one look outside reminded me otherwise, as people blurred through this "negative space".



We entered an elevator and the angel pressed the button for floor 6, and I expected us to go whooshing up. To my surprise however, we began going down. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised, apparently this was Hell. It was very underwhelming for Hell though.



After descending several floors, the elevator dinged, the doors opened, and we exited into what appeared to be a waiting room. A receptionist sat at the far end, casually talking on an old fashioned phone, and motioned for us to sit down. Besides the three of us, the place was empty. Creepy.



As I took a seat, the angel approached the receptionist and spoke a few words. The receptionist nodded, said a few more words into her phone, and the angel returned.



"They'll take care of you from here, sport. Buck up. Think of this as a second chance. Most people don't get that, you know? I think you'll enjoy yourself here." She gave me that predatory, shark-like grin again, and moved towards the elevators.



After the elevator doors closed, I let out a sigh of relief. God she creeped me out. I knew nothing about angels, but I figured they shouldn't seem so… well, evil. She looked at me like I was a piece of meat, ready for butchering. But what do I know? Could be that all angels were like her. That was a frightening thought.



The receptionist, on the other hand, seemed… well, normal at a glance. I'd have expected to see someone like her in my doctor's office. She had black hair tied up into a bun, profesional makeup and clothes, but there was something off. Something I couldn't quite put my finger on. Like there was something else lurking just below the surface. Something strange and alien. Something I was sure I didn't want to see. I turned my gaze away and sighed.



I remained seated for several minutes, nervously fidgeting. It was still catching up to me. My life, as I knew it, was over. My friends, my family, they'd all be mourning me right now. Maybe my body is sitting on a slab in a morgue, or hell, it didn't seem like that long ago, maybe I was still on the pavement. I shuddered. That was not how I pictured going out.



After an eternity, and what seemed like a second eternity, the receptionist turned her eyes on me and said, "Aiden Sommers?"



My stomach lurched as I stood and approached her desk. She hung up the phone and began typing away on a surprisingly modern computer. With everything else in this place being so ancient, I half-expected a computer that took up three and a half rooms. She didn't say anything as I stopped at the counter and nervously rubbed one thumb.



After a long minute of typing, she said, "Ah, here we are. Aiden Sommers. Looks like you led a pretty normal life. Didn't do much of anything bad, or good for that matter. Pretty boring guy, huh?"



I opened my mouth, but shut it again almost immediately. Who was she to call me boring? Well, I guess she did work in Hell's waiting room. Still. Boring? Me? It was true I didn't really get out much. I've never left my state, seen the world, but does that really matter? I was a decent guy. Not a saint, but certainly leagues better than most. "I don't think so," I finally replied, lamely.



She didn't seem to take notice. "Looks like the Guardians have declined you. Temp offices are full up at the moment. So that leaves the Sins…" More typing, this time accompanied by several mouse clicks. "It looks like we have openings in Greed and Lust." She looked me up and down, calculating, then typed some more.



The computer gave a little, cheery ping, and the secretary smiled. "Ah, excellent. It looks like Mr. Veshnial has claimed you. Lucky you, sometimes you newbies have to stay down here for a few days." She turned from her computer and focused her gaze on me. "You'll want to head back to the elevators and choose the thirteenth floor. Mr. Veshnial will meet you there. Best of luck to you, Mr. Sommers."



She nodded at me professionally, and returned to the computer. I gulped, and turned to the elevators. One stood open, waiting for me. Like the maw of a great beast ready to swallow me whole. I trudged towards it hesitantly. Despite my best efforts, however, I reached it faster than I wanted. Once inside, I thumbed the "13" button and put myself in a corner, chewing on my lip in thought. The elevator shuddered, and then began moving upwards. 



I should have asked what department I was being sent to. Greed, I assumed. What would that entail? Tempting people with riches beyond their wildest dreams? That sounded simple enough, I guessed.



When the elevator dinged, and the doors opened, I found myself in a small hallway. Directly opposite the elevator was a door that read:



Argus Veshnial


Department of Lust




Oh, crap.


Chapter 2

The department of lust? What the hell did I know about lust? I've had a grand total of three girlfriends, and I've only slept with two of them! And let's face it, I wasn't all that much to look at either. I was tall, at 6'4", but don't let that fool you. I was scrawny and lanky, with an entirely unpleasant face. The word "hunk" and my name never went together. Like Coke and Pepsi.



There must have been a mistake. Maybe this Veshnial person took me by accident. I could just reason with him. As soon as he sees me he'd know he'd made a mistake, surely. Yes, that's it. Then he'd call back down and I'd get reassigned to Greed, or somewhere else. It made perfect sense.



I took several deep breaths, calming myself, and stepped forward to knock on the door. There was no answer. I waited for half a minute, then knocked again. Still no answer. When I raised my hand to knock a third time, I heard a voice coming from an elevator behind me.



"Oy! Whoever's there give the knockin' a rest and open the door, would ya? I can't exactly grab the handle, y'know?"



I turned and spotted what was presumably a man. It was hard to tell under all the boxes. He was carrying four or five boxes, concealing his face and torso from my view. I took a step back, a little taken aback, and grabbed at the door handle. It opened easily (I guess you don't need to lock your doors in Hell), and I stepped inside to hold it open for the man.



He hefted the boxes in and then dumped them unceremoniously next to a large desk, which was covered in even more boxes, papers and various knick-knacks. "Cheers mate," he said with his back toward me. He opened the top box, one I recognized as a box of donuts, and immediately stuffed his face with a white powdered pastry. Then he turned and fell backwards into the chair behind the desk. It was a Lay-Z-Boy.



I checked the door again. Yep, it said department of lust. Not gluttony or sloth.



Turning back to the man, I could see why he was assigned to the lust department. He was the picture of fitness. A tall, well built man. Not a bodybuilder, but more like one of those superhero action stars that makes all the ladies' panties disappear. He had a chiseled jaw, with just enough stubble to be considered "rugged", and short hair that stuck up in the exact sort of way it shouldn't. His skin was lightly tanned, definitely naturally and not from some artificial orange spray.



I wasn't into guys, but I could definitely tell women would be throwing themselves at him. And he carried it all with what seemed like effortless grace. No one else can look that good while stuffing their face with donuts.



Mr. Veshnial finally took notice of me and waved a hand toward a stack of boxes set in front of his desk. A chair, I guessed, and sat down. As expected, it wasn't particularly comfortable. He polished off a cream-filled dessert pastry and kicked his feet up onto the desk, looking me over with an appraising eye.



I felt this the best time to open my mouth, and started with, "Uh, Mr. Veshnial? I think there's been some kind of mistake."



He licked one of his fingers clean of sugar powder and smiled slightly. "Mistake? What makes you say that?"



"Well, it's just… I don't know the first thing about lust, sir. I've only had three girlfriends…" I felt my cheeks heat up. That was an embarrassing admission. This guy was an Adonis, he must have had women (and men) fawning over him left and right.



The man barked out a laugh, "Hah! Kid, that don't matter. Hell, before I died, I was happily married to my high school sweetheart. Never laid a hand on another woman! And if you can believe it, I was over 400 pounds. Stuff like that don't matter anymore, you got me, kid?"



Damn. He just shot down my only other hope of getting reassigned. "Why though?" I asked, quirking my head to one side. "If I'm supposed to be working my way into heaven or whatever, why would I work here? Isn't sinning kind of, well, frowned upon?"



"That's one way to think of it," Veshnial said, producing another donut and taking a bite. "One that a lot of you mortals seem to prefer. The truth, however, is much more complicated than that. As things often are. See, sin isn't all that bad for you. Not the seven, anyway. They all have their place in life. There's good sides to each one. Wrath feeds into Justice, Sloth feeds into Patience, Greed into Charity. You get the idea? Pride ain't all that bad, there's nothin' wrong with taking pride in a job well done. Envy can lead to a path of self-betterment. Gluttony? Everyone needs to indulge every now and then."



"And Lust?" I asked.



"Ah, Lust can lead to Love, if the conditions are right. That's our job. Well, it used to be."



I furrowed my brow in confusion, "Used to?"



"Well, from what my old boss told me, he was sitting in this seat before me, the internet basically shut this place down. Dating sites, porn of every variety, Snapchat. It's a lot easier for people to slake their lusts by themselves now. I hear the same thing happened to Sloth. Runs a skeleton crew even smaller than ours. People just waste their days on the internet."



"So you don't even need me?"



"Need? Nah. We don't need you. But we just had to let someone go, their contract was up. And if we aren't fully staffed, our funding gets cut. We don't exactly have the resources of Greed, you know."



"Funding? You guys get funding?"



"Well yeah, it's Hell innit? For a lot of us, it barely covers living expenses. Oh yeah, you're gonna have to find a place to stay. No going back to your old place, not like people will recognize you anyway. And you might want to get a job, if your paycheck here won't cover it."



New home, new job, new everything. My mind reeled. "What do you mean people won't recognize me?"



"Duh, you think we send you back with the same body? Boy, I've seen your file, that car did a number on you. If we sent you back to that you'd be a vegetable for the rest of your life. Besides, you'll need a body more fitting for your new duties. You think I looked this good in real life?"



"Uhh, so. Let's say I agree to all this," I said, trying to piece everything together in my head. "You'll give me a new body, and… what? What do I have to do?"



"Honestly kid? Not much. Like I said, there's not much call for us to stalk the night anymore. People tend to take care of that themselves. I hear it was a different story decades back. Country was filled with a load of prudes. A good incubus would be treated like a king for seducing a score of women. And then…"



"The internet came," I finished the thought for him.



"You got it. Anyway, the main thing is simply to respond to summonings. You've seen the movies, kids finding a magic book and enacting a magic ritual to summon the devil?" I nodded. "There's a seed of truth to that. We put out hundreds of books like that, so any potential marks will come to us, rather than the other way around. So every once in a while, someone finds the book, summons one of us up. They get what they want, we get what we want, all without the hassle of hunting them down."



"So what, I'd have to have sex with anyone that summoned me?" I gulped.



"Well, yes and no. I mean you've got free will, kid. We all do. You're free to say no, but if you do, you pass that summoning on to another one of our kind. That means you'll lose out on the sexual energy, though."



I rubbed at my temples. This was all getting to be a bit overwhelming. "Sexual energy?"



"Yeah. Power, pure and simple. We incubi and succubi are one of the few people who can harness it. And, unfortunately, we also require it. It's like food to us, but food that can make us superhumanly strong, fast and tough. It can grant us power over the minds of mortals, and over their bodies. But if we don't get enough of it, we'll die."



"Great, I'm going to become some kind of pervy sex vampire…"



"Hey, it ain't that bad kid. If you aren't using your powers much, one feeding can last you a long time, and like I said, we don't exactly have quotas around here. You can pretty much just relax and live your new life as you see fit. You just get to have a little bit more fun on the side."



I sighed and thought hard. It was difficult enough to believe that only an hour ago, I died. Now I was in Hell, being recruited by an incubus to have all the sex I could handle with virtually no other strings attached. Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck. What choice did I have? Stay down here in Hell? Hope to god an opening comes up in the Sloth department so I could watch TV and browse the internet for all eternity?



"All right, fine," I said. "I'll do it."



Veshnial clapped his hands together enthusiastically, creating a small cloud of white powder in the air. He flipped his legs off the table and opened a drawer on his desk. After rummaging around for a minute, he came back up with a small, stout quartz crystal. He set it on desk (or more accurately, on a box on top of the desk), and said, "Perfect. Here's your new uniform."



I stared at the crystal dubiously. "You expect me to wear that?"



He barked a laugh, "No, kid. It's your new body. Fresh off the press. I got a back room there," he said, pointing at a door that hadn't been there before. "Take the crystal, head on back. Squeeze the crystal tight to your chest, and presto-boom-bang-o, new body. There's also a wardrobe back there with clothes that will fit whatever your new body is."



I sighed again and snatched the crystal. "Fine, let's get this over with." I stalked into the new room and closed the door behind me, making sure to lock it as well.



The new room was, thankfully, not nearly as cluttered as Veshnial's office. It held a number of wardrobes, a full-length mirror, and, tucked away in one corner, a small window overlooking downtown. Another sigh escaped my lips. God today sucked.



Approaching the mirror, I gave my body one last once-over, trying to commit everything to memory. My short, shaggy brown hair. My dark blue eyes. My lanky legs and arms. I wasn't a looker by any means, but damn it, it was still my body. I'd grown rather attached to it.



Now, I guess, I was going to grow attached to another body. If it was anything like Veshnial's, it couldn't be too bad. I inspected the quartz crystal in my hand. It was warm. That usually wouldn't mean much, except it just made me realize… I haven't felt cold or warm at all since I died. I haven't felt much of anything, physically speaking. I guess it made sense. No color, no sensations, no life.



Even my own emotions, I realized, were dampened and muddied. I never would have agreed to this "job" so easily under normal circumstances.



In a way, this crystal offered everything back to me. Emotion. Color. Sensation.



Life.



How could I say no?



If you've never been dead, you can't possibly understand my state of mind. Trust me when I say I felt I had no other choice. I'd do damn near anything to return to the world of the living. Even if it meant working for Hell.



Turning towards the mirror, I clutched the crystal tight to my chest, and felt its warmth seep into me. The world blurred, as though everything beyond myself and the mirror were behind a thin sheet of paper.



At first, nothing happened. Then I noticed my clothing beginning to unravel, starting with my shoes and slowly working up. Motes of ghostly dust began to flitter away into the hazy void around me as, piece by piece, I was returned to my birthday suit. Once my shirt had disintegrated, I stood in front of the mirror completely naked.



Then pain hit me. It was a sudden, sharp burning sensation, like someone had just stabbed me with the sun from the inside. I grimaced and clutched at my side, but my eyes remained fixed on the silvery reflection.



My entire body began to soften, loosening up like a deflating balloon. I felt a powerful crack as one of my bones just shattered. My vision blurred white for a second, and I felt like I might pass out, but I gritted my teeth, bracing myself for the pain. More snapping bones, several shattering like I'd just been run over by a tank.



Relief came when the bones began stitching themselves back together. In a noticeably different configuration, I realized. I'd lost several inches of height, though I couldn't tell how much. While enduring extreme amounts of pain, it's amazing what you miss. I'd lost my lanky stature, and now seemed to have more of a normal body structure.



I was given a brief respite from the pain before it moved on to my muscles and skin. In an instant it felt as though my entire body were on fire. Flesh contorted, moving unnaturally as it adapted to my new bones. After a moment my skin settled, bringing me cool relief. Then I noticed my reflection no longer looked masculine… it was decidedly feminine.



Oh fuck. That goddamned Veshnial never said I'd become a girl!



Another wave of pain overtook me, focusing on my face, chest and groin. I wanted to turn away. I didn't want to see this. My body, however, had different ideas. I couldn't move a muscle, not with my entire head on fire.



The changes came quick, and thankfully unlike the previous ones, were not nearly as painful. There was a sudden pressure in my chest as skin bubbled and grew… Breasts, I realized. They inflated like a goddamn kid's bouncy castle, filling in one pump at a time. The pain I'd been growing accustomed to was suddenly gone, replaced by something new… pleasure. Every time my new breasts inflated, I felt a surge of ecstatic pleasure. It was alien and unnerving, but I couldn't bring myself to hate it.



Even before the pleasure in my chest had faded, I felt a similar pleasure in my crotch. My dick, I'd just noticed, had been shrinking. I knew where this was leading. My penis, my pride and joy, who had stuck with me through thick and thin, was retreating. It only took seconds. One moment it was there, the next, nothing, like I was some kind of life-sized Barbie doll.



Then pleasure exploded through my body. A sudden, orgasmic energy rolled through me as details formed in my crotch. Lips. A vagina. Just like my belly button, it would seem I was an "innie."



I didn't even have time to gawk in horror at this sudden and utterly complete emasculation when the pleasurable feelings moved to my scalp. My hair suddenly blossomed, red locks falling past my eyes, obscuring my vision. I felt it brush past my shoulders, and thankfully it stopped there. My lips expanded outward as well, though just barely. At least I wouldn't look like some bimbo porn star. That's one saving grace at least.



Finally, my vision went completely black, and the pain and pleasure receded. I fell to the floor and let oblivion embrace me.


Chapter 3

I awoke some time later. Minutes, hours, days or weeks I couldn't tell you. Veshnial later told me I was only out an hour, but time meant nothing to me in those moments.



For just a second, I thought I was waking up from a horrible dream, and I sighed in relief. Only, normally when I sigh, I don't have two giant breasts sitting on top of my chest.



I bolted upright and stared down at myself. Then I looked up at the mirror. I wasn't there. In my place there was a gorgeous woman. Beyond gorgeous. She was an absolute sexpot. She had red hair falling to her shoulders. Not the natural ginger red, but a vibrant, almost Hellish red. Her lips were plump, but not outrageously so. They were the kinds of lips you'd see on a cosmetics model. Her eyes were striking, an unnatural shade of violet. Those were the eyes that could capture anyone's interest, no matter what they were doing.



Her eyes drifted south, to the two heaping mountains upon her chest. I'd never been good at estimating a woman's cup size like other men seemed to pride themselves on, but somehow I instinctively knew these were G-cups. Christ. They were massive.



I hesitantly raised one hand, and the woman in the mirror did the same. I brought the hand to one of the breasts, cupping it slightly and a shiver of pleasure ran through me. The woman gasped. I gasped. She really was me…



With a nervous gulp, I spread my legs so that I was sitting spread eagled on the floor. There was no doubt about it. I was 100% female. It would be obvious to anyone who saw me, there was no way I could ever be mistaken for a guy… and that thought was not as frightening as I thought it might be. It almost seemed… exciting?



I shook my head, and watched my reflection mimic the movements. It was cute, watching her… my hair shake from side to side like that. This was going to take some getting used to.



I stared down at my body, then back up to the mirror. With a shaking hand, I reached between my legs to lightly touch my brand new vaginal lips. My vagina. Goddamn that was an odd thing to think. When skin touched skin, I felt a little shock run through me, a warmth centered on my groin. I was sensitive!



Maybe it was a side-effect of the transformation, because my entire body felt more sensitive. I was distinctly aware of every little breeze that flowed over my naked form, of every movement I made and how it affected the rest of my body.



I gave the lips another prod and felt another, lesser surge of pleasure. Thank goodness, the sensitivity was diminishing, albeit slowly. I should have quit there, I know. I should have gotten dressed and moved on. But something compelled me to continue. This was my new body. Perhaps I should see what it had to offer?



With two fingers I probed the top of my pussy, teasing out the little pearl of power held within. It didn't take long. I may have only had sex with two girls in my life, but even as a guy I knew my way around a vagina. I was damned good at fingering, and now I could put my skills to work on myself.



My clitoris emerged from its little hood, blood pumping into it in a soothingly familiar fashion. I gave it a tentative touch and shivered in spastic delight. "Holy shit balls," I muttered to myself, at the time unaware my voice had shifted pitch. That was powerful! A bit too powerful for my liking. I'd have to avoid that until my body settled down… if it ever settled down.



Instead, I did what I'd always done with my girlfriends, and slowly rubbed at my clit through the skin, avoiding direct contact. I gasped lightly and bit my lip. Giving myself slow, deliberate strokes was the way to go. I alternated between side-to-side and circular motions, teasing myself just enough with every stroke that I found my body melting back down onto the floor.



My right hand remained buried between my legs, while my left ran its fingers along my stomach. Even that felt fucking amazing. My head was a blur with pleasure, and I had to make an effort of will to avoid simply closing my eyes and riding this feeling. The left hand found its way up my flat stomach and reached one of my huge breasts. Completely of its own volition, it seized the lump of titflesh and squeezed sensuously. Another shiver ran down my spine.



Its fingers found my nipple, a pert, rosy little thing, and mimicked the action my other hand was still performing just below. Another gasp, and another. My breathing was shallow, coming in short bursts.



The feeling was simply… indescribable. Like my entire body were one enormous erogenous zone. Everything felt good. My toes curled, my back arched. Biting my lip was all I could do to keep a powerful scream of pleasure from escaping my new sexy lips. My entire body quivered with anticipation. It knew what was coming, even if I didn't.



My hands, shaking though they were, continued their laborious work, spinning faster and faster over my clit and tit as heat rose through my body. Everything felt flushed, like every part of me were struggling to hold back something.



And then, all at once, the dams broke.



Pleasure ripped through my body in a sudden, overwhelming wave. It crashed from one end of me to the other. I felt the hand on my tit suddenly jerk away, gripping my scalp as my hips jerked forwards, thrusting my lower body into the air. The orgasm rippled from my toes to the top of my head, and rocked every inch in between.



I couldn't help myself. I cried out. My voice was filled with energy, and unmistakably feminine. My own orgasmic cries sent me over the edge I thought I had already crossed, and my body tensed up. I completely lost control over my legs and fell onto my side as they suddenly pressed downwards. My thighs quivered as I was enveloped in a cocoon of ecstasy. As the pleasure rippled through my body, slowly dwindling, I blacked out.



Yes, I had such a powerful orgasm that I blacked out. I told you, I was extremely sensitive.



I came to only a minute or so later, and found the pleasure was still radiating through my body, though not cripplingly so. This, this was manageable. I sat up gingerly as the orgasmic echoes faded and marveled at my body.



I'd only been a woman for what, an hour, and already I'd had what could have been the greatest orgasm in the history of orgasms. Even if you put together every orgasm I'd ever had up to that point (and trust me, I'd had a very productive adolescence once I'd found my dad's stash of Playboys), it wouldn't even begin to compare with the thing that just went through me. I hated to admit it, but I could grow to like this body.



I mean, even as a guy I'd always been curious what it would be like. In a scholarly type of way, that is. And now here I was, living the fantasy. I'm not sure I would go back if given the opportunity, but that could have been the orgasm talking.



Even though my legs were shaking, I slowly got to my feet. It took another minute before I attempted to take a step, and another minute before I took a second step, but after a while I managed my way over to one of the wardrobes in the room.



Opening it up, I found not an assortment of clothes, but a fucking walk in closet. Several racks lined the walls, filled to the brim with dresses, tops, bottoms, and legions of shoes underneath the racks. A long bench stretched through the middle, covered with a few stray articles of clothing. I looked at the side of the wardrobe, then looked inside again and winced. Negative space within negative space. Now that hurt my brain.



Still, I stepped inside and browsed through the clothing. A day ago, I couldn't tell you the difference between a blouse and a chemise, but now I seemed to know everything about everything. My tastes however, had not changed. Though there were several revealing outfits available, including a number of leather and latex harnesses that covered damn near nothing, I went about selecting more… appropriate clothing.



I couldn't find a proper pair of pants, so skinny jeans would just have to do. There were a number of shirts to choose from at least, though they all seemed like they would be rather tight. I selected a rather plain white tee and tossed it on the bench with the jeans. Underwear, I thought, is where I could… splurge a little. No one would see it, so what would be the harm in choosing something a little more titillating?



The far end of the closet housed several drawers. It seemed I had literally hundreds of panties and bras to choose from. It took me longer than I'd care to admit to pick out a decent pair. A vivid red, lacy bra with matching boyshorts. I chose the boyshorts because they seemed the least revealing without descending into granny-panty territory. I halfway expected them to fit like boxers, but boy was I wrong. As I slipped them up my silky smooth legs and into position, I had to forcibly stop myself from reaching down and fingering myself again. They clinged to my form like no underwear I'd ever worn before, but I'd be damned if they didn't feel good.



The bra came next, with my body seemingly acting on muscle memory to put it on. It seems this new body came with several pre-installed features. Ones I've been grateful for thus far. It did make me wonder what else had changed about me, though.



With the bra secured, I sat down on the bench and went about the arduous process of putting on the skinny jeans. Even my ingrained muscle memory couldn't help as I struggled to pull the damned things on. How women managed to wear these all the time, I'll never know. The fact that I seemed to have what I would have called a "bubble butt" certainly did not help matters. With one final jump up into the air, I managed to pull the jeans up over my ass, and  buttoned them up proper.



I glanced at myself in the mirror and gave a low whistle. "Ah," I said in my new feminine voice, "that's why. I look good."



Compared to everything else, putting on the shirt was a relatively boring affair, though that was not a complaint. As I expected, it was tight, and showed off a generous amount of cleavage. A pair of simple socks and sneakers rounded out the look, and I couldn't help but admire my reflection.



When I first saw myself, I half expected to look like a slut in any outfit. But this… this looked good on me. I looked, well, normal. Not boring normal, but more like "the sexy, busty girl next door" normal. The kind of woman you wouldn't be surprised to see walking by on the sidewalk. Oh sure you'd lick your lips and lust over her (which I'm sure was the point), but the words "slut" or "whore" wouldn't enter into your mind.



That let me breathe a sigh of relief. Thank goodness. I certainly didn't mind my new female body, but I didn't want to look like a streetwalker either.



I took a brief moment to compose myself, and then unlocked the door into Veshnial's office and entered.



My eyes suddenly burned.



I clenched them shut for a long time, waiting for the burning to fade. Veshnial's voice, however, called out to me from the darkness. "It's better if you just open them now. You're using your Sight for the first time."



Holding my head, I experimented by opening one eye, then the other. The world was abuzz with color, and power. Everything seemed new, vibrant and amazing, as though I were seeing it for the first time. I turned my gaze onto Veshnial and had to do a double take.



The ruggedly handsome man sat back in his Lay-Z-Boy, feet propped up on the desk, but that was not the man I'd seen earlier today. For one, this man was not human.



Large blue horns protruded from his forehead, just past the hairline. They curved up and back, sweeping over his head like an imposing crown. His skin was a darker shade of the same blue, and his eyes burned red as though there were a fire lingering within.



His feet, resting on the desk, were just as inhuman. Cloven hooves, like a goat, with a fair amount of dark blue fur that covered the parts of his legs that were exposed.



Veshnial was a demon. Deep down, I already knew that. He was, after all, working for the department of Lust. But seeing it in the flesh like this… I closed my eyes tightly and reopened them to the same sight. Yep, definitely a demon.



All of a sudden, my blood ran cold. My body stiffened, and I slowly turned back into the previous room. The large mirror was angled right at me.



I gasped.



Like Veshnial, I was no longer human. A pair of black horns protruded from my scalp, just before the hairline, rising only a few inches before tapering into a smooth, rounded point. I gave the horns a tentative touch. Yep, they were real.



My violet eyes burned with the same intensity of Veshnial. The fires of Lust, I realized.



Unlike the incubus, my skin tone seemed unchanged, and aside from the obvious horns I had no other alterations. A quick view of my backside even confirmed the absence of a tail. Phew. Horns I could deal with, but cloven hooves or a tail? That'd make things awkward.



I turned from the mirror and made my way back to the makeshift chair I'd sat on before. Everything was sinking in now, worming its way into my mind. The finality of it all.



I kept turning my gaze back to the mirror, until one time I looked, and my "normal" human reflection stared back. Even Veshnial seemed back to his human self.



"What was that?" I asked, my voice shaking.



"That, kid, was the Sight. All of us demons have it. It lets us see things as they truly are. You see the true forms of demons, angels, and anything else that uses a glamour. That's like an illusion. We unconsciously use our glamours while interacting with the mortal world. In a lot of ways it works like negative space, which I assume you're already familiar with. I don't really know the details myself, I'm no infernal biologist, but you've basically got two forms to play with.



"Our demonic forms, as you just saw, vary wildly from one to the other. I've got the horns and hooves, you've just got the horns. Others have wings, some have tails. Hell, there's this guy over in accounting whose demonic form has six arms and a third eye. Sometimes it can change over time too, as you accrue more power."



I considered this. "So you're saying I might get wings or six arms or something like that?"



"It's a possibility," he nodded. "It tends to go along with whatever you expect demons to look like. You imagine demons should have wings and fangs? You'll eventually get wings and fangs. There are some old school demons still around, and hoo-boy, trust me you do not want to get a load of them. Only thing worse than them are the classical angels. Thank God they're not around much anymore. Wheels within wheels."



I nodded my head slowly. "So, two forms, huh?"



"Yep. Well, your demonic form will always be a reflection of your human form, but it does have some differences. One, most of your powers can only be used while you're demonic. Super strength, toughness, agility, you need to channel infernal power for that. Hypnotic powers, however, can be used just fine incognito. Be kind of silly if you couldn't.



"Two, demonic mode is basically made for sex. Your endurance is greater, your body is more sensitive, and your body is practically primed for multiple orgasms. The initial transformation kind of blended your two forms together, so you've already experienced this little 'feature.'"



My cheeks went completely scarlet. Crap. I'd forgotten how loud I was in there.



"Hey, no need to be embarrassed. Same thing happened with me, though I was admittedly a tad less vocal about it. You couldn't help yourself, I understand."



I cleared my throat and decided to change the subject. "Did you know… this would happen?" I said, gesturing down at myself.



"Ah, well, sort of. The crystal I gave you doesn't grant you a set body. It's based on what you want, deep down, what you crave. I had an inkling when I saw your file, but wasn't sure until I heard those screams earlier. It's nothing to be ashamed of, I've seen plenty of men and women leave this office as different genders. If it truly bothers you, you can always learn a bit of shapeshifting and craft yourself a male body."



The blush intensified and I quietly murmured, "Uh, no, that's all right. I kind of like this." And it was the truth. Seeing this body, living in this body seemed to satisfy something buried deep inside me. Something that may have never come out in my former life. Not that I was unhappy, mind you. I think I could have lived a long, happy life as a guy.



But being a woman… it made me more than happy. I couldn't really explain it. It just felt right.



A small smile graced Veshnial's face. "Well alright then. I'm going to go ahead and give you the day off. Go find yourself someplace to shack up, explore your body, get settled in. And if you wanted some company…" He let that sentence trail off, though there was no mistaking his meaning.



"Ah, I think I'll pass, no offense meant," I said, holding up my hands in a defensive manner. "I just don't really like guys."



He shrugged, as though it were no big thing. "Suit yourself. You're going to be one hell of a ladykiller. I might have competition," he smiled. It was a friendly, ingratiating smile. He really didn't take any offense. I smiled along with him and felt that we could very probably become friends.


Chapter 4

"There is one last thing," Veshnial said as I was just about to leave his office.



I turned back around and shot the incubus a quizzical look.



"Your name. Obviously you can't go around calling yourself Aiden Sommers. Not only would it confuse anyone from your previous life, well… it just doesn't fit anymore, does it?"



I didn't even have to glance down at my prodigious bosom to know what he meant. "Uh. A new name, huh? Do I choose, or…"



"Give it a second," he said. "It'll come to you. It always does."



I frowned and furrowed my brow in concentration. What did he mean by that? Then it hit me. A name came unbidden from the deeper recesses of my mind. "Aeriel," I said, almost hypnotized by the name. "Aeriel Lyrien."



Veshnial nodded slowly, popped open a manila folder, and wrote something down. "Perfect. It's a pleasure to meet you, Aeriel. Before you ask, yes it's like that with all of us. These bodies are wholly ours, but sometimes they can help… speed things along."



It was my turn to nod slowly, trying to think of where the name came from. How odd. It did feel right, though. It just fit.



The incubus caught my introspective gaze and shrugged, "Don't think about it too much, kid. Here, have a donut and enjoy the rest of your day." He propped open a fresh box of Dunkin Donuts, and I found myself taking one. Chocolate glazed. It was delicious. The first thing I tasted in this new life.



We said our goodbyes, and I made my way from the office. One elevator trip later, I exited the strange office building. As soon as the doors shut behind me, it disappeared from view. If it weren't for the huge breasts heaving on my chest and the void between my legs, I might have thought myself crazy.



Closing my eyes and concentrating, I briefly opened up my Sight. There it was, plain as day. An architectural anachronism. I blinked deliberately, closing my Sight. In that instant, the building was gone. Trippy.



Veshnial had filled me in on using my basic powers, like the Sight, and how to unleash my demonic side. It didn't take long to get the hang of things. He said my body would help me to learn the more complicated powers which was just now beginning to make sense to me. It seemed designed to help me adapt, to integrate into this new job.



I took another bite of donut and chewed thoughtfully. The flavor was magnificent. Sure, it was just a cheap sugary, doughy mass, but it tasted like new beginnings, and second chances.



Where would I go first with my newfound freedom? A hotel? Presumably I'd be getting paid… I scowled briefly and turned back towards the space where Hell's own bureaucracy would stand. Maybe I should go back in, see about getting an advance on my first paycheck. I mean, I had to get a place to live, right?



I was about to take a step forward when all of a sudden I felt a sudden pressure around me, as though I were trapped inside an invisible cage that perfectly fit my body. There was a pulling sensation, like someone had reached inside me and grabbed onto my collarbones. I wanted to struggle, to fight whatever phantom beast had restrained me, but something else told me to relax, to go with the flow.



It was harder than I thought to relax, but somehow I managed it. I took a deep breath and calmed myself, letting whatever magic this was do its thing.



The pull increased, and the pressure disappeared. Along with the entire world around me. My senses were a blur of light and sound, cacophonies of color and paintings of melodies. My entire body vibrated like I was at the epicenter of an earthquake. Then, just as quickly as it started, I came to a screeching halt.



My stomach churned, my head spun, and I almost felt as though I were going to be sick. I fell to one knee, one hand immediately moving to shield my eyes from a sudden bright light, the other still clenching half a donut. I had to blink several times to clear out the little flecks of light that still danced in my vision. When I finally managed to right myself, I could only frown in confusion.



I stood in the middle of… a pentagram. It was drawn in what I hoped was red paint. Sigils marked the outside circle, and each point of the star was tipped by a fat, burning candle. What I'd at first taken for a bright light was actually a flashlight, held by a dark figure I couldn't make out. It shone right at me. Aside from it and the candles, the room was pitch black.



Crap. I'd been summoned.



I swallowed hard and steadied myself. Shit, shit, shit. Veshnial hadn't prepared me for this. He said I could leave, pass it on some other incubus or succubus, but I didn't know how. I readied myself for the worst, gritting my teeth and peering through the darkness for any hint of my captor.



I was not expecting the lights to turn on and a high-pitched voice to suddenly scream, "Omigod omigod! It worked! It totally worked! I can't believe it!"



Shielding my eyes again, I peered at the person in front of me. She was a little shorter than I was, which meant nothing to me. I didn't even know how tall I was anymore. I knew I'd lost several inches, but exact measurements were beyond me. Her hair was blonde, and pulled into an efficient ponytail.



She was not as "blessed" as I was in the chest area, though I'm certain few people were. I figured her to be a small B-cup. Still, it suited her figure. She was thin, but not unhealthily so. Her clothing was casual, much like mine. A black t-shirt with the words "Campaign to Renew Firefly" printed on it, and a pair of faded denim shorts. Topping off the look were a pair of black rimmed glasses, doing nothing to conceal the pale blue eyes underneath.



"Um," I said, at a complete loss for words.



"This is amazing!" she started shouting again. "Oh man, oh man. The implications of this are astounding. Do I get one wish? Three wishes?" She bounced in place, gesturing wildly while talking to herself. I took the opportunity to glance around the room.



I expected I'd be summoned into some dank, dark basement dungeon, or a rickety old attic. I did not expect a kitchen. A refrigerator stood nearby, alongside a stove and several countertops. The pentagram in which I stood was drawn onto the simple checkered tile flooring in… was that ketchup? Of the five candles, no two were the same, and I noticed with some amusement that one of them was shaped like a number eight. A birthday candle.



I held a hand out in front of me and cautiously stepped forward. All of my other expectations today have fallen flat. It made sense this one would to. What I'd expected was some kind of barrier keeping me within the circle. Instead, I stepped over the lines of ketchup completely unimpeded.



"Huh, how's that for you," I muttered to myself.



My summoner seemed completely unaware that I had simply walked over what was likely the wards intended to keep myself at bay, and continued to babble on and on to herself. She retrieved a notepad from the countertop and began to scribble furiously.



"The book worked! Oh it finally worked, I knew it!"



I glanced around, and spotted the book in question, laying open near the pentagram. While the young woman talked to herself, I inspected the open pages. It contained specific instructions on how to summon, and I quote, "an agent of lust, sex, or degeneracy" and advised that all would be demon-binders take the "usual" precautions before attempting to summon such a creature. Obviously this girl had missed a step or four.



Well, she seemed harmless enough. No reason to go running out of the door immediately. I hopped up onto the kitchen counter and watched the girl frantically write while I finished off what was left of my donut.



After a full minute of incoherent babble, she said, "Oh! Silly me. What is your name, demon spawn?" I could tell she tried to put on an authoritative tone at the end there, but it fell apart when she turned toward the ketchup circle and saw it empty.



"Call me, Aeriel," I said, licking my fingers clean of chocolate frosting. "And I'm not a demon spawn."



The blonde woman gave a frightened squeak and hopped backwards, away from me. Her eyes turned to me and I could see genuine panic there. She opened up her notebook again and produced a small gold crucifix attached to a simple chain. "B-back foul demon! Return to wh-whence you came!"



That was something I hadn't thought of. Did crosses hurt me? I certainly felt no aversion to it. Part of me wanted to hop down and grab the cross, just to see what it would do, but that would scare the poor girl half to death. So instead I put on my friendliest smile and said, "Relax. I'm not here to hurt you. Well, I'm not here to do much of anything. You summoned me."



Her brow deepened in thought, but she said nothing.



"Besides, I don't know how to go back." Truth be told, I didn't even know where the hell I was.



"I- You… what? You don't know how to get back?" She looked down at her notes, perplexed, then back up at me. For the first time she seemed to actually notice me and not my mere presence. She peered at me through her glasses and frowned. "You don't look like a demon."



"First day on the job, I'm afraid," I said casually. "It would look like you got stuck with the newbie."



"Oh. I didn't… I didn't anticipate that." She grunted, adjusted her glasses and quickly scribbled a few notes.



"Yeah. Neither did I, truth be told. I got pushed out the door before I could learn much more than a few little parlour tricks. If there's a way I can just hop back home, I'd do it in an instant."



"I… see. Um, the book may have some more information, if you… don't mind." She gestured toward the book on the floor next to me.



I laughed. It was the first time I'd heard my new laugh. It was rich, feminine, and downright sexy. I liked it. "Go ahead, I won't bite. By the way, what's your name?"



She cautiously retrieved the book and shuffled back to the other side of the kitchen. "Um, Hol- wait, if I tell you my name, are you going to be able to control me or something? I read somewhere that true names are power."



"First I've heard of it. Like I said, I've just been sort of thrown to the wolves here. I assume you were going for Holly?"



Holly looked mad at herself for a moment, but nodded.



"All right Holly. It's nice to meet you. I'm Aeriel. Like the mermaid, but with an extra E." I held out my hand in a friendly fashion.



"Um," Holly began and then sighed, reached over and shook my hand. "I'm sorry. It's nice to meet you, I guess?"



"All right, now that we're properly acquainted. What does the book say, can you get me back?"



"I'm looking, I'm looking." She waved a hand impatiently and scanned over the book. She turned to the next page and I saw her cheeks turn red. "Oh. It says here that, once summoned, the demon can only be returned to its Hellish realm once the duty it was entreated to perform has been performed."



"Duty? I don't remember any 'entreating,'" I muttered quietly.



"I… It was in the summoning chant," she said, her voice becoming even more flustered. "I didn't think it would work."



I crossed my legs on the counter, intrinsically aware of the tight jeans hugging tightly to my skin, and thought. When I got a look at the book, it specifically mentioned summoning an agent of lust, sex and depravity. I took a little offense at being thought of in such terms, especially "depravity." I mean, how depraved can someone be who's only had sex with two people? Both of them long term girlfriends?



"So what did you ask for? You want me to make some guy fall madly in lust with you? I'm not sure if I can do it, but…" I started, but Holly cut me off.



"N-no nothing like that. It's just… I don't get out much. And… I'm a virgin. I know, I know. I'm twenty-five and still a virgin, believe me I've heard it all through high school and college. But how could I tell anyone that…" She turned away from me, mumbling a few words that I couldn't make out.



I raised my eyebrows and smiled slightly. I think I could tell where this was headed. "Sorry, I couldn't hear that last part."



"I don't like boys!" she nearly shouted, turning back toward me. "I-I'm a lesbian!"


Chapter 5

I tried not to laugh, though it was difficult. I didn't want to make her feel any worse than she already did. Instead, I slipped down off the countertop and laid a hand on her shoulder.



"That's it? You know there are plenty of lesbians out there, right?"



Holly eyed the hand on her shoulder, but made no attempt to remove it. "I know… My parents were really conservative, and I never, y'know, like-liked any girls at school. I made out with this one girl at college, but she was just 'experimenting,' and figured I was too. It never went any further, and then here we are."



I nodded. I had some pretty conservative family members as well, though luckily my parents were not among them. Oh, if only they could see me now.



"Well I have a secret to tell you," I whispered. "I only like girls too."



Her mouth twitched slightly and she looked up at me with hopeful eyes. "Really?"



"Really," I said, and leaned down. My lips brushed against hers, for the briefest of moments before she pressed forward, locking us into a kiss. It was electrifying.



I grasped at the blonde's shoulders, pulling her closer to me. At the same time she wrapped her hands around my midsection. I felt her press against my breasts. It was an exotic sensation, warm and strange. I was more acutely aware of my own breasts than hers, but the touch was none the worse for it.



Holly let out a small moan of appreciation as our bodies intertwined. My tongue pressed against her lips, and they parted eagerly. I let my tongue explore the moist cavern of her mouth until she broke the kiss, tilting her head down and regaining her breath.



I smiled, letting my forehead rest against hers. In a sultry voice, I said, "Really." Damn my new voice was sexy. Distinctly feminine, but rich, powerful and commanding.



"Wow," she said, her voice breathless. "Wow."



"You're not half bad yourself," I laughed sweetly. "What say we take this party somewhere more comfortable?"



Holly's blush intensified, and though she said nothing, I saw her lips curl up into a faint smile. That was all I needed. I reached down and grasped the blonde girl by the butt, lifting her up into the air. She let out a little surprised "Oh!" and wrapped her arms around my neck, letting one hand reach into my hair and cradle my head.



Her weight barely bothered me at all. If I tried to do this a day earlier, I probably would have broken something in my back. Instead, I carried her effortlessly out of the kitchen and into some kind of living room. My attention was focused elsewhere, but I could see a large television mounted on one wall, opposite of which there was a large, soft looking grey couch. That was my destination.



I kissed at Holly's neck as we made our way towards the plush sofa. I was about to set her down on the cushions when I stubbed my toe on the leg of a coffee table I didn't notice, and we both went tumbling onto the couch. I landed on top of her, my heavy breasts pushing down on her stomach, and then she burst out giggling. I couldn't help it. I started giggling too. I never was much of a "giggler" before, but it just came out, as fluid and normal as I'd been doing it all my life.



"Succubus, yes," I said between giggles. "Graceful, not on your life."



Holly gave me a wide grin. "Well who can blame you with bazongas like these?" She waggled her eyebrows at me and stared down at my cleavage.



I pouted at her, "Heeey. I can't help it. They came with the body."



"Ohh, all natural huh? I gotta say, I'm jealous."



I slipped one hand up under her shirt, slowly caressing her skin until I found a breast. Cupping it gently through her bra, I smiled and said, "Oh don't feel too bad. I like small boobs too."



Holly giggled again and blew a raspberry at me. I countered by kissing her mid-razz and laughed as she blushed, getting flustered again.



"Let's get rid of this pesky clothing," I said, leaning back so that my ass rested on her knees. She sat up with me, and, slipping two hands under her shirt, I lifted the black tee up and over her head, but not completely off. I left her arms and head tangled in the garment, taking the opportunity to feel her up while she struggled.



Her skin was pale, like my own, though hers was maybe one shade darker. But it was lovely. I couldn't help but run my fingers along her vulnerable stomach and sides while she squirmed. If she disliked it, she never voiced her dissent. All I could hear were pleasurable little moans and the occasional, involuntary giggle when I hit a ticklish spot.



I pushed her back down onto the couch, making sure the t-shirt was still keeping her "tied up", and lowered my face to her bare stomach. Puckering my lips, I lay a trail of tiny kisses up the side of her tender body, until I reached her bra. It was a plain white one, well worn. A typical girl's "comfy" bra.



With expert precision that surprised even me, I reached under Holly and flicked open the clasps of her bra. I pulled that up as well, eliciting a whimper from the poor girl as her breasts were completely exposed. She had pale, puffy nipples. The kind where the areola blends into the surrounding skin. However, the nipples themselves were… inverted?



"Huh," I said, taking a moment to look at the hiding nipples.



Holly squirmed like she wanted to pull her arms down, and cover herself. "No," she cried, her voice returning to its flustered tone. "Don't look!"



Ohh, she was ashamed of these. Well, I'd just have to do my best and comfort her. "Don't worry," I murmured, lowering my head back down to plant a kiss on her right nipple. She stopped struggling and let out a soft, wavering moan and made me smile. With my plump lips, I sucked in her areola and teased it with my tongue. A second, wavering moan emanated from the bound Holly, and I could feel her fidgeting beneath me.



As I ran my hand up and down her stomach, letting my fingertips trace crude patterns into her body, I gave the nipple another suck and let go. Sitting on her chest, glistening with saliva, was a perky and definitely erect nipple.



Holly managed to free her head from the tangle of shirt and bra and stared down in astonishment at her newly emerged nipple. "Oh… Oh my. I've only gotten them to do that once, when I got this magic wand toy…"



"Honey," I said, moving over to her other side and gazing hungrily at her left nipple, "I can assure you I'm much better than any toy," and then I dove down onto her breast. She arched her back and let out another tiny cry. Only when that nipple also emerged from its hidey-hole did I finally lean back and smile. Holly finally managed to extricate her arms from the shirt and bra, and cupped her breasts gently, admiring my work.



She sat up and hugged me, her face squishing into my boobs. "This is the best. Day. Ever," she said, though the words were severely muffled by cleavage. "God this better not be a dream."



"Mm. For the first time today, I agree," I purred quietly and kissed her on the top of the head.



She looked up from my valley of cleavage with a thoughtful expression, "Hey. You're supposed to be a succubus, right? Is there anything… cool you can do?"



"Cool, huh?" I furrowed my brow in concentration. I could show off my demon side. Then something else struck me, dredged up from the darker recesses of my mind. The part where the demonic instincts lay dormant.



I smiled. It was a predatory smile, but not the same caliber as Little Miss Angel's. Mine was sexual and passionate. I closed my eyes and envisioned what I desired. Then I opened them and snapped my fingers.



The snapping of my fingers released an invisible wave, a sudden ripple of power that washed over the two of us. In the space of a fraction of a second all of our clothing disappeared. Hah, that sure beats struggling out of those skinny jeans. I mentally cheered.



Holly, however, stared down at our naked bodies and then up at me. "Y-you have horns."



Right. Using more blatant powers required the demon form. I raised my eyebrows and put my hands on my hips. "Really? That's what you notice?" I felt a cool breeze pass over my body and my nipples stiffened in response. Ooh this form is sensitive.



Her gaze drifted back down, hungrily ogling my large breasts. "How can you walk around with those? They must hurt your back," she said, gently lifting one. I shuddered. Not from disgust, but feeling her soft hands cupping my breast… it was exquisite.



"I guess being a demon has its perks." That, and I hadn't even had the breasts long enough to hurt my back.



"I'll say." She smiled and pressed forward, taking my nipple into her mouth like I'd done for her just moments ago. The sensation was exhilarating. Her lips clamped around my areola and sucked, forcing blood into my nipple and enhancing the sensation. I moaned, a little higher pitched than I meant it to be, and tossed my head back.



Her tongue flicked over my nipple in a teasing pattern. I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out in pleasure. When one of her hands dipped between my legs and I felt a finger running along my outer lips, I actually whimpered slightly, my voice coming out wobbly like I was talking through a fan.



One of Holly's eyebrows perked up, and she relinquished her hold on my breast. "Jeez. You're sensitive!"



"Aaaah," I said, trying to control my voice. "N-no kidding…"



Her finger's carefully traced around the outside of my vagina, slowly working in circles. I went back to chewing on my lip, fearful I might let another uncontrollable cry slip out. My hands grasped at the edges of the couch, finding purchase enough for me to grip tightly. The pleasure was astounding.



I couldn't see Holly, but I heard her make an appreciative whistle while I arched my back, practically thrusting my huge tits into her face. She took the opportunity and seized one breast in her free hand. I felt her lips brush against my nipple, then I felt the wetness of her tongue as it bathed my areola in saliva.



Unable to keep my composure, I fell backwards, landing on soft pillowy cushions as my legs flipped out from under me, with Holly squarely between them. I felt her touch leave me, and breathed a sigh of relief as she began to reposition herself.



"You know," I heard her voice say, with a sing-songy lilt to it, "I've always wanted to try this… What is it they say on the internet? Spell out the ABC's?"



I was about to open my eyes, to see what she had planned when my body was overtaken by an abrupt ecstasy. Her lips had just clamped around my clit and I felt her tongue giving it a good lashing. I actually tried to open my mouth, to cry out in euphoric pleasure, but my body wouldn't obey. I was literally breathless, and all I could do was shiver in delight as Holly worked her magic on me.



I tried wriggling away, but had the same success she had earlier. Let's face it, neither of us actually wanted to get away. But she didn't have to deal with this hypersensitive body. I don't know if she was actually doing the ABCs with her tongue, but if she was, her handwriting was fantastic. Every little swipe, flick and flourish drove me completely insane. It was like fireworks kept exploding in my brain, but rather than fade away the color remained, each explosion adding to the last.



At some point I recall gripping her head with one hand, and tightening my thighs around her. I didn't want her to stop. I needed release. I needed so badly to cum. I bit down on a knuckle from my freehand in a futile attempt to stifle a moan, but it was no use. The sounds coming out of my throat were hearty, primal, and positively unstoppable.



I felt a heat rising within me, starting in my clit. It radiated outward, filling me to the brim with erotic pleasure that I couldn't possibly curb. My toes clenched and I felt my legs begin to shake uncontrollably. My arms shortly followed suit, but I simply gripped Holly's hair tighter, and bit down on the knuckle just a little bit more.



There was something else in the surge of heat, though. Something new. A swift influx of energy. Power. Pure, visceral power. It filled an empty void within me I didn't even know existed, bringing a whole new slew of alien sensations.



There's no way in hell I could last long after that. One leg kicked out, and the hand I had been biting suddenly jerked out of my control, grasping at the couch for stability even though I needed none.



The most passionate, orgasmic, fervent scream of pleasure filled my ears, and I only realized later that it was me. The scream seemed to shake the walls, or else my body was quaking as the heat in my body exploded outwards. Every nerve in my body, every inch of skin, every pore felt overcharged, thrumming with energy it could not contain.



The scream wavered as my body shook and the heat that nestled deep in my crotch began to subside. I shivered madly and suddenly felt very self conscious. I pulled in my legs and arms covering myself in what I know was a fruitless attempt at modesty, but I couldn't help myself. I sighed, not wanting to open my eyes. All I wanted to do was revel in the ripples of pleasure that rolled through me, each one slightly smaller than the previous.



When at last I did open my eyes, Holly sat crosslegged on the opposite end of the couch, her cheeks bright scarlet, though I did detect a satisfied glint in her eye.



"Whoa," was all she could say.



"Um," I started, still struggling to get my breath back. "Sorry about that. Apparently this demon form is really… responsive."



"I'll say. Damn. I think the whole state heard you." We sat in silence for a moment while I came to my senses. The orgasm still echoed through me, though not cripplingly so. I sat up and put my back against the couch's armrest, completely spent.



Holly slithered forward, slipping an arm beneath my waist and cuddling up next to me. We spent the next few minutes like that, just holding each other, quietly enjoying each other's company.


Chapter 6

"You want to know something funny," I asked, while running my fingers through Holly's hair.



"What?" She didn't even open her eyes.



"When I got up this morning, if anyone had told me that I was going to get my pussy eaten out by a gorgeous blonde, I'd have called the loony bin."



I saw one eyebrow quirk up at the mention of "gorgeous blonde," though she didn't press it. "Why's that?"



"I…" I started, then stopped. Could I tell her? Should I tell her? Well, one would think that being eaten out would definitely be cause to say, "Hey, so up until a few hours ago I used to be a dude. Also I died. But I was recruited to work for Hell by an Angel, so now I'm a demon with tits as big around as my head and oh yeah also a vagina. Weird huh?"



Screw it.



I told her. I started with the events leading up to my death, my encounter with the mysterious angel, my assignment to the department of Lust and my transformation. I left nothing out. Well, I may have played down my "self exploration."



"So I was about to go apartment hunting when you brought me here, and… well, you know the rest."



Holly was enraptured by the story. From the second I began, she planted her chin on my hip, staring up at me with wide eyes. When I finished, she furrowed her brow into a concentrating frown and murmured, "Wicked. So you used to be just a normal, straight guy?"



I nodded. "I, uh, hope that doesn't affect, you know, this," I said motioning between the two of us.



"Well, you said you feel… right like this?" I nodded again. "Well who cares then!" She sat up slightly and motioned emphatically with the hand that wasn't trapped under my ass. "This has, quite possibly, been the best day of my life. I finally got to be myself. I feel comfortable with you. And no, it doesn't matter that you used have a dick hanging between your legs. You said it yourself, you feel right. You feel like a woman. Because you are a woman, in every way that counts."



I felt tears welling up in my eyes as she spoke, each word hitting me right in the heart. "Thank you," I said, wiping the moisture away before going back to stroking her hair.



"Thanks for telling me, though. I'm not sure how I would have reacted if you'd kept it a secret."



I giggled slightly. "If American TV and movies have taught me anything, it's that secrets that big are bad news. We don't live in a sitcom world do we?"



Holly smiled wistfully. "Life would be so much simpler if we did."



"Yeah. I could have a pre-recorded laugh track play whenever I made a bad joke."



She giggled at that.



After a moment, she looked up at me with a serious expression. "You know… you could stay here."



I gave her a quizzical look. "Huh?"



"You said you were looking for a place, but you don't have any money. I have this whole house to myself, ever since my parents died. You could… stay here." She let that linger for a bit before she continued, getting flustered again, "I-In your own room, of course. Like, uh, roommates."



I remained silent for a good minute, kind of too stunned to answer.



"I'm sorry, y-you don't have to. Forget I asked."



She barely got the last sentence out before I spoke up with, "I'd love to stay." I returned her serious look. "Really. Thank you."



Her nervousness and embarrassment faded away. In its place, a little smile formed on her mouth, and she laid her head back down on my hip. I heard her humming quietly, though I don't think she was doing it consciously. It was a happy little hum. A hum of pure contentment.



I couldn't help myself. I smiled too. What can I say, joy like that is infectious.


Chapter 7

I spent the rest of the day getting settled in. Holly showed me around the house, which was pretty damn big considering she lived in the city (the same city I lived in, fortunately). She'd inherited it from her folks when they died a number of years ago, and it's just been her living here ever since.



Three bedrooms, four baths, sizeable basement which her father had converted into a sort of "mancave." And of course the living room and kitchen, which I was already familiar with. It was an awful lot of room for just one person.



Holly slept in the second largest bedroom, the room she'd grown up in, and offered the master bedroom for myself. It was sparsely decorated, and the dressers and closets were all empty. Perfect for me, if I had any clothing at all. I had no idea how to get back the clothing I'd made disappear, and had to wander around naked until Holly found some of her clothes that would fit me.



We were mostly the same height, though she was skinnier than me, and much less… gifted in the chest department. Damn near everything she brought me tried choking the life out of me, until she found a particularly baggy shirt she used as pajamas. It featured a very faded image of Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles along with the phrase "Cowabunga dude!" that just so conveniently stretched right across my tits when I slipped it on. Well, at least it fit, and I was a Turtles fan.



Pants were slightly easier. My hips were a little bit wider than hers, but not by much, and she had some pretty nice hips, believe you me. Eventually I settled on a pair of jean shorts, not unlike hers. They looked much shorter on me, and it didn't help that I had to leave them unbuttoned so they wouldn't throttle my waist.



When all was said and done, I looked in the mirror and frowned. We were in her room. She was sitting on the bed with this giant, manic grin splattered across her face. A grin like that could give the Joker a run for his money.



"I look like a 12-year-old's wet dream," I said, staring at myself.



Holly giggled madly, the laughs occasionally transforming into snorts. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry!" she waved a hand apologetically, though she continued laughing.



I rolled my eyes at her. "C'mon, this is serious. How can I go out like this?" I stood sideways and looked back into the mirror. The shirt, while big and baggy on Holly and her B-cups, barely covered my massive G-cup breasts, and easily showed off my midriff. Which also meant that my unbuttoned shorts were there for all to see.



When the giggles finally died down, Holly bobbed her head to each side in a sight of acquiescence. "All right. I'll tell you what, I'll run down to the store and find you something a bit more your size. No bras though. Rule number one about being a girl, never let someone else buy your bras. They will never fit right."



I smiled at that, "Gotcha. I guess I'll hold down the fort here?"



Holly nodded. "Unless you want to come along..."



I glowered at her. Not even her sing-songy voice would convince me. "Yeah, not happening."



She stuck her tongue out at me. "Spoilsport. Fine, I'll go grab a few things. You… uh… does your gig pay at all?"



Right. Money. "I was told it does. I'll have to talk to my boss to see when I get my first paycheck. He also said I might need to find a second job. Apparently there's not as much of a market for succubi."



"Huh. How about that," she said, resting her chin on her palm. "So, what is it you do? Or, will do, I guess?"



"Well, he said I'd mostly have to answer summonings. Like the one that brought me here."



"So people looking to get laid, basically?" She blushed slightly, but managed to reign in her embarrassment.



"I suppose so. I can refuse them, though I have no idea how. I just kind of got yanked along with your summon. Good thing I did, too," I shot her a wink.



"Let me get this straight. You're basically an interdimensional demonic prostitute?" Holly looked at me, more than a little bemused. "Sexy."



I turned to answer her, frowning slightly. "I wouldn't say prostitute."



She leaned forward on the bed and laughed, "Would you prefer call girl? Escort? Working girl? Lady of the night?" I felt heat rising in my cheeks and I folded my arms under my breasts. "Ooh, maybe you're a dirty girl and you want the uncouth ones? Harlot? Tramp? Whore? Hooker? Suh-lut?" She stretched the last word out, heavily exaggerating the T-sound.



My blush intensified, though I smiled. I knew it was all in good fun, and I could take a ribbing. "OK, OK, I get it."



"I mean, either way you're getting paid to get laid right?"



"I said I get it." I retrieved a pillow from the ground and lobbed it at her. She dodged it, so I stuck my tongue out at her.



She laughed anyway. "Sorry. It's just… kind of hot, you know?"



I crooked an eyebrow at her. "Hot?"



"Well, OK hear me out." Holly retrieved the pillow I'd thrown at her and hugged it, resting her head on top. "Like I told you before, I've only ever kissed one girl before today, and not even in the fun way," she said, glancing down at my crotch. Butterflies rose in my stomach at the thought. Even though I'd long dropped my demonic form, my clit still tingled slightly.



"So as you can imagine, I've watched a load of porn. Like seriously, if I die, burn my computer, OK? There's shit on there that would break the minds of lesser men." I laughed, which made Holly smile. "Seriously. But anyway, I've watched a lot of girls go at it. Together, alone. I'd pair them up in my heads sometimes and imagine two of my favorite girls hooking up."



She sighed wistfully and then shook her head, "Damnit I'm rambling, I'm sorry. Point is… It's kind of hot to see someone I like fucking another person's brains out." She shrugged, then blushed brightly. "Uh, you know, not like, like-like. Um. Not that I don't like you…"



Holly gave a frustrated growl and buried her face in the pillow. "I'm just digging myself deeper."



I took a step forward and planted a kiss on the top of her head. "I understand. I kind of like you too."



She looked back up at me and smiled, "Kind of?"



I playfully nudged her with my hip and laughed, "Don't push your luck or I'll fill in that hole you just dug."



"All right, all right," she grinned. We laughed and talked for a while, maybe about an hour. We talked about all sorts of things. Sex and our favorite pornstars (I liked Stoya, she liked Lisa Ann, though we both agreed we loved Malena Morgan), movies, television (and our shared interest in Firefly), and about a hundred other little things.



Eventually though, I had to remind her to head to the store before they closed. I certainly didn't want to be stuck in this Ninja Turtle shirt until the next day. I gave her a wink and a smile as she left, and settled down onto the couch in the living room. It still held a faint whiff of sex, though that may have been my succubus senses talking. Either way, it was still relaxing to lay in, and I found myself dozing off almost immediately.



My cat nap was short lived as I was awoken by a knocking at the front door. I bolted upright in a panic and approached the entry way. I had no idea what to do. Should I answer it? What if it was one of Holly's friends, or family? I knew she didn't have any brothers or sisters, but cousins?



I glanced down at my clothing. Nope. Not answering the door.



There was another knock, and I eyed the door suspiciously, like it was a coiled viper about to strike. I tried to make sure I wouldn't be visible from any window. It was fairly easy, all the curtains on the first floor had been drawn to create the darkness needed for my summoning.



After a minute of waiting I thought maybe the visitor had left, and then I heard a voice. It was a deep, masculine voice. One that I recognized.



"I know you're in there Aeriel," Veshnial said in a raised voice. He wasn't shouting, merely speaking loud enough that I could hear.



I sighed. Seriously? Did they put a goddamn tracking beacon in my left tit or something? I stalked over to the door and peered out the peephole. Sure enough, there was Veshnial in his human form, patiently tapping his foot.



"What the hell are you doing here?" I asked as I opened the door.



Veshnial stepped inside. "Nice to see you too…" He stopped mid sentence and stared at me. "Damn girl, did you get in a fight with the 80's?"



"Hah, very funny. It turns out I can make clothing disappear. It's the reappearing part that's tricky, apparently," I glanced outside, making sure no one saw me, and closed the door. I turned back to him and glowered. "How did you find me?"



He held up an envelope and handed it to me. It was addressed to me, with my new name and… "Wait, this address… Is that this house?" He nodded. "How in the hell?"



"HR takes their job very seriously. They've got this filing cabinet that automatically updates the home address of every employee. Handy for sending out paystubs, like that one," he said, barely able to keep his eyes off my extremely revealing outfit.



"Oh thank God," I said, opening the envelope. "Or would it be, thank the Devil? I'm really unclear on who or what I'm working for."



Veshnial shrugged. "Who knows. Thank the guys in HR for setting up your account so quickly. Usually it takes them a few days."



I sorted through the contents of the envelope. Various "welcome to the company" type letters, and… aha, there it was. The paystub.



My jaw practically fell through the floor. "You've got to be kidding me," I said, amazed.



"Don't get too used to it. It's a signing bonus. It's meant to help you get started in your new life. Clothes, housing, transportation, food, etcetera. Your actual monthly paycheck will be much less, unless we get a funding boost."



I stared at the stub in shock for a moment more before turning my attention back to the envelope. There was something hard and plastic at the bottom. I reached in and pulled out… a credit card? The words Sin Express were written across the top in bold lettering, and it bore the face of what I could only assume to be the Devil at its center, the whole thing stylized like American currency. My name was imprinted in the bottom left corner, along with a series of numbers. Of course, the sequence started with 666. How original.



"We've adapted to the times in some respects. You can use that card anywhere, and I mean anywhere."



I marveled over the card. "Seriously. Hell has a bank? Is there a reason I should trust my money there?"



Veshnial barked a laugh. "I'd never trust my money with a demon. But yeah, I trust my money at that bank. If there's one thing you don't do it's screw over a bunch of century old demons. We can hold grudges."



I nodded slowly and smiled, "All right. It's a sad day when you trust the bank of Hell instead of your own local banks."



"Trust me, Aeriel. Mortal banks function on a level of evil that we can scarcely understand," he returned my smile.



"Now it seems like you've got things pretty much figured out here," he said, looking around the place. "Sorry about the summoning by the way. I have no idea how it got shunted off to you. You weren't supposed to be on the books until tomorrow. Could be that no one else in the department fit the bill."



I shrugged. "Well, it's worked out so far."



"It would appear so." He looked over the place and gave an impressed whistle. "You seem to have everything under control, so I'm going to head off now. Places to see and people to do, you know the drill."



He flashed me a wide, toothy grin as he took in my outfit one last time and departed, chuckling to himself.



I returned to the couch and stared down at the credit card. Twenty. Thousand. Dollars. I suppose it says something about my life that 20k seemed like a fortune. I'd never had that much money in one place in my life. Not with bills, student loans (which I no longer had to pay off! Take that!), taxes and various other expenditures. For a brief shining moment, I felt like a millionaire. And then I realized I was wearing a too-tight tank top made for a kid, a pair of Daisy Dukes that I couldn't button, and absolutely nothing else underneath.



Looks like I had a shopping spree to look forward to.


Chapter 8

I didn't sleep well that night. Normally when I can't sleep, it's because my mind is racing and I can't quell my insecurities and anxieties. This time, however, things were different. My mind was quiet, and I was at peace… but my goddamn boobs kept getting in the way.



If you've never had large breasts, I cannot accurately describe the situation. I was completely unable to sleep on my stomach, as I normally did, and even lying on my side proved troublesome. Laying on my back worked, but I'd never much cared for that position, and now with the new weight on my chest, it almost felt like some dark creature were sitting on my chest, siphoning my breath away. I eventually found a decent position, on my side and clutching a pillow to my chest. It wasn't the best position, but it worked, and I managed to drift off into a nice, dreamless sleep.



I woke up early the following morning, much earlier than I'd normally wake. I felt… I don't know… happy. My whole world was new and exciting, and I didn't want to spend it lazing about in bed. The fact that the bed was mildly uncomfortable did not help. So I slipped out of the covers, discarded the Ninja Turtles shirt which was the only thing I'd worn to bed, and set off to find the kitchen.



Holly had, at some point the previous night, cleaned away the ketchup smeared across the floor, and tidied up everything else. I found a plain white apron hanging from the oven handle, and tossed it on. The fact that I wore nothing else didn't really bother me. I wouldn't go dancing nude through the streets or anything, but here… I felt comfortable here. And it's not like I had much else to wear. The clothing Holly bought me were still in her room, and I didn't really want to wake her so early.



Regardless, I tied the apron around my waist and set about to work. Though her kitchen was scarcely stocked, she had eggs, pancake mix and coffee. After setting a fresh pot of coffee to brew, I scrambled up some eggs and set about making pancakes. I tried to make Mickey Mouse pancakes, but the resulting creation was little more than a mutant abomination that whispered "...kill meeeeeee…" I decided on normal pancakes after that.



I heard Holly stirring upstairs after a few minutes, possibly awoken by the smell of food and coffee. After the toilet flushed, I heard feet on the steps and then her voice somewhere behind me. "Whoa, what's going on here?"



Smiling wide, I turned around and struck a pose in the apron as she entered. She wore a large, baggy shirt that fell just past her crotch, and her hair was still sticking up in places, like she'd just been tongue bathed by a herd of cows. All in all a dishevelled look, but one that looked rather sexy on her. "Breakfast! You really need to do some grocery shopping, by the way," I said, ushering her over to the small kitchen table tucked in a corner. "We can totally do that after we do some serious shopping."



"Wow, someone's a morning person!" Holly sat at the table and inhaled deeply, seeming to savor the aromas filling the kitchen. I turned to grab her a plate and some food, but paused.



I was most assuredly not a morning person. I loathed morning people. I scowled at the pot of coffee brewing. Was this something to do with my transformation? I know sometimes my succubus instincts kicked in, but this was different. This wasn't merely information being fed to me. This was a different outlook. What if…



Holly gave me a playful slap on my bare ass, "Something wrong Aeriel?"



I shook my head and turned back to her, smiling. "No, nothing. Just drifted off there. Let me grab you a plate." I filled up a couple of plates with eggs, a couple pancakes each (I took the Mickey Mouse abomination), and filled a couple of mugs with coffee. Holly took hers with milk and no sugar. I on the other hand liked a little coffee and milk with my mug of sugar. Honestly, I hated coffee but I liked the energy bump I got from it. The more I drowned it in sweet, sweet empty calories, the better it tasted.



I took a long sip of my coffee-flavored sugar sludge and sighed happily. That hit the spot. While we ate, I found my thoughts drifting. Was my succubus nature affecting me more than I realised? The thought frightened me. What if I was no longer myself? I'd just been getting used to that little dark corner of my mind where my demonic instincts resided, and now… what if this succubus within warps my mind enough that I'm… not me anymore?



Holly seemed to notice my pensive look, and she had to snap her fingers in front of my face to get my attention.



"Huh, what?" I said, suddenly confused.



"I was saying, is there something on your mind? You've been out of it this morning… You've barely touched your food."



I looked at her plate, which was clean, and realized I'd barely picked at mine. "Oh, I'm sorry. Just had something on my mind."



"Care to share?" She rested an elbow on the table, and her chin on her palm. "Come on, I already know about your death and everything."



I pursed my lips. I didn't want to say anything about this to her, so I had to think quickly to find an answer that would suffice. "It's about the summoning."



One of Holly's eyebrows went up in curiosity. "Oh? What about it?"



"Well, I was wondering why I haven't been thrown back to, y'know, where I came from. You said once the duty had been performed, I'd be sent back, right?"



Holly suddenly blushed and looked down, "Uh, right. Right."



"So I figured I should have been punted back or something after our little escapade on the couch last night. But," I said, stretching out the word. "That's not what you stated when you summoned me, was it?"



Her blush got even brighter. She refused to look at me, and said nothing.



"You summoned me to take your virginity, didn't you? And you're still a virgin. I never went down on you last night, after that amazing tongue work you did on me." I grinned as her cheeks turned beet red.



"Well, I didn't want you to go anywhere…" she said, shyly glancing up at me.



"Oh, I'm not going anywhere," I replied with a husky voice. I stood, pushing the chair away, and then got down on my hands and knees, crawling under the table.



"What are… Oh!" she cried as I ran my hands along her bare outer thighs. The makeshift nightie she wore barely covered her groin when she was standing, but here it created a window. A window to a tantalizing cave of wonder and delights. She looked down at me and nervously murmured, "B-But your food, it'll get cold!"



Brushing my cheeks over the top of her legs, I smiled up through the small gap. "Oh, that's not what I plan on eating right now."



I placed my fingertips on her inner knees and gently pushed. She got the idea, and her legs spread wide. A toothy grin took over my face. Holly wasn't wearing any panties. Perfect.



Inching forward between her legs, I could see a faint smile on her face. She'd been looking forward to this as much as I was. Holly was fully shaved, like myself (something I'd not taken note of before… I suppose I'd have to start shaving now), and her pussy lips were absolutely glistening with moisture.



"My, my," I said, carefully extending my tongue to lap at her outer lips. "Someone's excited."



Holly almost melted as my tongue touched her nethers. She definitely sank down the chair, which worked out well for me, because she sank right down into my waiting mouth. My lips latched on to that delicious pubic mound and sucked hungrily.



"I… aaaah, haaaah," Holly began, her words magically transforming into moans as my tongue found her little pleasure pearl. "I've dreamt of this moment my wh-whooooooole life. I m-may have gotten a l-little excited this morning… A-and last night… Aaaah!"



"Such a naughty girl," I said. At least, I tried to. My mouth was full of pussy at the time, so what came out was more like, "Muff a notty gorl." Either way, it didn't matter. I pressed my tongue into her folds, slipping it into her wet cunt.



I felt a surge of energy run through me. It came from a place deep within my body, a place I hadn't known existed until last night's sexual adventure. My reserves of sexual energy that Veshnial told me about. I felt a spark of power escape, cascading through my body like a lightning bolt until it found its target…



My tongue suddenly quivered and exploded into astounding rainbow fireworks of pleasure so intense my whole body shook. Despite the confusing waves of bliss, I could instinctively feel what was happening to my tongue. It was… lengthening, slipping deeper into Holly's sweet love canal, and the flavors that came with it were exquisite like fruits and candies.



I felt my lover convulse above me and grip the table to stop herself from simply falling over. "How… How…" she tried to form a question, but every time she opened her mouth moans and lewder sounds poured out from within. I didn't know how either, but I wasn't about to complain now.



With my new elongated tongue I delved into Holly's depths, slurping at the insides of her cunt greedily. I made sure not to neglect her pleasure center, though, and carefully rubbed my nose against her clit while I went spelunking. Her legs quivered, and I felt thighs tightening around my head, engulfing me in her warmth. I didn't care. The only thing that mattered was the sweet honeypot before me.



My tongue lapped at her vaginal walls, until I found a slightly rougher patch… the g-spot. I let the tip of my tongue roll over the patch, and heard Holly let out a startled "Oh!" as her legs squeezed my head even tighter. Perfect. I concentrated my attention there, slipping my tongue over the spot as I thrusted it in and out, as though it were a cock. She was about to get a tongue-fucking of a lifetime.



I gripped her legs so she wouldn't be able to wriggle away from me, and went to town. My tongue delved deep, sliding along her g-spot with every slithering movement. She tried to protest, and I felt her hands on my head, trying half-heartedly to draw me away, but I wouldn't let her. We both wanted this. We both needed this. And I wouldn't stop until she was completely satiated.



The room echoed with Holly's gasps of ecstasy and, briefly, the sounds of the kitchen table being roughly pushed away. Holly grasped at anything and everything, her whole body quivering and trying to find some anchor point, some stability. When the table failed, her hands returned to my head, but not to push me away. Instead she pulled me even deeper, her shaky voice saying, "Ohh yes, r-r-right there. Ohmygod, ohmygod," and a dozen other senseless words.



The chair itself rattled and Holly damn near collapsed as I brought her to her first orgasm. I saw it ripple through her. I felt it go through her and then pass to me like a static shock. Power, like last night, surged into me and I felt stronger, tougher, and hornier. I felt, in a flash, everything she was going through. The warmth all over my body. The tender invader deep in my needy cunt. The desperation for more.



I tightened my grip on Holly's legs and redoubled my efforts. One orgasm was not enough, I knew. Even as that one was still rebounding off her nerves, I pushed her for a second. Then a third. My tongue lapped at every inch of her folds, but I simply couldn't stay away from the clit or the g-spot. Every time I brushed over she would writhe, almost doubling over impulsively, and I absolutely adored the "ooohs" and "aaahs" emanating from her throat.



It felt like I was down there for hours bringing her to orgasm after orgasm. I knew women could have multiple orgasms, but this was… unnatural, and I knew it was my doing. With every lick I transfered just a little bit of energy back into her, and in turn with every new mind shattering orgasm fed back into me.



I honestly don't know how long we went at it. It was like a feedback loop of ecstasy and neither of us wanted to stop. Our bodies, on the other hand, had other ideas. We both must have blacked out at some point, because I came to some time later curled up under the table with her wrapped tightly in my arms. She was still wearing her pajamas, but my apron had long since been abandoned.



"What… the hell was that?" I murmured to myself.



"Mmm, I have no idea… But I liked it," Holly replied, her voice a low purr.



I looked down at the little spoon between my arms and smiled weakly, "Been up long?"



"About a minute. I didn't want to disturb you… and I'm honestly not sure my legs will support me right now." I couldn't see it, but I knew she was grinning from ear to ear. "That was fucking amazing. I can't believe I've waited this long to get laid. Is it always like that?"



"Well… I'm not exactly the best person to ask, but I don't think so," I said, pulling her into a closer cuddle. "I think there was some serious succubus shenanigans going on there."



"Damn. That's too bad. I could get used to that."



"On the other hand… I'm fairly sure I can replicate the effects any time now." To help illustrate the statement, I ran a finger along Holly's exposed arm, sending just a tiny amount of power into it. The effect was immediate. Holly moaned slightly and shivered, one hand instinctively diving between her legs.



"God you are better than any toy."


Chapter 9

Again, it took us a while to get our legs back under us. We've already spent a lot of time cuddling, what's a little more? After Holly managed to get up, she made her way to one of the showers, and I went to another. I wanted to join her in the shower, I really did, but we both knew that if I did, we'd be spending the rest of the day writhing mid-coitus. It wasn't an entirely unappealing prospect, but I really did want to get some new clothing, so I had to make an effort of will to deny my hornier nature.



It also gave me the chance to inspect myself a bit more thoroughly. Namely the new addition in my mouth. I stared in the mirror and stuck out my tongue. It seemed normal to me.



I pushed it out further and tried to touch my nose. A shiver traveled down my spine, and I saw my tongue grow. The wet muscle curled around and touched the tip of my nose like it was no big deal.



Wicked.



I idly wondered how long it could get, and tried to stick it out as far as possible. The result was astonishing. I had a foot long tongue. Ok, really it was just a hair over thirteen inches, and that wasn't counting the length of tongue still in my mouth, but foot long sounds a lot better. The damn thing was fully prehensile, and unfortunately for me I could still taste through it just fine. If you ever find yourself with a foot long prehensile tongue, do not, I repeat do not pick up a bar of soap. Blech.



After retracting the tongue… retract? Withdraw? Can these words be any less sexy? After pulling my tongue back in, I took the opportunity to inspect my mouth. It looked perfectly normal. No coiled up snake-tongue hiding anywhere. It was just a normal tongue. Well, I guess that's useful.



Relatively satisfied with my changes, I hopped into the shower and prepared myself for the day ahead.



----------




Shopping as a woman was so much more fun than as a man. The multitude of colors, styles, cuts and fits astounded and fascinated me. Holly was more than happy to help me with the finer details, and she had a good eye for fashion. I ended up spending about a thousand bucks at our first stop, 1500 at the second, and another $800 at Victoria's Secret. We're talking about a completely new wardrobe here, after all. I needed clothing for all weather types, and any eventuality. A few summer dresses here and there, tons of pants and skirts though I tended away from anything too frilly or "girly." It just wasn't my style.



For the first time in my life, I understood why women obsessed over shoes so much. One pair just doesn't suffice, they just don't go with every outfit, and certainly not every scenario. You needed all sorts of different styles and colors if you wanted to be ready for anything, and I did. I bought a couple different pairs of sneakers, some cute flats, an amazing pair of black fuck-me heels (as the saleswoman put it), some more casual heels, sandals for the beach, a pair of latex knee-high boots, and finally a pair of tough motorcycle boots. They still had a heel to them, but I'll be damned if they weren't sexy as hell.



I didn't bother picking up more than a token amount of makeup though. The woman at the cosmetics counter was so envious when I told her I wasn't wearing any makeup at all. Apparently women around the world would kill for my complexion. Still, I did pick up a few shades of lipstick and eyeshadow, just in case I needed them to create just the perfect look.



Our last stop was an electronics place, where I picked up all the various gizmos and gadgets every girl needs. Cell phone, tablet, a nice case for the phone with the word "Succubus" written across with flourishing letters. (Hey, it was Holly's idea, don't blame me. I thought it a tad too blatant.) The saleswoman tried hard to sell me on a selfie stick, but when I threatened to shove it up her ass and break the handle off, she got the idea that I was, perhaps, not interested.



All in all I had blown a sizeable chunk of cash by mid-afternoon, and we'd nearly burnt out on shopping as we decided to simply walk the mall. That was possibly the best part of the day so far, simply checking out stores and wandering around. I'd never been in this particular mall, and Holly had rarely come, so it was something for us to discover together.



However, with the excitement of near-constant shopping dying down, I became increasingly aware of a presence inside my own head. I tried not to think about it, afraid it would only confirm my suspicions about the succubus within… but as time wore on, I could no longer ignore it. It throbbed in my consciousness like a heartbeat.



That's when it hit me, it was a heartbeat. Not mine. I rested my gaze on Holly as she bought us a soft pretzel to share, and I realized it was hers. If I concentrated, I could feel the butterflies in her stomach as she shot a sideways glance at me, feel her pulse quicken and breath grow shallow as she was no doubt reliving the events of last night and this morning in her head.



We wandered some more, though I was more interested in this new connection we'd suddenly forged to really pay attention to our surroundings. I snapped back to the present only when I'd noticed her heart rate increase, growing nervous… was that a touch of envy?



I glanced around confused until I saw what Holly was looking at. A gaggle of girls stood not far away. Each carried a collection of shopping bags (not unlike the score I'd already deposited in Holly's car), and each was blonde, buxom, provocatively dressed, and undeniably vapid. They tittered madly to each other while simultaneously tapping away on their phones. They were bimbos in their natural habitat, feasting on their prey: unsuspecting clothing stores and daddy's bank account. I never would have given them a second look if not for the way Holly stared.



"Really? You're jealous of them?" I said quietly as the bimbos started moving again. Typical herd mentality. They'd most certainly go off and graze on another store. Such is the way of nature.



Holly seemed to snap out of whatever daze she was in and looked at me, a blush rising in her cheeks, "What? How did you… No, of course not."



I shot a look back over my shoulder at the girls. "You sure? 'Cause you were staring pretty hard back there. I thought your eyes were about to pop out and roll across the floor."



"Ugh, fine, yes… Just a little jealous," she grumbled, holding up her thumb and forefinger to show a small length.



"Go on."



"Well, you know my story. No sex, lots of porn… And let me tell you, a lot of porn features blonde, buxom bimbo babes like that," she jerked a hand over her shoulder, gesturing at the swarm of sluts before they disappeared out of sight. "I thought they were, y'know, pretty fucking hot. Huge tits, never ashamed of who they were, always down to fuck whatever and whenever. They didn't overthink or over complicate things, they just went with the flow. It seemed pretty liberating to me."



I slowly nodded, putting the pieces together myself. The emotions I felt from her certainly weren't just attraction. "So you figured it'd be great to be like them, didn't you?"



She shrugged, "Well, yeah. To be completely free to embrace my sexuality, unafraid of shame or worry or fear. It seemed really great at the time. But, well, then I tried to actually befriend some girls like that, back in college. Holy shit are they the bitchiest, most obnoxious cunts on the face of the Earth."



I actually laughed at that. "Yep. Yes they are."



"After that, well… I moved on. Still seems tempting though, every once in a while."



I nodded understandingly and then nearly jumped out of my skin as my new cell phone vibrated in my pocket (screw you, I don't need a purse). The default ringtone sounded loudly, an annoying series of chiptunes that the original Nintendo would be ashamed of. Frowning, I dug it out and looked at the screen. Who the fuck would be calling me? The only person I knew, in this life at least, was Holly, and she was standing right next to me as confused as I was.



I didn't recognize the number shown on the screen, but since it bore a 666 area code, I had a sneaking suspicion of who it was.



"Veshnial," I grumbled, answering the phone.



"Nice to talk to you too," came his reply.



"You gotta stop spying on me, or my file, or whatever it is that's keeping tabs on me." Holly frowned, concerned, though I held up a hand to calm her.



"Need you. You're in the area. Tell your girlfriend you'll meet her back home and teleport over to me."



"Teleport? I can't do that!"



"Sure you can. I'll give you a little pull from my side, just grab the rope and hang on.



Holly folded her arms and asked, "Who is it? How did they get your number already?"



I sighed and placed a hand over the bottom of the phone. "It's my boss. He wants me to meet him somewhere. Told me to tell you to head home."



Her frown deepened, "Well you can tell him…"



My stomach lurched. There it was. A sudden chill swept over me, and then I felt the piercing sensation in my shoulders, as though someone rammed hooks into my chest and looped them around my collarbones.



I could only choke out "See you at home!" before the summoning swept me away from her. And from my sanity. Colors and sounds blasted through me once again, an unknowable cacophony of sensations. I felt shades of blue that were happy, smelled words that tasted fuzzy. All in all, it felt like my insides had suddenly become my outsides.



Then it stopped.



I stood next to Veshnial, hacking and coughing to catch my breath. He waited patiently, and when it seemed like I'd finished, he folded his arms and grunted.



"We have a problem."



"What pro-" I started. I would have continued, but the sight before me stole the breath from my lungs as easily as the summoning. At least ten people were spread out on the floor, all naked, all covered in sweat and various unsavory bodily fluids. At first I thought they were dead, but a young woman, brunette and quite buxom yawned, rolled over, nestled her face into a man's groin and promptly began snoring.



"Why'd you summon me to an orgy? I mean, I appreciate the invitation and all, but what's the problem?"



A new voice appeared somewhere behind me. "The problem is that, up until an hour ago, none of these people knew each other. They were complete strangers. Something compelled them all to meet here and fuck each other into unconsciousness."


Chapter 10

The room seemed to be some kind of storage room. A large shutter gate took up the majority of one wall, and boxes had been stacked on either side, some on tall shelves while others were merely piled on top of one another. The floor was dirty concrete, certainly not where I'd want to have an orgy, though these people didn't seem to agree.



I turned around to regard the new voice, who was standing in the doorway leading to the storefront of whatever business this was. He was tall, at least 6'3", with slicked back black hair, a pointed nose, and a substantial five-o'clock shadow. He wore a traditional business suit, though I could tell the material was fairly cheap. Clothing like that was meant to give the air of wealth, with none of the upfront cost.



Taking a deep breath, I opened my Sight and shuddered. This was not a man. He was a demon, like me or Veshnial, but had long ago abandoned his humanity. Veshnial told me that demons become what they believe demons to look like, that it was all based on expectations. This man expected demons to be horrific monsters.



He was even taller now, seven feet or more. It was difficult to tell, since he was hunched over to even fit in the room. His skin reminded me of burnt meat: it was completely black, with knobby scales protruding in random locations. Some sections even split apart, revealing bright pink flesh beneath. His eyes were the worst. They were complete voids. All the other otherworldly beings I'd encountered so far had something lurking just behind their eyes. This man had nothing. He was… completely dead inside.



"What the fuck are you doing here, Narisael?" Veshnial said, turning on his heel to glare at the newcomer. The sudden noise snapped me back to the present, and I closed my Sight immediately.



"I'd heard down the grapevine that you were having some problems up here," the horror in men's clothing said casually. Even his voice sounded disturbing now that I'd seen his true form. "After all, I know you're having financial troubles, and since we're such great friends I thought I'd come lend my aid."



"Well you can get lost, we don't need you here."



Narisael shrugged and turned his palms up in an apologetic manner. "My mistake. I'll go, but first you simply must introduce me to your fetching new assistant. I don't believe we've had the pleasure." He stared directly at me and bowed, never moving his eyes so much as a centimeter.



Veshnial sighed, "This is Aeriel, my newest succubus. Which you already knew, thanks to your little 'grapevine.'"



"Enchanted to meet your acquaintance, Aeriel. Should you ever tire of this slob, I could have a job for you in an instant," he snapped his fingers for effect. "Three times the pay, half the work, room and board, all the perks you can imagine."



I frowned. This guy was seriously offering me a job?



"She doesn't want to be one of your whores, Naris," Veshnial said angrily, clenching his fists tightly. Then he looked at me and explained. "Narisael here runs one of our other branches, down around the LA area. Takes advantage of young, impressionable men, women and demons. Forces them into a sort of sexual slavery. Hooks them on drugs, makes them fuck and sells it as porn."



Narisael gasped, holding a hand over his chest. "Porn? Me? I make high quality adult entertainment is what I do. And what is it you do here? While away the years, lamenting the arrival of the information age, just like your predecessor? You really must grow with the times. Besides, I think Aeriel here is man enough to choose for herself."



I furrowed my brow in anger. He knew. Somehow he knew.



"I could set you up in a nice suite. You'd be a star you know. Everyone would want to watch you getting fucked every which way from Sunday. I hear you've never even touched another dick. Well we'd cure that right away. The people love to see virgins fucked into eager little cum sluts."



My hands were suddenly balled into fists and I took a step forward… right as Veshnial stepped in front of me and slugged Narisael right in the jaw. I heard a sick popping sound, and the skeezeball newcomer stumbled backwards several steps, clutching at his chin.



He shifted his jaw several times, and it was clear the thing was dislocated. Narisael glowered at Veshnial, and roughly jammed his jaw back into place as though it weren't the most painful and disturbing thing ever. He rubbed at the side of his face a few times and jerked his mouth around a few times.



"Now, now Vesh, you're know interdepartmental violence is frowned on. Well, unless you work for Wrath, which neither of us do. I could have your job for that," he tutted lightly, waggling a finger at my boss. "But since we're such good friends, I'll let it slide."



Veshnial grunted his disdain.



"And you, Miss Lyrien," he nodded in my direction and smiled. "Consider my offer. I'd love to pound that sweet little pussy of yours myself, but for your debut I'm thinking… gangbang."



I ground my teeth and flipped him the bird. "If I ever start dating maggots, I promise you'll at least be in the top ten."



His smile widened into a grin, then he said, "Good day to you both," and left.



I physically shook myself as soon as the door closed and made a noise that could only be spelled out as "Euewugh." I felt like I needed a boiling hot shower, about twenty pounds of steel wool, and hydrochloric acid rendered into soap form to scrub away the repugnant stench of his presence from my body.



"Tell me about it," Veshnial said, calmly waiting for me to finish. "I've had to deal with that asshole since I took over this post. He's about as charming as a cold piece of dogshit."



He grunted his own displeasure and turned back to the orgy. Damn, I'd nearly forgotten about them. Good thing none of them seemed conscious enough to hear any of that conversation.



"I want you to investigate this incident, Aeriel. This was no casual sex adventure. These people reek of demonic magic, and that means we have an unauthorized incubus or succubus on our turf."



I rubbed my chin thoughtfully, which was weird without my normal stubble. It was still going to take a while to get used to this transformation fully. "Is that a problem? I mean, isn't causing lust kind of what we're supposed to do? Almost seems like this guy did us a favor."



Veshnial snorted. "Hah, hardly. See, whenever you gain energy, some of that energy flows right into Hell. Like a tax, you could say. You get most of it, but Hell claims a small amount for itself. Rogue agents, they don't pay their taxes. They take it all, without Hell getting their cut."



"So what, we're the IRS now? Going after someone for tax fraud?"



"I know it doesn't sound important," he sighed, rubbing his forehead slowly. "But the consequences are dire for the department. Our chief concern is not looking weak. If word gets out that you can just waltz into our territory and do whatever you want, we'll have a bigger problem on our hands. And if it starts impacting our own energy gains, there's a big chance our budget might get slashed, or we'll just get fired outright."



I nodded slowly, "Okay, I guess that makes sense… I'm no detective though."



"You don't have to be. Each of these people has the smell of alcohol on them, so it's a very good chance that they were all in a bar together with our rogue incubus. I just need you to check out some of the bars around here, use your Sight, see what you can dig up. I'm not asking you to take him down or anything, just see if you can identify anything or anyone suspicious. I'll take care of the rest."



"Just go out for a few drinks? I think I can do that…"



"Good. Might as well take your girlfriend along with you. Makes for a good cover."



I frowned. "Well, as long as she's not in any danger, I suppose it wouldn't hurt. Uh, hey Veshnial, can I ask you a question?"



He stepped over a few bodies and leaned down to inspect one more closely before moving on. "Sure, kid. I might even give you an answer."



Thoughts of Holly rolled through me. I could feel her again, her heartbeat pulsing within my own chest, throbbing steadily. She was… driving home. A little grumpy, it would seem. I couldn't blame her. I wouldn't like being suddenly abandoned in a shopping mall either.



"Ever since I… ahem… you know, did the thing with this girl, I've had this odd sensation. Like I can feel her at any given moment. It's not always there, but if I give it a little bit of thought, she just pops right up into my mind. How she's feeling, what she's doing… It's kind of creepy."



Veshnial crossed an arm across his chest and rubbed at his several day old stubble, a grin forming on his face. "Hot damn, you lucky devil you."



I contorted my face in genuine confusion. "Sorry?"



"Was this girl, by chance, a virgin?"



"I really don't think it's my place to say…"



"Taking that as a yes," he stepped over a few more bodies and clapped me on the shoulder proudly. "Virgins have power. There's a reason why we venerate it so. A virgin is, according to history, pure and unspoilt, innocent and wholesome. All that's trash. The important thing is that everyone has an untapped potential of magical energies within them. When you have sex for the first time, you unconsciously tap into that reservoir, and in turn, share it with your partner.



"Most people never realize it, they just feel their first time as something really special, and rarely forget it. When it comes to beings like us, however, who can manipulate this type of energy, it's a lot more noticeable. You form an emotional bond with that person, a bridge between your soul and theirs. You can feel what they feel, know where they are, and with a little practice you can even influence them at range."



Veshnial chuckled quietly to himself, "Hell, back in the day, some humans knew this. They would summon lust demons and offer their virginity in exchange for a portion of magical power. Witches, they were called, forming unholy compacts with demons.



"Nowadays, however," he continued, "virgins are quite hard to find. Kids start earlier, and virginity is prized less and less. So good on you, kid. She's one in a million."



I took all this in and smiled slightly. "Yes she is…"


Chapter 11

"That's a really shitty plan," Holly said bluntly. I'd just told her about my new assignment, and the plan to frequent a few bars looking for anyone giving off a shady rapist sort of vibe.



"Well, it's not like I can do much more, right? I'm not a cop or anything, and this is the only lead we have."



Holly shook her head sadly. "And what a lead it is. They all had a drink before jumping into a big sex pile. God knows I'd want a drink or five too if I had to fuck nine other people."



"Like I said, it's the best we have," I shrugged. "So do you want to come along, or not?"



She stamped her foot and looked me dead in the eyes, "Fuck yes I do! What kind of bar are we talking? Biker bar? Strip club? High class joint?"



"Uhh, does it matter?"



"Duh! You don't show up at a biker bar in the same clothes you'd wear to the Ritz. We have to blend in, right? Not look too out of place? So what are we talking?"



I sighed and spread my hands in a defeated gesture, "Fine. I figured since it's close to the 'orgy', we could take a look at McMurphy's Pub."



"Ah, so just casual dress then. Well, good for me. I don't have anything formal or trashy," she laughed lightly. "I was just hoping to dress you up."



I gave her a cool look, "I'm sure you'll get a chance to undress me later. For now, though, let's get ready and head on over."



----------




Holly tossed on a pair of loose shorts and a tight fitting t-shirt that read "Han Shot First" and showed a small, superdeformed version of Greedo with a gaping hole in his chest. How delightfully nerdy.



I, on the other hand, opted for something slightly more concealing, despite the heat outside. I still wasn't completely comfortable showing my body off in public, so a plain white tee and skinny jeans suited me just fine. A succubus I may be, but that doesn't mean I have to flaunt it to everyone and their brother.



McMurphy's Pub was a quiet little place not far from Holly's house. It had an old rustic feel to it, which I feel was slightly marred by the Starbucks that sat right next door. We entered and sat at the bar. Holly ordered us each a beer while I took the opportunity to check around the room. I'm not sure what I was expecting, maybe a big neon sign saying "Bad Guy Right Here, Hint Hint Hint", but everyone seemed normal. There were a few other people sitting at the bar, some of them talking to each other, or the bartender.



Others were scattered out on the tables, many watching a sports game or another on the various televisions. Then of course there were the pool players at the far end of the room. A pair of people who were taking turns shooting, though one looked considerably more inebriated than his comrade.



I sighed and sipped at the beer, glancing at Holly. "I honestly have no idea what I'm looking for. Who here seems like an orgy-inducing pervert?"



Holly downed a good half of her beer in one go before looking around the room herself. Damn. "Okay, okay, I've watched a lifetime's worth of crime dramas. A few of them starring vampires and immortals, so…" She motioned to an older guy sitting at the far end of the bar. He wore a beat up cowboy hat that was drawn down, covering part of his face.



"What's his story, huh? Maybe he wants to relive the good old days of the sixties. Free love, baby."



"Or," I countered, squinting at him, "he's in an unhappy marriage and coming here is his only escape from an abusive wife."



Holly waved a hand dismissively, "How about those guys then?" She motioned to the pool players. "Fresh out of college, maybe they dug up some ancient book of sex magic."



"Ancient book of what? You can't be serious."



She turned to me with a blank stare.



"Ah, right. I'm still new to this whole thing, don't look at me like that. So what, they found a book and it schedules orgies? Kind of a shitty book."



Her gaze turned back to the two "suspects" and she shrugged. "It's just a theory. Oh! Here they come, look natural!" She rotated in place and began examining her beer in great detail.



My gaze, however, remained fixed on the pair as they approached. A creeping sense of dread washed over me. The more inebriated of the two stumbled up to the bar with the grace of a practiced drinker. Just enough stumbling without eating dirt. He held up two fingers to the bartender and slurred, "Another round for me and my friend here."



I knew that face. I knew that drunken slur. How could I not? We'd known each other since middle school. Tom Delaney. One of my best friends. Holy fuck. I had to really concentrate to pry my eyes off of him and stare at my drink as though it were suddenly the most important thing in the world.



Tom fucking Delaney. Here. Fuck.



"What's wrong," Holly said, looking at me with concern shining in her eyes, "you look like you've seen a ghost."



I tried to steady myself, but my voice came out shaky and uneven. "That guy… I know him. He was one of my friends."



Her eyes went wide and her mouth fell open slightly. "Ohh. Wow. So he still thinks you're…"



"Dead. The me he knew is dead," I stammered, then took a long drink from my beer. I really, really wanted something stronger, but I didn't dare call attention to myself.



A gruffer voice spoke, not too far away, "Alright Tommy boy, I think you've had enough. Just pay up and we'll call you a cab."



I turned slowly to see the second pool player clamp a hand on Tom's shoulder. He was not like Tom. Tom was a lean guy. Not small, but not very big either. He had a runner's build, whereas this new guy was more of a linebacker, with all the physique of a stone slab.



Tom ran a hand through his short black hair while he turned around. Crap. I knew what that meant. He was out of money, and apparently in deep with Mr. Meatbrain. "Hey come on friend," Tom slurred as the bartender set down two more beers. "One more game, winner takes all. Whaddya say? Jus' buy this round, will ya? I'm a little short."



"Short? The fuck you mean you're short. You owe me two-fifty!" Mr. Meatbrain's brow furrowed as the rusty gears in his brain began turning. "You fuckin' broke Tommy?"



Tom laughed nervously and took a long pull from his beer. "Broke? Nah. I'm jus'… financially impaired at the moment. You know how it is."



The thug did not. He pulled his arm back, clenched his hand into a fist and then drove it into Tom's stomach. Hard. I felt rage boil up within me, but I pushed it down, bottling it up.



The bartender turned away, as did most of the other patrons. I couldn't. There was no way in hell I was going to let this walking, talking Moai head beat my friend. I stood abruptly, sending my stool tumbling to the ground.



Holly stared at me wide-eyed. I felt shock pulse through her. Her eyes pleaded with me to not get involved, but her voice remained silent.



"You've had your fun, Scarecrow. Let him go," I growled. All eyes turned to me now. I could feel the energy of the room; things like this just didn't happen.



Meatbrain slowly turned to regard me. I could practically see a gear twitching into motion as he opened his mouth. "Scarecrow?"



"Yeah, you know," I smiled and sang the next part. "'If I only had a brain!' Don't tell me you haven't seen Wizard of Oz."



It was his turn to growl, "Who the fuck do you think you are, slut? This guy ain't going anywhere. He owes me two-hundred and fifty bucks, and one way or another I'll get it. Even if I have to beat it out of him." He made his point by slamming his fist into Tom's stomach a second time. Tom, to his credit, did not completely buckle over and puke, but he wavered in place, his eyes darting from me to Little Miss Brain Damage, clearly unsure of what was going on.



I never took my eyes off of Meatbrain. I dug around in one pocket before producing a few folded bills. Quickly plucking out two hundred-dollar bills, I slapped them on the table and shoved the rest back into my pants pocket. "There. Two hundred."



Meatbrain inspected the money before sneering and tucking it away into his shirt pocket. "I said two-fifty. What's the matter, can't count too well?"



"That punch cost you fifty. First one was free. You wanna punch him again? I can take a fifty back."



He furrowed his brow in great concentration. Gears whirled in his head and if one were to focus really hard, you'd smell burning rubber. Finally, he shoved Tom towards me and snarled, "Fine, he's more trouble than he's worth."



I supported him under one arm and motioned for Holly to help. She carefully stood up and took him under the other. We made to leave, but Meatbrain stopped us, stooped over and looked Tom in the eyes.



"Nice of your girlfriend to help you out Tommy boy. This whore's got bigger balls than you. Pity too, 'cause she got's some nice fucking tits." He turned his gaze back to me, and I could feel him eyeing me up, mentally undressing me. "If you ever decide to split with this loser, I've got a real dick right here for you. I could give it to you long and hard babydoll."



I tried to keep my cool, really I did, but I had a lot of anger built up. Anger at my death, at my new lot in life. Rage towards that scumbag Narisael. Most importantly, anger at seeing my friend beaten. I didn't even care about his comments towards me. It was just a catalyst.



I stepped away from Tom, letting Holly take his weight and glared at Meatbrain. Then I balled my hand into a fist and clocked him right in the jaw. I had expected him to reel back, clutch at his face and glower at me. I had even expected him to laugh off the punch, since I was never particularly strong as a man.



What I had not expected was for him to fly back about ten feet into a solid wood pillar. He slammed against the post with a powerful thud and slumped to the ground, unconscious. I blinked. Holy. Shit.



Without another word, I turned, slipped Tom's arm over my shoulder and stalked away. I could feel the eyes of every patron on me. Hell, I could sense Holly's shock radiating through the emotional link. Still, we carried the confused and nearly insensate Tom right out of the pub without a single word.



Silence reigned as we loaded Tom into the backseat of Holly's car, and it damn near secured a second term until my voice performed a coup. I just couldn't sit in the quiet any longer.



I sighed heavily and glanced back at Tom, who was now snoring and drooling all over the upholstery. At least there was no vomit. Thank God for the little things. "Sorry about that in there," I said, clenching one hand in the other worryingly.



Through the emotional link I felt Holly relax, like a burden had been lifted from her shoulders. "I didn't want to say anything," she muttered quietly.



"I didn't know I could do that. You know, the whole super strength thing. I was just so angry at Meatbrain…"



Holly rubbed her thumbs against the steering wheel for a minute. "I don't think the others saw it, but you got pretty… scary in there. What with the fiery eyes and horns. It wasn't like the other night." She shuddered, and from the look in her eyes I knew she was scared of me too.



I closed my eyes tightly, wishing I could take the whole thing back. No such luck. Cursing to myself, I checked on Tom, making sure he wasn't coming to anytime soon, then turned to Holly. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to scare you. I won't do it again."



She arched an eyebrow at me, then placed a comforting hand on my shoulder. "Actually, it was kind of hot."



My reaction can only be transcribed as, "Ab-wah?"



She checked the rearview mirror and then grinned at me, "I mean, it took me by surprised but goddamn. You knocked that guy off his feet! Literally! It was amazing! Ka-pow, right in the kisser!" Any trace of apprehension had dissolved from her voice, replaced by giddy enthusiasm. "You could be a superhero! By day, she's a mild-mannered succubus, but when nightfall comes, she's Devil-Girl! Protector of the innocent and bane of douchebags!"



Heat rose in my cheeks and I looked down at my hands. "Really?"



She turned to regard me with passion in her eyes and said, "You have no idea how much I want to fuck you right now."



A tingling sensation overtook my body, and I couldn't help but blush even harder. "Drive faster," I muttered quietly, clenching my thighs together.



"You got it, Devil-Girl!"


Chapter 12

I don't know how we got Tom inside. I know we dragged him from the car and I dumped him unceremoniously onto the couch, but the rest was a complete blur.



Warm lips met with hot flesh and our tongues danced ballets over each others skin. Despite the chaos of sensual pleasure, we somehow found our way onto Holly's bed, and as I pushed her back onto it, I couldn't bear the erotic lust growing within me. Seizing upon the reserves of energy within me, I banished my clothing to whatever black oblivion would take them, though I had to stop myself from doing the same to hers. I could sacrifice my own wardrobe, but if I destroyed too many more of her geeky shirts, she might have a bone or two to pick with me.



I would just have to disrobe her the old fashioned way. Not that I was complaining, mind. I slipped my hands beneath her shirt, feeling her supple skin beneath my fingertips. She squirmed at my touch. Warmth and energy gathered, crossing the spiritual bridge between us, feeding into my erotic hunger. In one deft move, I pulled the shirt up and away, tossing it aside.



As a guy, bras confused the hell out of me, like they were some strange alien contraption ready to bite my fingers off at any moment. Since my change, it was a different story entirely. I reached under Holly and, with one hand, unlatched the bra and sent it in the same direction as her shirt. Holly's perky breasts stared up at me, her inverted nipples aching for my touch again. Who am I to disappoint such fine upstanding nipples? Well, they'll definitely be upstanding in a second… My mouth descended on one nipple, and then the other, lavishing each with my tongue until they stood at full attention.



Holly giggled, her face reddening. "Fuck you do that so well. Come here," she said, gripping the back of my head and pulling me into a kiss. Her soft lips felt heavenly. I could barely stop myself from melting into her embrace. The void between my legs ached and yearned for attention, and I had just the thing in mind.



"Let's see what else you can do with that mouth," I whispered into her ear. I pushed her down flat onto the bed and climbed on top of her. Turning around so I could see her body as it worked, I positioned my dripping cunt right over her mouth. Holly wasted no time at all. Her lips engulfed my own as she slurped my juices away.



I arched my back and moaned rather girlishly. God it felt exquisite. But I knew something that would make it feel even better. I dug down inside myself and let out that succubus within me. I could feel horns erupt from my hairline and… something else. I turned my attention to the large mirror next to the bedroom door and stared at myself.



A heat spread over me, erotic and sensual. My skin felt like it was on fire. Patches of red skin appeared on my reflection, spreading rapidly. I wanted to scream out in panic, but the only thing that came from my mouth was a deep, satisfied moan as Holly's tongue slipped into my hungry pussy. It took no time at all for the color to spread, and within seconds, I was red from head to toe. Even my horns had taken on a reddish cast at the base.



If that weren't bad enough. Right next to the mirror, the bedroom door stood open… and Tom stood staring at me and Holly.



Fuck.



----------




A minute later, the three of us were sitting on the couch. Holly and I were fully clothed once more, and Tom's face was bright red. He couldn't bring himself to look at either of us. Honestly, neither could I.



I've never had someone walk in on me during sex. Let alone sex as a woman, and a demon at that. If it had been anyone else, I would have taken it in stride. But Tom was a reminder of my past, as a man. Seeing him bare witness to my new form and sexuality… that stung.



No, I wasn't insecure at all.



"So," Tom said, finally breaking the silence.



"So," I agreed. A few more seconds of quiet.  "Look, what you saw…"



He shrugged his shoulders. "I get it. I must have passed out before I could join in on the fun, so you fine ladies took matters into your own hands. It's fine. We could start the night over, if you're interested." He glanced between Holly and myself, and I felt my face burn bright red.



"What? Oh, no! God no," I choked out. My mind raced. My own friend wanted to sleep with me. Ew. I mean, good news, he apparently didn't register the fact that I was a demon. But still, ew.



Tom frowned, but before he could say anything, Holly chimed in helpfully. "What she means to say is, we don't exactly… swing that way. No offense meant."



His eyes looked between us again, and then it seemed to click in his mind. "Oh. Ohh. I see. Citizens of the isle of Lesbos, huh?"



Holly nodded.



"So what then, you drag guys back here to blueball them?"



"What, you don't remember? You were totally about to get hammered into the ground by some meathead steroid junkie," I grumbled, annoyed. Something was off with Tom. He wasn't normally this… abrasive. Then again, I was seeing him from a fresh perspective. Maybe he was just an asshole.



"Huh? I guess I do kind of remember that… you paid him off? Or punched him? Maybe I imagined the punch." He looked me over appraisingly and mumbled, "Yeah I imagined the punch. So, uh, thanks and all for saving my bacon and whatnot, but I guess I better get walking."



"Maybe we could give you a lift," I said. I knew Tom didn't drive, but his apartment wasn't too far away. His girlfriend's was closer. Of course, Aeriel didn't know any of these things. "Maybe a girlfriend to take care of you or something?"



He barked out a harsh, derisive laugh. "Bah, not since yesterday. Bitch left me."



My eyebrows arched. Well, that's new.



"Aw, but you seem like a nice guy," Holly remarked.



Tom took a deep breath and exhaled through his nose angrily, "Oh sure, a nice guy. A nice enough guy that I wasn't too bothered when she missed my friend's funeral. A nice enough guy that I forgave her after she came home drunk and admitted to having sex with three guys."



"Wait, what?" I blurted out.



"Oh yeah. Instead of coming to the funeral, she went to this club for a friend's bridal shower. Apparently she had a bit too much to drink, because she came home later and confessed she'd fucked three guys, and the bride-to-be. Said it felt like she couldn't control herself. Like she HAD to do it."



The cogs turning in my mind sped up. This had to be related to my mission. Uncontrollable sexcapades and a bar? It was perfect.



It was Holly's turn to frown. "So what, you cut her loose after that?"



"What? No. God, no. She dumped me. Said she couldn't bear the thought of cheating on me like that, and she ended it right there. I tried to tell her it was fine, that she was obviously drugged or date-raped, but she wouldn't listen to me. I've been calling her damn near nonstop for a day now. She won't take my calls. That's why I went out drinking."



Holly's face softened and she placed a hand gently on his shoulder. "She just needs some time to process all this. You should be there for her when she opens up."



Tom sighed. "I know, I just feel powerless right now. There's nothing I can do to help her. I tried talking to the police, but I get the same runaround bullshit. I'm not the victim nor a witness, I can't do shit."



I felt for Tom, I really did. I didn't really know his girlfriend that well, but I knew they were close. Whatever demon was fucking with this town had just made things personal. I patted him on the shoulder comfortingly and asked, "Hey, what club did you say this was? Just so we know to avoid it in the future."



----------




After we got Tom back to his place, we formulated a battle plan.



By battle plan, I mean we looked up the club on Google maps and argued about when to go. I wanted to go immediately. This fucking incubus, succubus, whatever it was, just screwed with my friend. During my own funeral no less! I couldn't let that slide.



Holly, however, being the voice of reason suggested that 3 am was not exactly the best time to strut into a bar asking questions. Damn that woman and her logic. I eventually had to concede the point.



The next night we arrived at the club: Mirth. I'd never heard of it before, and neither had Holly. Our quick google search on it didn't reveal much. It was new, trendy, and expensive. Which meant that we stuck out like sore thumbs waiting in line. All the other girls around us sported tiny strips of fabric for clothing, while Holly and I seemed like conservative nuns in comparison.



By the time we got into the place, I'd received no less than sixteen comments along the lines of "Damn giiirl you gotta show a little skin if you wanna get fucked" and at least four women passed along their favorite clothing store where I could, quote, "Get turned into a proper slut." At this point it didn't even phase me. I would just smile and nod, and eventually they would be distracted by something shiny.



After standing in line for who knows how long, we were eventually admitted to the club proper. It was dark, hazy, and smelled of alcohol, pot, and too much perfume. Again, this place lacked a "Bad Guys Right Here" sign. Just a bunch of sweaty barely-legal kids and a thumping dubstep beat. Damnit.



I sighed and made my way to the bar. What the hell was I even doing here? I'd been a succubus no longer than a week. I honestly had no idea what the hell was going on. How the hell was I supposed to catch a serial… whatever he was. Rapist? Mind controller?



Holly sidled up next to me and put a hand on my shoulder, as if reading my mood. "Come on, Aeriel. You didn't expect it to be that easy, did you?"



"I hoped," I replied with a tight smile.



Holly took one of the stools and looked out at the club floor. "Someone here might know something. There's a room for private functions in the back. Probably where that bridal shower was held. We could always ask the bouncers or bartenders if they saw anything. You've got some cash, right?"



I did. I had yet to fully give in to my new feminine state and buy a purse, so had a fair-sized wad of bills stuffed into my pants pocket. I wasn't exactly made of money, but free room and board was going a long way to easing my monetary concerns.



The next hour was spent fruitlessly bribing bouncers, the club's in-house DJ, and… maybe buying a drink for a cute girl who winked at Holly and myself. Hey, I'm not made of stone. Nor am I made out of money, so after putting a dent into my savings with nothing to show for it, we sat back down at the bar, exasperated.



"How do detectives do it?" I mused to myself.



"Badges," Holly answered immediately. "And guns. Guns help."



"All I've got is boobs. And they don't seem to help."



"Well you're not exactly flaunting them, you know," she replied, giving my chest a long, lust-filled look.



"Oh yeah, like if I unbuttoned my top clues would just throw themselves at my feet."



"You never know." Her eyes had not left my chest.



"Fine, here," I said, and unbuttoned the first three buttons on my shirt, revealing a generous amount of cleavage. And believe me, I had plenty to spare. "Boobs on display and nothing, what did I say?"



At about that time, I heard someone clear their throat behind me, and turned to see the bartender holding a pair of fruity looking drinks. His eyes glanced down at my breasts, then back up to me. Then back down at my breasts.



"Uh, courtesy of the dude over there," he told my right boob, and gestured towards a private booth not far from the bar.



A well-dressed man sat languidly in the booth and waved. The bottom of my stomach fell out, and my blood turned frigid. Narisael.


Chapter 13

Narisael. My stomach lurched at the sight of him. The image of his grotesque inhuman form rose unbidden in my mind. That didn't help me stomach in the slightest.



Power surged through me. I clenched my hands into fists and fought to suppress the urge to beat the little weasel to a pulp. Every fiber of my being told me to strike. To pour every ounce of energy into my muscles and just go to town. Every fiber except for my brain.



My brain told me that this creature had likely lived for hundreds, if not thousands, of years. It outclassed me at every turn. Not to mention we were in a very public place. I'd been lucky my demonic nature hadn't been revealed so far. I shouldn't tempt fate so often.



I clenched my jaw and forced my legs to work. Narisael merely observed as I lurched forward and slammed my fist onto his table. Something snapped. "You've been behind this the whole time, haven't you?"



He didn't have time to respond, however, as Holly appeared next to me, a drink in each hand. She wore the measured expression of one trying their hardest not to offend. "Um, Aeriel, who's your friend?"



"This thing…" I choked through gritted teeth, "is not my friend." This thing… Crap. My eyes darted between Holly and Narisael. Double crap. If I didn't stand a chance against this guy, what hope would she have?



I turned to Holly and softened my gaze. First things first, I needed to get her out of here. "Meet me in the car, okay? Just… trust me."



Holly opened her mouth to object, but Narisael beat her to the punch. "Please, join us madame. We have so much to discuss," he said, motioning towards the opposite side of the booth.



To her credit, Holly seemed to catch on quick that this man was nothing to be trifled with. She set the drinks on the table and then turned to leave. "No thank you, I really should be going…"



The last word trailed off, as though the syllable were caught in her throat like a trap. Narisael spoke again, this time with a lyrical tilt to it, as though he was humming a tune while talking. "Nonsense. I insist. You will sit."



An icy chill swept over me. Like a hand that had been submerged in frozen waters had just gripped the back of my head. My body shuddered forward on its own, slipping into the booth seat and sliding into the corner. Holly followed suit, her movements wooden and jerky. No doubt like my own. As soon as we both were seated, the cold grip subsided, though my body still felt cold.



"Ah, much better. How good of you to join us, madame." Narisael nodded politely to Holly, who simply shivered in reply.



My teeth clenched again. "What did you do? I swear, if you hurt her…"



"Blah, blah, blah. I really don't care for your idle threats. Believe me I've heard them all before. I have not harmed either of you, in any case. Merely given you a little encouragement."



I wrapped an arm around Holly's shoulders comfortingly, before turning my attention back to the incubus. "Just like you've encouraged all those other innocent people? What do you get out of it? A little bit of extra energy?"



Narisael steepled his fingers and smiled. "Oh, you still think it was me."



My brow furrowed. "You're saying it wasn't? If so you're not exactly helping your case."



"My dear, what makes you think I care? I have all the energy I need in Los Angeles. I have men and women begging me to fuck them, to debase them, to ruin them. They worship me as a god. Why would I care about this dump?"



I narrowed my eyes. I never really thought about that.



"Why don't you tell me? It's awful convenient you show up right as I'm investigating the orgy. Then you show up here. If you don't care about this dump, why even bother?"



He smiled wryly. "Ah, clever. I will admit to having a small attachment to your boss, Argus Veshnial. We go back, you see. He was originally going to work for my department. He had talent, natural talent, for our line of work," he emphasized the word our. Temptation. Pleasure. Sex. We both knew what that meant.



"So naturally I thought to scoop him up. But his boss, Devanael, managed to snag him first. All that talent gone to waste. Devanael, you see, should have been a sloth demon. It was thanks to him your department is in such a sorry state, barely able to pay its own employees."



Holly rubbed her hands together, warding off the lingering chill while the demon continued his story.



"So yes, when I'd heard my would-be protégé had a little slut-in-training of his own, I got a little curious. I wanted to see with my own eyes."



I didn't want to believe his story, but it had the ring of truth to it. He had no motivation that I could gather, and according to every prime time police procedural I'd watched, motive was everything. Damn. What a waste of time.



"Well, what do you think?" Holly said, color finally rising back to her cheeks.



Narisael regarded Holly and said, quite simply, "She's wasted here."



I quirked an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"



"You have raw talent, much like your master." His eyes flashed at me, then snapped shut, and I instantly knew he was using the sight. "Your power is growing quickly. You'll learn new powers quickly, but struggle to control them. With some proper training, I think you could easily take command of your own department, with a whole legion of demons at your command."



A disgusting smile crept over his face, though his eyes remained shut. "On the other hand. If properly broken in, you could become the perfect toy. I can see a fragment of your future. Collars. Whips. Chains. I see you shivering at the thought of obeying. And a shadow looming over you, a Master. Someone you've given yourself wholly over to."



His eyelids slowly opened and he stared at me for a long beat. Too long. "I could be that shadow. I can see you crave submission. Allow me to teach you."



I sneered back at him, trying to hold back the anger welling up inside me once more. To my surprise, it was Holly who jumped to my defense. "How about you take your little predictions and shove them up your ass, how does that sound Miss Cleo? No one controls Aeriel. Not you, not her boss, no one. So learn to deal with it and go home. You're starting to sound desperate."



My face split into a grin, and I squeezed her shoulder in thanks. Narisael looked slightly taken aback, but quickly composed himself. He stood and nodded his head once. "The offer stands. I could make you… both of you," he stared directly at Holly for a moment before continuing, "learn the beauty of submission."



Then he departed.



I let out a long breath I didn't know I'd been holding.



Holly slouched in the booth and sighed. "Everything points to him so far… do you believe him?"



It took me a moment to respond. I don't think Holly knew just how powerful Narisael was. He genuinely frightened me. The way he just, commanded us… I couldn't even defend against it.



"Yeah, unfortunately I do.He may be a scumbag, but there's no motive, which mean's we're back at square one without a paddle."



----------



Holly and I ignored the drinks Narisael had ordered, and got a round ourselves. A few guys tried to buy us drinks, which was new. I refused out of hand, of course. A man always pays for his own drinks. Sure, I wasn't a man anymore, but it's the principle of the thing. Holly had no such compunctions, and freely accepted drinks as they were offered. I think she rather enjoyed the attention, even from men, having secluded herself away for so many years.



By the end of the night, Holly was positively hammered, while I barely felt buzzed. Another perk of succubus physiology, I supposed. When the time came to pay the tab, I passed over the Sin Express card without thinking.



"Huh, how about that," the bartender remarked while taking the card. He was scruffy looking, and gave off a vague hipster vibe: thick glasses, tight pants, plaid button-down shirt, and a beard that was just a few inches too long.



"Hm?" I creased my brow questioningly. "Something wrong?"



"Nah, it's just the second time I've seen a card like this in a week. Must be new or something." He swiped the card on a machine, then handed it back to me. I quickly signed a receipt, adding on a generous tip.



"Right, that guy from earlier? Cheap suit, smells of desperation?"



The bartender waved a hand, "Nah, that guy was all cash. No, it was a few days back. Small world I guess?"



That piqued my interest. "A few days back? What did this guy look like, did you get a name?"



"Don't recall the name off hand. Tall guy, fit, good looking. Girls were hanging all over him. Some guys too." Definitely an incubus. This had to be the guy. The bartender scratched his chin, "Come to think of it, I don't recall too much about him. Just had one of those forgettable faces, I guess."



I grasped at straws. "Is there anything else you can tell me? Did he mention where he was staying, or anything like that?"



The bartender thought for a moment and then nodded emphatically, "That's right, he met a woman here, in the VIP section. She left this card. Now where was it…" He shuffled around some bottles on a shelf against the back wall and returned with a black business card, printed with flaming red lettering.



Dante's Little Inferno

BDSM Club

Closest Place to Hell




Finally, a solid fucking lead. No more hitting up random bars. No more grasping around in the dark.



I couldn't help myself, I snatched up the card, let out a hoot of victory. Then I turned, grasped Holly's face, and gave her a long, passionate kiss. Men around us cheered, while most of the women rolled their eyes.



I didn't care. For the first time, I didn't mind being a spectacle. It just felt right.


Chapter 14

Before we could assault the fortress of Dante's Little Inferno, however, we needed a break. More accurately, Holly needed to sober up. I think the encounter with Narisael had taken its toll on her. She hit the shots a little hard, drinking far more than normal.



Not that I knew what normal was in her life, I realized. I'd been with her just around a week. What the hell did I know about her habits? Still, something nagged at me that this simply wasn't the status quo. Call it a new-woman's intuition. I knew she needed some TLC. Admittedly, after that mind-control bullshit, so did I.



It was a quiet ride back, with Holly dozing off every few minutes. She snored as I carried her up into bed and tucked her in (I was getting some good mileage out of that clothing-vaporizer trick). I could see her lips twitch into the faintest hint of a smile as I kissed her forehead, said goodnight, and turned out the lights. I smiled too.



When I got to my room, the smile faded. Whatever high I was running on had faded, and reality slapped me in the face like a semi-truck. I let out an exasperated breath and I sunk to the ground, pulling my knees up to my chest as tears ran down my face. I don't care, I'll admit it. I cried like a fucking baby.



The power that Narisael held… Holly and I had gotten off easy. He could make us do anything. Say whatever he wanted. Maybe even believe whatever he demanded. And I couldn't do a goddamned thing about it. I couldn't protect Holly, let alone myself, from that asshole. We were both fortunate that he didn't press the advantage we both knew he had.



Maybe that was the intent. Maybe he was just making a point. I can do this whenever I please. Back off.



I shuddered. I'd have to be more careful. I couldn't involve Holly in these situations anymore. One more slip up like that and she'd be the one to pay for my mistakes, and I just couldn't have that on my conscience. I'd just have to do the rest on my own.



Steeling my resolve, I stood on quivering legs and wiped the tears from my face. Holly might not like it, but I wasn't about to lose her because I didn't know any better. I just had to figure out a way to tell her…



----------



The next morning, I awoke early to get breakfast started. Just the apron again. I loved the way the cool morning air felt on my skin. Even the heat of the stove felt amazing. Just a few scrambled eggs, about two metric tons of bacon, and some toast, and I could maybe, just maybe, get Holly in a good enough mood to tell her my plans.



I laid out the breakfast feast on the table, and turned back to turn off the stove when I felt a familiar sensation, like someone had just seized my shoulders and lifted me into the air. My body shuddered and before I could reject the summons, the ground underneath me spun.



The world of synesthesia bloomed in front of me. I smelled the first three minutes of Bohemian Rhapsody in a single breath, and then exhaled a rainbow… complete with leprechaun. Somehow I was more aware of my surroundings now. I could see places and people rush by me in a whirl. Squinting my eyes, I could make out my destination only seconds before arriving.



I lurched and clutched my stomach, though I didn't feel nearly as nauseous this time… Perks of constant teleportation, I guess. I blinked a few times and took a good look at my surroundings. A pentagram surrounded me, immaculately drawn in chalk on a section of hardwood floor. Beyond that there were boxes, many bearing the markings of beers or other types of alcohol.



My heart sank. Another goddamn bar? I was seriously getting sick of bars.



Two figures lurked nearby, one sat on a short stack of boxes and grinned at me. Veshnial. The other stood timidly nearby. She was rather short, at most 5'4", and stared down at the ground. Her curly brown hair fell to her shoulders, and she wore a simple, conservative dress that left everything to the imagination.



All in all she looked… average. Pleasant to look at, sure, though I could only see part of her face, but there was nothing really striking about her.



My eyes turned back to Veshnial. His grin widened.



It was about that time that I realized I was still entirely naked except for the apron. Fuck. Heat rose to my face, which was assuredly glowing red like a sunset. I took a step forward, hoping to grab Veshnial by the collar and demand some clothes, or something like that.



Instead, I felt a sudden shock of electricity and fell squarely onto my ass. My naked ass.



"What the fuck was that?" I practically shouted as I quickly adjusted my apron and stood again.



"Summoning circle," Veshnial said, hopping off his stack of boxes with childlike glee. "I thought you had experience with them?"



"Well sure, incorrectly drawn ones! Mind telling me what this is all about?"



"Oh, right, sorry sport. Allow me to introduce Karsiel Andromes," he held out his hands as if to show off the meek-looking girl. "She's new to our little gang. I was giving her the same spiel I gave you, and she was asking about how summoning circles worked. I figured this is a perfect opportunity for you two to meet."



I sighed. "You couldn't give me a call first? I don't know let me get dressed?"



"Yeah, sorry about that. Here, I'll let you two get acquainted and I'll just pop off and see if I can grab you some clothes. There should be some extras around here somewhere." He gave both me and Karsiel a thumbs up and then left through a door I couldn't see.



"Wait, goddamnit. He could at least let me out first," I grumbled.



The new recruit looked up at me demurely. "Um, nice to meet you Aeriel."



I gave her a little salute with two fingers. "Right back atcha. You died too, huh?"



She nodded. Nothing more, nothing less.



"Yeah, I know what that's like. Car accident here. You?"



"Um. Cancer, I guess." She quickly looked away. I winced. That sucked. For me, death was simple, instantaneous, painless. For her… she'd have seen it coming a mile away, and been in pain almost every step of the way.



I swallowed. "Sorry."



"It's okay. I just kind of figured I'd get to… you know…"



"Go to heaven?" I finished her thought for her. "Yeah, that's kind of what I figured too. Turns out it's not so simple."



We both sighed, and she smiled a little. Before we could bond, however, Veshnial returned, coming through the door with all the grace of 500 pound cheetah chasing an equally rotund gazelle. At least one box fell from its resting place, causing us all to wince at the sound of breaking glass.



"Ah, it's fine, no one's really here right now. You know, since it's 8 AM and all. Here, take your pick," he said, presenting two outfits.



I glared at him.



"What? Don't give me that look. We're at a strip club, what else do you want?" The first 'outfit', if it could be called such, was simply a set of pale blue lingerie designed to be easily removed. The second was a police uniform. From a universe where police officers are busty, oversexed women hoping to show as much skin as possible. God help me, there was even a dildo in a holster attached to the outfit.



"Nope," I said adamantly, and crossed my arms. Which is quite a feat in itself, with breasts like mine. My eyes stared coldly at Veshnial. "That is not happening."



The tall incubus shrugged, seemingly uncaring. "Well, if you're sure, you can just walk around like that. It'll certainly help our cause, I'll tell you that much."



If looks could kill, I'd have been facing the electric chair.



"Suit yourself, kid." He tossed the outfits aside. "You can walk around like that I guess."



I was acutely aware of my nakedness, of the thin cloth apron tied around my waist. Of my large breasts, nearly peeking around either side of the tiny garment. I was completely aware my utter vulnerability.



"No," I said, more to myself, and I felt power rising within me. I got that pit in my stomach like when you're riding a rollercoaster, or go down a slope too fast. That cold uncertain sensation. I took hold of it, and pressed power into it.



Swirls of energy coalesced around me. Ribbons of every vibrant color imaginable, and even some only visible to animals and the criminally insane. Raw, erotic power. It wrapped around me with the warmth of a lover. The sensation was… indescribable. It felt as though I were slipping into a warm pool, except the water was made of silk. Silk flesh. Like a silken flesh pool. We'll go with indescribable.



And then, the vibrancy faded. I glanced down. The apron had been replaced by… a dress? I peered over my breasts, and around each side, getting a good look at my new outfit. It was an emerald green wraparound dress, with a large black belt encircling my waist. Beneath it, I could feel a tightness around my hips and legs. Flicking one leg out to the side I confirmed my suspicions. Tights? No, leggings. And the shoes, well. Let it never be said that I couldn't rock wedge heels.



All in all, it was a cute, casual and almost certainly feminine look. Which annoyed the hell out of me.



"Oh come on," I said, looking up at the ceiling. "You give me a new power and it's to make dresses? Does this look like my style at all?"



"Yeah, kind of," Veshnial said, suppressing a laugh. Behind him I could see the newbie, Karsiel nodding ever so slightly in agreement. Goddamnit.



"Oh yes, ha-ha. Get your laughs out now." Still, I knew from the glint in their eyes that I looked good… and it wasn't terribly revealing. Certainly better than what Veshnial had picked out for me. It would suffice.



"Still though," my boss said with admiration, "it's impressive you've picked up such a skill so early. I knew you'd be talented but I didn't quite know how talented. I'd better watch my back or soon you'll be after my job."



"Yeah, I doubt that," I grumbled half-heartedly. Narisael also said I had talent… but then, he also said I might end up as nothing more than a well trained slut. "I don't really think I'm qualified. I've answered what, one summons?"



"It's not about quantity my dear, it's about quality. Word is you've been pulling in a fair amount of energy. That girl you're staying with, she must be something."



I blushed. That was all the answer he was getting, and all he needed. "Say no more. Besides, you've been handling your other duties. How is that going by the way?"



Glad for a change of subject, I filled Veshnial in on the case, including the little run in with Narisael at Mirth. I neglected to mention Holly's presence, or Narisael's little "predictions."



He nodded slowly processing this information. "Hm, I see. You've made some good progress. Pity Narisael isn't behind it. I'd love to see that asshole burn in the sulfur pits."



I couldn't agree more.



"So you're going to that new club tonight? What was the name of it again?"



"Dante's Little Inferno," I said, quickly. I dreaded having to go to yet another club. I'd had it up to here with dubstep, overpriced cocktails and creepy college dudes. And I'm not as tall as I used to be. If I were my old height, having it up to here would go a lot further.



Veshnial's face darkened, "Ah. Well now…"



I arched an eyebrow. "You know it?"



"Well, yes and no. I've only been there once or twice. It's a hangout for demons, angels, genies, you name it. Supernatural folks like us. Normal people go there too, but it's not exactly a normal place, if you catch my drift."



"Wait, wait, what? Genies? There's other people like us?" Even Karsiel seemed intrigued at this revelation.



"Oh sure, the genies, therianthropes… Uh, what else… Mortal mages, of course. They're to blame for the whole vampire myth. Well, them and us. We're to blame for the sexy vampires," he said with a grin.



God. That was something to consider. I thought the world was just humans, heaven and hell. And now suddenly vampires, mages, and genies were thrown into the mix. Plus whatever the hell therianthropes were. It sounded like some kind of flesh eating bacteria.



"Wicked…" We both turned to Karsiel, who blushed brightly and looked down at the floor. "Sorry."



"It's fine," Veshnial waved a hand before turning back to me. "Look, some of those creatures can be dangerous. Tell you what, I'll take over the investigation from here. You've done well so far. Honestly, better than I expected. I'll see what I can shake out of the Little Inferno. You just relax."



My heart sank. "Are you kidding me? I'm so close! I feel like I'm a stone's throw away from the guy responsible."



He shook his head and gave me an apologetic look. "Sorry. I shouldn't have put you in charge in the first place, but it was just the two of us, you know? I was stretched thin enough. Now we have Karsiel, and I've secured permission to hire four more demons. Turns out, the higher ups really don't like getting gypped when it comes to raw energy. So now I can investigate, like I should have."



My heart continued to sink, as though it were trapped in Hollywood magic quicksand. "But…"



Veshnial gave me a stern look. "I'll take care of it. You're officially off the case. Now, relax. That's an order. Well, actually, there is something you can do."



I brightened. "Yeah?"



"The newbie here could use a mentor. Show her the ropes. Take her shopping or something, help her find a place to live, something like that, you know?"



Plonk. Right to the bottom of the quicksand. "What? I don't even know the ropes."



"Well you can learn together. Besides, she's the one that summoned you. You're bound together for twenty-four hours. Well, more like twenty-three and a half at this point."



My heart decided to reenact the novel Journey to the Center of the Earth. As it fell I could feel it wave goodbye to dinosaurs and nazi lizardmen alike.



"S-Sorry," Karsiel said, her eyes wide. "I didn't mean to be a bother."



"It's all good, kid," Veshnial said, putting a hand on her shoulder. "Aeriel's gonna take good care of you, all right?"



I frowned. Crap. Double crap. "You're right, sorry," was all I could say. I wanted to fight for it, but I knew it was a losing battle. I was woefully outgunned even against demons, if the encounter with Narisael was any indication. Wizards, witches, vampires and genies? Perhaps I should leave it to the professionals.



"Good, now that that's settled, I've got to get back to work. I'll leave the two of you to get acquainted. Be good, kid." He gave us both a wink and then promptly popped out of existence.



Once he was gone, I turned to Karsiel. "How do you feel about a field trip?"



Screw the professionals. I was going to see this through to the end.


Chapter 15

The heat was unbearable as we stood outside the Little Inferno. The temperature had spiked back up, marking it as the hottest day of the year. It reminded me all too much of the day I died, which seemed like a lifetime ago. Maybe it was.



I checked the bright screen of my phone one last time before stuffing it into a pocket. Fortunately my new wardrobe-altering powers let me conjure up that at least. Unfortunately, Holly wasn't returning any of my texts. I tried to apologize for disappearing, explaining that a work thing had come up and I wouldn't be able to return tonight. I figured she'd understand. All I'd gotten was a single "ok" and about twelve hours of silence.



Twelve hours I'd spent talking with Karsiel. It wasn't exactly stimulating conversation, considering I was the only one speaking. The new succubus still seemed to be reeling from the fact that she was now working for Hell. I comforted her, told her how things worked, and basically described the past several days in great detail. Minus the more… personal parts.



The neon sign of the club flickered as we approached. Karsiel followed timidly beside me, staring at the place as though it were a snake about to strike. "I've never been to a place like this before."



"Me neither." I gulped nervously. "Look, we're just going to go in and look around, that's it. Nothing more, nothing less. Any whiff of danger, and we're gone, OK?"



I wanted to sound reassuring. Not just for Karsiel's sake, but my own. I was starting to think I'd made a huge mistake. Still, I had to see this through. I'd gotten too far in to just quit.



"And if Veshnial's in there, we're out," I said, again mostly to myself.



The bouncer outside the club, a huge Russian-looking man wearing the standard Bouncer uniform of a black t-shirt and jeans, gave us stern looks, but waved us in. We stepped inside to be greeted by a receptionist. What the hell kind of club was this? She sat behind a semi-circular desk and beamed at us as we approached. She was very blonde, and very well endowed. I admit, my eyes could focus on almost nothing else.



"Mmm, welcome to Dante's Little Inferno. You must be a couple of newcomers, am I right?" Her voice was high, though not annoyingly so. I couldn't help but wonder what she sounded like having sex.



I nodded for the two of us.



"Thought so. I never forget a face." Her granite-gray eyes stared at me for a second, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. I knew when Narisael had used the sight on me… but this was another feeling entirely. I felt like my entire life was on display for this woman to peruse at her pleasure. Like it was some kind of book or a movie. Then, just like that, the book snapped shut.



The receptionist blinked several times at the two of us, then blushed profusely. "Oh, pardon me miss, I didn't realize you worked for them. Please accept my deepest apologies for the inconvenience. Are you here for business or pleasure?" She looked shocked and possibly a little… scared?



Now that was an odd reaction. By them did she mean… demons? Hell?



"Answers, actually," I said, retrieving the card from my pocket. "Someone left this card at a club called Mirth. We were hoping you might be able to tell us who left it there."



I slid the card over the table, along with a $100 bill. By this point I knew how to grease the wheels.



She took up the card, and pocketed the money so discreetly I thought it had simply vanished. "Hm, no name on it, that means it's one of our girls. If they passed it out in Mirth, it must belong to Eva. She's the only one that makes house calls." She passed it back.



I tucked it back into a pocket and frowned. "Girls? House calls?"



"Some might use the term… escort. We prefer to avoid labels." Great. A brothel. Why was I not surprised?



"Right. So this Eva, is she in tonight?"



"Mm," she closed her eyes for a second before continuing. I got the distinct impression she wasn't simply resting her eyes. "She's in an appointment for the moment. Perhaps you'd like to wait on the club floor, she should be done any time now, and then you can speak with her yourself."



Well that seemed simple enough.



"All right, thank you. And the floor is…"



She pointed to a doorway on the left side of the room. "Right through there is our main floor, including bar, and entertainment. Just keep going straight."



"Great, thank you." I stepped away from the desk and looked at Karsiel. "OK, I'm going to go in there, wait for this Eva and have a few words. I want you to wait here. At the first sign of trouble, head back to HQ, all right?"



She frowned, "Are you sure?"



"Yeah. I've dragged you this far, I really shouldn't take you any further. You are kind of my responsibility after all." I gave her a small nod, then turned toward the door to the club and stepped forward. I managed the first step just fine, but the second and third steps felt like I was attempting to walk through molasses. By the fourth step I couldn't move at all. It was like pushing against a concrete wall.



Karsiel stepped towards me, and just like that, the wall disappeared.



I looked around, utterly perplexed. "The hell was that?"



"The summoning," she explained calmly, "You're still bound to me until dawn. Veshnial threw in a proximity requirement. Sorry. I'm… your responsibility, after all."



"Oh for fuck's sake…" I grumbled, a little more harsly than I'd intended. "OK, stay close to me, you're just going to observe, got it? I'll do the talking. We'll be in and out like that," I snapped my fingers for emphasis.



She nodded, and we entered the club.



As soon as I'd opened the door, a flood of psychic power slammed into me, causing me to physically stagger backwards. Dominance. Submission. Pain. Pleasure. Sex. Everything swept into me, flooding my senses for a brief moment and filling my head with a pinkish haze.



I put a hand on Karsiel's shoulder, trying to steady myself when I noticed the expression of utter glee on her face as she looked around the room.



At the time, I wasn't quite truthful with Karsiel when I said I'd never been to a club like this before… Once, during college a girlfriend of mine dragged me along to a BDSM bar. It was a quaint little affair, basically your typical bar, some tables and a stage. A stage where various… erotic displays would take place. Bondage shows, educational demonstrations, and more leather and latex than you could shake a whip at. The people were just… regular people. Regular people wearing skin tight bodysuits, collars and leather trench coats, anyway. I figured the Little Inferno would be similar.



I was wrong. I'd forgotten this wasn't your average club. This was meant for demons, genies, wizards, and werewolves. Abnormal monsters, if my experience with demons was enough to judge.



I was acutely aware of my mistake now. I really hadn't been to a place like this before.



Metal cages hung from the ceilings, where beautiful women (and a few handsome men) clad only in underwear danced along to a thumping bass line. Several stages were spaced around the place, each with an exhibit more deviant than the last.



Upon the first stage was a nude woman trapped in a pillory, one of those medieval devices that traps a person's head and hands, leaving them completely vulnerable. This woman was shivering, though with pain or pleasure I have no idea, as she was repeatedly spanked by a stern, musclebound man wearing only a leather codpiece. The small crowd around the stage cheered with every impact.



The second stage was occupied by a pair of identical dancers wearing latex bodysuits, though the zipper that ran from collar to crotch was completely open, leaving everything on display for the crowd. They grinded on each other, moaning sensuously. It took me more than a moment to realize that whenever they kissed, or when skin touched skin, their flesh seemed to merge together. In a completely surreal moment, I realized they were, in fact, the same person who projected a copy of themselves. Was this masturbation… or incest?



The third stage was most disturbing. A man clad entirely in rubber wriggled on a similarly rubber bed, while strangers from the crowd took turns climbing on stage to toy with him. Some merely teased him through the latex prison, while others unzipped his crotch, or mouth, and took use of the exposed holes with whatever equipment they had. All the while his cries were insistent and demanding. He wanted more.



I shuddered and picked my jaw up off the floor. What the hell had I got myself into?



"You know what, on second thought let's let Veshnial take care of this. We might be in over our heads," I said when I finally composed myself. I turned to leave, but found myself unable to walk, again barred by the damnable summoning spell. Turning to Karsiel, I saw her eyes glimmering, her mouth open in a gleeful grin. Something had changed.



"No, let's stay. Just for a little. We need to… wait for Eva, right?"



Crap. I realized I knew very little about Karsiel… it was possible she was chosen to be a succubus for a very good reason.



"Fine. We'll wait, but I stand by my earlier statement. First sign of trouble, we're out. Even if I have to carry you out."



Her smile widened, and we made our way through the crowd towards the bar. At least that was normal, or so I thought. Once I saw the bartender, who was wearing a completely see-through rubber dress, I gave up on the concept of normality. I would not find it here.



"Ohh, newbies," the bartender said as she sidled her way over to us. I don't know how she managed it in that tight little number, but she moved like liquid over silk. Smooth. She twirled a curl of blonde hair and looked us over appraisingly. "Dom? Sub? Little bit of both? Maybe a little curious, want to try out the wild side?"



"Uhh," I said, dumbly.



"Curious!" Karsiel barked, her eyes roaming over the bartender's figure.



The bartender smiled. "The curious duo. What can I get for you?"



We ordered a pair of beers and found an empty table tucked away in a corner. I barely touched my drink. I needed to stay alert in case Veshnial or someone worse showed up. My new partner, on the other hand, downed hers almost immediately and ordered a second.



I scanned looked over the crowd. They looked normal, at least to the naked eye. I knew they were anything but. As usually I had no idea what I was looking for.



When a waitress dropped off Karsiel's second beer, I took the opportunity to ask her. "Excuse me, is Eva available?"



Like the receptionist, the waitress closed her eyes for a moment before responding. "Not at the moment. She's just finishing up with her last appointment. She should be on the floor soon."



"Thanks. What does she look like, out of curiosity?"



"Oh, trust me, you'll know her when you see her." She put the emphasis on see, obviously referring to the sight. How cryptic.



I wasn't sure I really wanted to see this place, these people for what they truly were. If they were anything like Narisael, I'm not sure my brain could handle it. But I did it anyway. I closed my eyes, centered myself… and then opened my sight.



Most of the patrons looked… normal. No magical power, no demonic features, nothing. They were normal people in a den of wolves. Speaking of wolves, at least three people sported lupine features, long canine ears, yellow predatory eyes, maws filled with sharp teeth. Werewolves. Others resembled cats, one seemed rather like a bear (being both a large, hair man and having ursine features), while another bore the bright plumage of a parrot.



The twin dancers had pale blue skin, though one seemed far more real than the other. The second seemed like a hazy interpretation of a person. Like a faraway figure on a misty day. An illusion, I surmised.



The woman imprisoned in the pillory was most definitely a demon. Red and black skin, curling ram's horns, even hoof-like feet… there was no question in my mind, she belonged to Hell, like myself. She was not a succubus however, I knew that just by looking at her. She didn't radiate erotic power. Instead, I felt anger. A wrath demon. The man standing over her, a normal human, bristled with it. With every swing of the paddle, the woman sapped away that anger, pulling it into herself with a shiver that was definitely pleasure. From my new angle in the corner, I could see feminine juices streaming down her legs in copious amounts. She definitely got off on it, though whether it was the pain, or the collection of power that did it for her, I couldn't hazard a guess.



I turned my gaze over the entire bar, before settling on Karsiel. My heart skipped a beat. Where before there was a plain, mousy woman, the creature that sat before me was sex incarnate. Her skin was like porcelain, her lips crimson, and her eyes were the brightest green I'd ever seen. Her breasts were huge and fake looking (oddly I noted they weren't as big as mine, but much perkier), making me immediately envision a pornstar. Her whole body was toned, and had the right curves in just the right places to scream "fuck me."



My jaw dropped. Karsiel was made for sex. And she knew it. Her radioactive eyes scanned the crowd, and she made appreciative noises at every reasonably attractive person, male or female. Which, all in all, was pretty much everyone in this place.



I had somehow managed to drag a sex fiend into a nest of sex fiends… and to make matters worse I couldn't go more than a few steps away from her. I'd really fucked up now.



Don't focus on that, I told myself, you have a job to do. I needed to keep an eye out for Eva. Or Veshnial. Or whoever was behind this. I didn't know who it was, but it was clear he was an incubus.



I kept my sight open and watched the crowds. A new man got up on the first stage, wielding a leather whip and proceeded to savage the bound wrath demon, much to her pleasure. The illusion twins had descended from their stage, and were now sashaying through the crowd, now with three copies of herself. And the latex bound man was currently being carried into a backroom by a woman who could easily enter a men's bodybuilding competition.



As the door to the backroom opened, the musclebound woman stepped aside as a figure emerged… Veshnial. Crap. Double crap. Crap on a crapping stick.



I turned away, trying to hide my head. It wasn't likely he saw us from the other side of the room, but I didn't want to take any chances.



"We're leaving," I said to Karsiel, sternly. "Veshnial's here."



The sexpot succubus didn't even look at me. "Feel free. I'm staying. I haven't felt this good in years."



"We can go to another club, I don't care, let's just go before he finds us. We'll get in some serious trouble." There was a thought. Could demons get fired? Maybe we got hellfired. That was much worse. The idea of a demonic disciplinary board likewise did not inspire confidence.



"Look, I've been cooped up by entire adult life. Always sick, always on chemo or some other treatment. I haven't had sex since high school. I'm staying. I'm getting laid. Sounds like you need to get some too." She never took her eyes off the wrath demon, who was now moaning in utter delight with every crack of the whip.



There was no way to leave. No way to stay. My mind raced. I'd need a disguise. A way to fit in. As it stood, Karsiel and I were practically the only ones there in normal clothing. 



"Hang on a sec," I murmured to myself and took in the clothes of those around us. I had an idea.



I tapped into the ambient energy and focused it inwards in the same way I'd unconsciously done earlier today. With the unending flow, I even managed to direct some of this power towards Karsiel. Our clothes shifted, first turning black, then into shiny latex. I felt it spread over me like a cold liquid, enveloping my body like a second skin. It crept up to my neck and then stopped… but the feeling of cool liquid did not. That continued up my neck, over my chin, nose and eyes and drooled over my scalp. Everything shifted subtly.



Glancing down, I found myself in an excessively tight black and pink latex dress… with a matching latex purse in my lap. Foiled again by my own powers. I opened the purse and found the former contents of my pockets, along with a plethora of feminine products. I produced a compact from the mess of beauty gadgets and looked at myself. My face wasn't particularly different… except for the extremely heavy makeup and the suddenly blonde hair that came down to my chin.



I glowered at my reflection. I'd better get my red hair back after this, I thought to myself.



Like my own, Karsiel's attire had changed dramatically. Black latex stockings, and what had to be the rubber equivalent of a Catholic schoolgirl outfit. Her makeup was just as heavy as mine, and much to my chagrin, her hair hadn't changed in the least. She still looked like sex on two legs, but now she had the outfit to match. Oddly, a collar was attached to her neck, attached to a leash… The end of which I now noticed was sitting on my side of the table.



Thinking quickly, I took up the leash and said in as demanding a voice as I could muster, "We're going."



It must have been commanding, because Karsiel didn't even think she stood up and said quickly, "Yes, of course." Then she blinked. Confusion spread across her face as she took in our new clothes. "I had no idea you were into this sort of thing. All right, let's blow this popsicle stand and find us a nice secluded alley."



I rolled my eyes. "Not bloody likely," I whispered under my breath. In a louder voice I said, "Come along," and started to make my way toward the door that we'd come in.



About that time, a hush fell over the crowd. All the whooping and hollering, the cries of painful pleasure, even the music had ceased. I felt a pit open beneath my stomach. Had Veshnial spotted us? Was the entire club now turning on us?



I turned to see what was going on, and let out a breath of relief as I saw everyone looking towards the opposite end of the club. Most of me wanted to leave right then and there, while everyone was distracted. A small part of me wanted to stay. The small part won. I craned my neck around the crowd and saw what had brought the entire room to a grinding halt.



Two stunningly beautiful women had just appeared from a back room. I recognized both of them. The first was Holly.



The second was angelic, in every sense of the word. With my sight still open I saw every facet that I'd already seen the first time around. Pale blue skin, long white hair, lips the color of fire, and eyes that smoldered to match. Immense, feathered wings. An unearthly, beauty, and completely and incalculably terrifying.



It was the woman, the angel that collected my soul. And I knew in my heart that that was Eva. And she was speaking joyfully with my girlfriend.


Chapter 16

Motherfucker.



I stared at Holly from across the club. I couldn't believe she was here. What was she thinking?! Probably the same thing I was, a small part of me said. I didn't even realize my legs were working until I was a few feet from her. Veshnial be damned, I needed answers! Luckily, Karsiel offered no resistance. It seemed she liked the leash and collar.



"What the hell? I told you to stay at home!"



Both Holly and Eva turned to at me. Eva smirked immediately, while Holly looked puzzled for a moment. Then realization dawned. "Aeriel?"



"Yes! Now what are you doing here? We have to go, now," I snapped, reaching for her hand.



"This is the work thing that came up?" she said, a shard of anger in her voice. She looked me up and down. The latex squeaked, unhelpfully.



"No. Well, yes. Not really! This is the work thing that came up," I tugged Karsiel's leash and she dutifully stood beside me. "A new succubus. Babysitting duty. You were supposed to stay home. It's dangerous here."



Holly laughed, "Dangerous? It's a sex dungeon, not some wretched hive of scum and villainy."



I glanced between her and Eva, then shivered. She still gave me the creeps. "I think you're wrong about that. Let's just go, now."



"Are you sure?" The angel said. I had blink and turn off my sight to look at her for any length of time. She was just too… unnaturally disconcerting otherwise. Her normal appearance was, well, normal. Except for the eyes. Something about the eyes was unnerving, like they were one size too big, or slightly too intense, or that she never looked right at you, but just past your shoulder. I shuddered. "Your companion has gone to such lengths to schedule my services. Don't you want to hear what I had to say?"



The gears in my brain clicked together. "You were her appointment?" I asked incredulously.



"Well, yeah. I looked them up online, and made an appointment. Not hard," she shrugged like setting up an appointment with an angelic prostitute wasn't weird at all. "Right, by the way, Evangeline this is my, uh… roommate… Ah screw it, this is my girlfriend Aeriel. Aer, this is Evangeline."



I ignored the introductions, though my heart fluttered at being called "girlfriend". We already knew each other, even if we'd never met in this form. I pinched the bridge of my nose. "Fuck, fuck, fuck. This whole damn day is going tits up. I…" I paused and scanned the room intently. No sign of Veshnial. Maybe he had already spoken with Eva… or maybe he was speaking with someone else. Who knows. Regardless, he wasn't here now.



"Yeah, you're telling me. I woke up to my kitchen being on fire," Holly quipped while shooting me a dirty look.



"Wait, what?"



"Well, not the whole kitchen. Just whatever you left on the stove. Still." She paused for a moment before continuing, "The food you'd already made was amazing though, I'll give you that." A smile finally graced her face, and some of the anger seemed to dissipate.



Well, at least I didn't burn my girlfriend's house down.



I took a deep breath and steadied myself. Calm down Aeriel. Veshnial's gone, you haven't been found out. Yet. I glanced around nervously. "OK, fine. Can we talk privately?"



Evangeline guided the three of us back through the door she and Holly had come from merely minutes ago. Beyond was a dimly lit hallway, and I don't mean the kind dimly lit hallways you see in horror movies where you yell at the stupid blonde for being, well, stupid. This hallway was hazy and dark like an 80's porn set. The carpet was plush, the walls were velour, and the doors were covered with padded leather.



I half-expected Hugh Hefner to suddenly appear and welcome me to the Playboy Mansion.



The angel motioned for us to enter one room, and glided in after us. I mean that too. She didn't walk, I swear, she never lifted her legs. It was like she simply willed herself across the ground.



The room itself made me think it really was a horror movie, and I was the stupid blonde. I had right hair now. Taking up most of the room, opposite the door, was the enormous U-shaped bed, at least ten feet wide at its thickest. Along the edge were numerous metal rings, which continued in an arch above the bed itself. The rest of the room was dedicated to an X-cross on one side, and the single largest collection of sex toys I've ever seen on the other. The two largest, a purple one that looked about as long as my entire arm, and one that looked to replicate equine genitalia, were both displayed on a rack, samurai sword style.



Evangeline locked the door behind her and turned to regard the three of us. I gulped. I couldn't help but think I'd have been safer out in the crowd.



Holly didn't seem nearly as put off. "Go on Eva, tell her what you told me."



The angel's steely eyes turned on me. I shuddered. "Like I told your little friend, the one you seek is an incubus. Not merely a rogue incubus, but one who works for Hell, though obviously his actions are not sanctioned."



I narrowed my eyes and clenched my hands into fists. Narisael. That lying son of a bitch. My rage boiled. "I think I know who it is. I can go straight to my boss if you give me a name," I said through my teeth. He probably would be more forgiving if I had a name and a witness…



Evangeline shook her head, "I'm afraid I can't do that."



One of my eyebrows quirked. "You don't know who it is?"



"Oh, I know. I just can't tell you," she shrugged her shoulders and held up her hands in an apologetic motion.



Holly and I frowned. "She wouldn't tell me either," my girlfriend said.



The rage directed at Narisael began to boil over. We'd come so close. So fucking close. "You offer up all this information, but you won't tell us his name? That's where you draw the line? This could all be over right now."



The angel closed her eyes and took a deep breath. When she opened them I could see sadness within. "I want to tell you. But I can't. Literally, I can't. The one you're looking for has been using me as much as anyone else. Mind magic. I believe you are both are familiar with such things."



We both winced. Damn Narisael. But for his powers to work on Eva… on an angel for fuck's sake, he must have been more powerful than I'd thought. That frightened me. This woman creeped me out to an insane degree. To have such control over her… I shuddered at the thought.



"Great. Just great. Well I can at least tell my boss that much at least. I think I know the asshole behind it, so maybe he can find the proof we need." It wouldn't be much, but I had to pass along the information, orders be damned. I sighed and felt my whole body sag in defeat. I turned to Holly. "Let's just go home."



"Don't give up so easily," Eva added, "There is one thing I might be able to do. I cannot directly reveal his identity. But I can do this."



I twisted around to face her, and before I could react she had closed the distance between us and planted a kiss on my lips. I froze, from fear, but because I literally could not move. I tried to jerk my body away, I forced myself to push her, but every order my brain tried to make, my body simply could not follow. Heat spread from my lips, as though they had just been splashed with hot wax. It spread everywhere, like I was being submerged in a molten candle, lips first.



When she finally broke the kiss, I toppled backwards onto the bed, utterly drenched in sweat. My entire body shivered. That's what I get for dropping my guard. "W-what did you do?" Holly was immediately at my side, a worried expression on her face. Karsiel, meanwhile, was checking out Evangeline's ass. Figures.



"A little enchantment. When you find yourself in the presence of the culprit, you'll know almost instantly. Your lips will turn black, and you'll feel a sharp sting. Don't worry, the black lips are not permanent. And when you find the son of a bitch who did this, I don't recommend confronting him yourself." I touched my lips and shivered again, feeling the arcane power radiate through me.



Eva turned to the door, unlocked it and took a step out. "Oh, and your kind only responds to lust magics, so I hope you'll excuse any," she cleared her throat unconvincingly, "side effects." The angel shut the door behind her. It clicked with an odd finality.



Holly held the back of her hand against my forehead. "What side effects? Do you feel all right? God, you're burning up."



I couldn't disagree. I felt flushed, hot and… horny. When I managed to gasp out a breath, it sounded like the needy sigh of a pornstar. My nethers were as drenched as my forehead, though for far different reasons. Even my nipples stood out against my latex clothing, which is not an easy feat.



My girlfriend looked me and blushed suddenly. "Oh. Ohhh. Oh. Side effects."



She turned to Karsiel rather shyly, "Um, sorry. Could you give us a moment alone?"



The succubus looked me up and down, then doing the same to Holly before smiling, "No can do. We're stuck together."



Holly's brow furrowed. "What?"



"Summoning spell," I said through increasingly more erotic gasps. My hands roamed across my body of their own volition. Not that I minded really, it felt far too good to stop. "I can't go more than a few steps from her." I'm not sure how much of it was coherent over my breathy moans, but she seemed to catch on.



"Besides, I'm here to learn aren't I?" Karsiel's smile took on a lecherous cast.



"You want to learn?" I said, suddenly on shaky feet. The excess energy was too much to bear. Far too much for me to contain. I could feel it overpowering me and… overflowing. It poured out of me and struck both girls like a wave. Their pupils dilated, breathing grew shallow, and I could see rivulets of arousal drooling down Karsiel's legs. "Oh, you'll learn all right."



I seized the dazed succubus' leash and pulled tightly, bringing her so close our latex clothing squeaked off each other. Her eyes had a glassy, fogged over appearance, but I could sense she was still there, still in control. "Our safe word tonight, ladies," I turned and pushed Karsiel onto the bed where I had left a small stain of femcum. Holly, who had the same spaced out expression dutifully laid down on the bed next to her. "Is mercy," I finished, unleashing my full demonic form.



----------




Our clothes littered the floor within seconds. I didn't even bother with my little disintegration trick, I just ripped them bodily from each of us in turn, though I left the collar on Karsiel. It could come in handy. The effect was perfect: they knew I was in charge here. Neither voiced a single complaint.  The empathic connection I'd forged with Holly confirmed it, she was enjoying this. Third party or no.



I ran a finger under Holly's chin and smiled, "I know you can lick pussy like a champ. But how about you?" My gaze turned on Karsiel.



She practically purred, rolled over onto her hands and knees and began crawling towards me. "Anything you want, hot stuff."



"That's Mistress," I said, with hellish authority in my voice. I'm not sure why I said it, but it felt… right somehow. More importantly, it made me feel good.



"Yes, Mistress," she returned without hesitation. I shuddered. That. That made me feel even better. It was like my brain was having an orgasm.



Karsiel continued to crawl towards me, but I took up her leash and sat on the bed so that Holly was between us. "Not me, slut. You get to please her."



Holly's eyes lit up, and she immediately spun so that her back was to me. She spread her legs and leaned against me. "You heard Mistress," I quivered again, "get to work."



To her credit, she wasted no time diving straight in. I felt Holly shake against me, and her back pressed against my breasts. I swear if I were any hornier, my nipples would have been able to push her away on their own.



My girlfriend moaned, grasping at the silk bedsheets. Her legs spread wider as the slut before her gladly delved deeper and deeper with her tongue. It was a sight to behold. I've never actually seen two women go at it before, outside of a porno. Sure, I've been involved, but it's hardly the same is it? To see a pair of lesbians (well, a lesbian and a bisexual girl at least) in person, in all the rug-munching glory, well that's something else entirely.



Holly's nipples, the inverted beauties that they were, struggled against their fleshy areola prisons. I wrapped my hands around her midsection and channeled small droplets of energy into her body. With each touch, the lewd little jolt caused her to jerk suddenly and make soft "Oh!" sounds. When my fingers reached her nipples, I brushed them ever so slightly. "Fuck!" Holly cried in surprise as they suddenly sprang forth from the titflesh, proudly jutting outward like little spears.



"Fuck, that's hot," I said, lamely. That's my punishment for thinking about pornos: lame dialogue.



Holly craned her neck around and kissed me, sloppily. The look on her face was one of utter bliss, along with something… mischievous? "You know, Mistress," she said softly, playfully emphasizing the title. Quiver. "Your little protege here has another end."



I smiled a devilish smile, "That she does." I gave Holly a quick kiss and then stood, letting her lay completely on the bed. Karsiel's eyes were on me as I made my way to her side of the bed, though she never moved her mouth from my girlfriend's nethers. Good girl.



Her sex was completely drenched, even her asshole seemed moist with anticipation. A sly grin crept across my face, and I eyed the huge display of sex toys on the wall. "So many options," I whispered. I plucked the largest one, the massive purple monstrosity from its sword-rack. Karsiel's eyes widened.



"Too much," I said to myself and tossed it aside. The succubus looked relieved… and a little disappointed. It was difficult to tell with her face buried in pussy.



"Let's start with this one," I picked up a large, black buttplug and grinned again. My 'apprentice' wriggled with need as I returned to her backside. "No lube, so we'll have to make do." Karsiel stiffened as I ran a pair of fingers along her inner thigh, gathering her own pussy juices. I did the same with the other thigh, then ran the fingers right up the outer folds of her most sacred places. Finally, I poured the collected femcum over the buttplug, making sure to get the entire things nice and slick.



Karsiel stiffened again as I placed the plug against her asshole. "Relax," I whispered. "Keep licking. I want to hear Holly scream." Holly grinned and shivered as Karsiel redoubled her efforts. Meanwhile, I took the opportunity to slowly ease the plug into her waiting hole. Though I shouldn't have been surprised, her ass accepted the plug like it was made for it. Damn succubi… I casually wondered if my ass would take it as easily. That was not a question I needed answered. Yet.



As soon as it popped in, Karsiel visibly relaxed, letting out a low, sonorous moan into my girlfriend's cunt. Holly shivered and laid back clutching the sheets even tighter.



"God she's good, Aer… I mean, Mistress," she gasped. I did too.



Smiling, I gave Karsiel's bottom a playful smack and set my eyes on the rack of dildos. "We'll have to reward her then… Where did I put that dildo?" Though I couldn't see her face, I imagined her eyes widened in shock.



I knelt down and retrieved the large purple dong from where it had rolled part way under the bed, and paused. There, beneath the mattress, was a leather strap-on harness… and it looked like it would fit this dildo perfectly. The devilish grin returned to take permanent residence on my face as I pulled out both the harness and the fake rubber cock. Holly grinned at me.



It didn't take long to put the contraption on. I was constantly in awe of the "muscle memory" this body had, even though I should have been getting used to it by now.



Finally, I stood before the pair with a shining purple cock attached to my groin. "Alright ladies, front and center," I ordered. Both immediately untangled themselves and kneeled before me. I could really get used to this kind of treatment.



I ran my hands through each of my "slave's" hair. They both cooed and tilted their heads back. "You've both been very good girls, but I owe little Karsiel here a reward, don't I?"



The succubus nodded enthusiastically, and I noticed feminine juices dripping from her chin. "Yes, Mistress!"



"Lube me up then sluts," I growled authoratively, and gestured to my new fake cock. "As much as you can muster."



They both looked at each other, smiling, before descending on the dildo like a flock of hungry vultures… Hm, not the best metaphor involving penises. Like a pair of bitches slobbering for a bone? No, not that either. They descended on the dildo like a pair of very, very horny girls desperately in need of a fucking. Metaphor lost, but that's better than envisioning anything "bitey" going near my groin.



As the two began sucking at the rubber, I realized with some disappointment. I didn't feel a thing. I mean, yes the sight of them sucking and licking the cock-like thing attached to me, that felt good. I felt powerful, in control, strong. Physically, though, I felt nothing. Which was obvious, given that it was made of rubber, but when you've actually had a dick, and felt a blowjob, inanimate rubber just isn't the same.



I didn't want to ruin this though. I was so hopped up on lusty pleasure, it didn't bother me as much as it should. It certainly didn't both the two girls currently making out with my dildo in the middle. So I shut out the real world, just for a brief moment, and remembered my previous life…



The life of Aiden Sommers. God I'd almost forgotten that name. It didn't feel like mine anymore. I was Aeriel Lyrien now, for better or worse. Still, I could conjure the memories as if they were a dream. I remembered back to my ex-girlfriend, though at the time I considered her a freak in bed, now I'd probably put her to shame.



We'd just come home from a Valentine's day date, which I'd apparently aced, because as soon as the front door was closed she dragged me into the bedroom, tossed me onto the bed and tore my pants off. Seconds later I felt her hot lips on my cock. It was heavenly.



I held on to that memory, replaying it in my mind as Holly and Karsiel continued their work. It was plenty lubricated already, but they were enjoying themselves. Now, so was I. With every slow lick, every deepthroat, I imagined lips wrapped around my real cock. Their faces, plastered over my ex's memory. Yes, that's what did it for me.



"Fuck yeah," I muttered, still suffering from the curse of porn dialogue. "Your lips feel so good."



Up and down the two went over my shaft, until they'd suddenly stopped. I grumbled. "Who said you could stop, sluts, that was just getting interesting!"



"Um, Mistress?" Karsiel asked, confusion radiating through her voice.



I rolled my eyes. "What?" She pointed at the dildo strapped to my crotch.



Or so I thought. There, between my legs, was no mere rubber phallus, but a real, thick, cock. I blinked. I blinked again. I closed my eyes… and open… still there.



I had a penis. Again. My brow furrowed. I could feel it, not just in my memories anymore. It was real. I felt it throb, almost painfully, aching for release. I felt the saliva coating it as cool air flowed over me. I felt everything. My fingers reached towards it, as if some tactile confirmation were any better than what my own brain was telling me. It was back. Bigger, and badder than ever.



Let me just say, while I was a female, I didn't really miss my penis. Breasts, and my vagina, were more than adequate stand ins. I never felt emasculated or weak. I never felt as though I were missing something, or missing out. But having it return like this… while my body was already filled with erotic pleasure. Let's just say I may have taken things overboard.



One of my eyebrows quirked up as I surveyed Holly and Karsiel. Both looked as perplexed as I had felt, but neither showed signs of disgust. Through my empathic link, I knew Holly was still very aroused… and raising no objections.



"What's the matter," the dominant edge returned to my voice, "never seen a cock before?" Karsiel bit her lip, but made no movement of denial. Her poker face needed work. It screamed need. "You still want your reward right, slut?"



She nodded, her surprise quickly fading beneath the storm of lust. "Y-yes, Mistress." I shivered.



"Then I want you to bend over that bed and grab your ankles. Now." She was already up and to the bed before I'd finished the command. She bent over displaying everything to me and Holly, then curled her legs up before grabbing them. The result was everything I'd pictured. Her legs were splayed open, invitingly, and completely at my mercy.



"Holly," I said, my voice quiet. "You don't have a problem with this, do you?" I knew what our psychic link said, but I needed to hear it in her own words.



She looked me up and down, her eyes gleaming with appreciation. "Not at all. You're all woman to me, Aeriel."



I smiled. A genuine, loving smile. I pulled her to her feet and kissed her, tasting a mix of cock and rubber in her mouth. I didn't care. I absolutely loved this woman.



"Now fuck her until she can't walk straight, Mistress," Holly said pushing my gaze back to Karsiel. I grinned. She grinned. Karsiel, probably, grinned.



Oh, I was going to enjoy this.


Chapter 17

I collapsed backwards onto the bed and let out an exhausted sigh. I was utterly, completely, and totally spent. In more ways than one. The two girls on either side of me were equally spent. Another sigh escaped my lips as we melted into the sheets.



Three hours. Three whole hours of fucking, sucking, licking in every possible combination, in every position imaginable. Not a hole was left unsullied, I made sure of that. The power I held over the two of them was intoxicating… so intoxicating I wondered whether I'd be able to give it up. The dick was also a nice bonus.



"Hm, this is going to be awkward," I grumbled, staring at the 'bonus' between my legs.



"It's definitely going to make skirts difficult," Holly said tiredly as she scooted to the edge of the bed.



"Yeah, I'll bet… but what if," my voice trailed off as I connected the dots in my head. Maybe I could make it go away. It was entirely possible that creating it was similar to the way I'd created clothing. And so removing it might be just as simple. I closed my eyes, and envisioned what it was I wanted, and then carefully released energy into my own body.



There was a pleasant tingling sensation centered in my groin, and then nothing. I opened my eyes, then smiled. Gone was the oversized cock. My vagina was back in its place. My vagina. That still took some getting used to, but it really was how I felt. It was a part of me in more ways than one.



"That simple, huh?" Holly said, eyeing the void between my legs hungrily. "Good. I mean, that was amazing back there, it really was. But I like you just the way you are."



My smile widened into a grin. "So do I. Although, I think I might be able to bring it back whenever I want. If I'm right about this magical theory, I might even be able to, y'know, transform others," I said, giving her a slight nudge.



"Oh really? Well keep it in your pants for now. I don't think I'm going to walk right for a week." She sighed, stretched her arms overhead, giving me quite the view of her supple, pale breasts, and then yawned. "So what are you going to do now? This thing Eva did, is it going to help?"



I stood and began sorting through the torn clothing scraps littering the floor around us, trying to find anything wearable. "Hell yes it will. If it works like she said, I just need to get close to Narisael, that lying bastard, and we'll have him pinned."



She nodded along. "Good. I can't believe he played us. I really believed his story, too."



"Yeah, but then again he is a demon. Lord of lies and misdirection I guess." I tossed the remains of my latex dress aside and sighed heavily. "OK, this is a lost cause, hold on one second." I closed my eyes and extended my reach to Holly, and Karsiel, who was still lying back on the bed. With just the right amount of power I set about clothing the three of us. Nothing fancy, just simple pants, t-shirt, sneakers. I did make sure Holly's shirt read "Han Shot First", though.



"Nice one," she said, giving herself a once over. "Going to save a ton on wardrobe."



"Figures I had to get it after spending a small fortune already," I muttered grumpily.



After a moment Holly looked at me, a serious look on her face. "So you're going to go after Narisael. And you want me to stay behind again." It wasn't a question.



"Yeah," was all I could say. I dropped my gaze, suddenly embarrassed. "Sorry."



"No, I get it. I do. I guess I can sort of see what you meant when you said this place was dangerous," she dropped her own gaze and heaved a sigh. "I should have called, or texted, or whatever. I just really wanted to help, you know?"



I frowned, then smiled. "You did, actually. You found Eva before me, got information before me. You were a step ahead of me the entire time," I said, placing a supportive hand on her shoulder.



"Christ you two," Karsiel's voice rang out from the back of the bed. "Just fuck already."



I made a point of ignoring her. "When this is all over, Holly, when things finally calm down, I'm going to take you out on a proper date. Anywhere you want, anytime you want."



Her face brightened. "Like a real date? I've never actually been on one, y'know, a real one with a girl and everything."



"Real and everything," I promised.



Karsiel made a gagging sound, "Could you be any more sappy, Aeriel?"



I kissed Holly's forehead and smiled. I could always be more sappy.



----------




Once Holly was safely on her way home, Karsiel and I caught a cab heading back to "the Office." I wasn't exactly sure what to call it. Evil HQ? Hell on Earth? "The Office" seemed to suffice. God knows offices are hell on Earth.



Apparently Karsiel already had the whole "building appearing out of nowhere" revelation, because she showed no real reaction to its appearance as we approached. It still awed me. I'm not sure I'll ever get over the whole magic thing.



The building seemed almost dead today. Lights were faded, flickering and on the verge of burning out. The sounds of office work and shuffling feet were muted, almost imperceptible. Most rooms we passed were completely dark, save one, the private office of Argus Veshnial.



I stepped up to the door and gave a knock, but no one answered. I knocked again.



"I'm in a meeting right now," came Veshnial's voice, though muffled with what could only be a mouthful of donut. "Hold on."



Grumbling to myself, I glanced around the hallway and spied a set of chairs not too far away, fittingly enough outside the office that read: Villem Destrael and Sloth. Karsiel and I plodded over and in sync slumped into our chairs. It was a long day, for me at least. Probably longer for her. I couldn't imagine what was going through her head. Well, I could actually, considering my first day was no more than a week ago.



"So, what do you think?" I said after a long, awkward pause.



Karsiel brushed a lock of mousy brown hair out of her face and turned to me, "About?"



"Y'know," I gestured around, then at the pair of us. "About being a succubus."



"It's… not really what I expected," she confessed. "I mean, earlier was great and all, but I figured there'd be more temptation of mortals and hot guys."



I laughed. "That's what I was afraid of on my first day. Temptation I guess isn't our thing anymore, not since the internet came out. Porn is already plenty tempting."



"Yeah, but there's always other avenues. Smartphone apps. You ever hook up with dudes on like, Tinder or one of those things?"



"I don't know if you've noticed, but my interests don't exactly swing that way," I gave her a wry smile. "But I know of it."



She turned to me, gesturing with her hands animatedly. "Right. So if one of us went on there, tempted guys into one-night stands and whatnot, doesn't that count? I mean, you alone would be getting crazy amounts of dick. Or, pussy, whatever."



I smiled at the compliment and considered it. "I guess it does fit in our wheelhouse."



"Right, and there's tons of other options too. Whoever just gave up when the internet came out is an idiot. We could make our own app, or troll existing ones. Really, the whole internet thing has increased our potential, not diminished it."



I smiled. "You should tell that stuff to Veshnial. We're getting more staff, maybe he can swing some of it in that direction."



Karsiel's face lit up. "You think?"



"Yeah, go for it."



As if on cue, the door to Veshnial's office opened, and a man I'd never seen before exited. He was tall, athletic, and had a rugged "I work with my hands" type look about him. An incubus. He looked down each hallway until he spotted us and said, in the squeaky, unsure voice of someone new to this building, "Um. Karsiel Andromes? You can go in now."



"There you go, Kar. Go give it to him." I nudged her with my shoulder.



She jumped to her feet and practically sprinted into his office (thankfully the summoning bond between us had broken by this point), but not before she flashed me a grin. I didn't know her long, but that was the happiest I'd seen her, so I made a mental note to be as supportive as possible in the future. Smiling and grinning suited her.



The incubus gave me a small wave, but disappeared without saying a single word. If he was new, at least I didn't have to play tour guide again. Once was enough for me, thank you very much.



Still, it would have been nice to have a little company.



Karsiel's meeting with Veshnial seemed to drag on forever, and I found myself dozing off several times. Enough that I wondered if maybe the chair were magic, making anyone who sat in them tired. After flipping one chair over to read the manufacturer's note on the bottom, and some  liberal use of my sight, I concluded I was just equal parts exhausted and bored. I checked my phone, which happily told me it was 5:13 am. Crap.



An hour later, or a day, or an eternity, I couldn't tell which, I heard the door open and Karsiel walked into the dimly lit hall. She wore a tired smile and waved excitedly in my direction. I lurched up from my chair, popping several joints back into their proper locations, and started towards her.



"He says he's going to take my suggestions into consideration for the department as a whole," she said, definitely sounding a little down. "But that I'm free to pursue it in my time. So, not all bad I guess?" She shrugged a little.



I returned the shrug, which then became a stretch, which progressed seamlessly into a yawn. "Better than nothing," I said, once the yawn finished.



"Yeah I suppose so. Anyway, he wants to talk to you now. I've got to go find a place to live, too. So, good luck. I hope you catch that guy."



"He doesn't," I yawned again, practically drowning out the rest of the sentence, "stand a chance."



We said our goodbyes and I walked into Veshnial's office, stretching my arms out above my head in an effort to wake myself up. My boss was behind his desk, a half-empty box of donuts resting on his stomach.



He flashed me a grin, "Aeriel, come in, sit down!"



I stifled a third yawn, and the door clicked shut as I stepped towards the empty chair. "I know you're going to be mad at me, but I've found our culprit. I can prove it beyond a shadow of a doubt. It was…" my voice trailed off.



I stopped in my tracks. An intense burning sensation had overtaken my face… my lips. Like someone had decided to weld them shut. There was a high-pitched shriek of metal, and a sudden sharp pain as my lip was pierced. Literally pierced.



My hands immediately darted to my pockets, where I produced a compact mirror. I brought it up to my face and saw my lips were as black as night, and there was a shiny, silver ring through my bottom lip. I watched the color drain from my reflection's face.



"You?" I finally finished, my voice cracking with uncertainty.



Veshnial first looked perplexed. Then his brow furrowed and he let out a long breath. "I told you to leave it alone."



My mind raced. "You?!" I practically shouted. I couldn't believe it. I absolutely could not believe it. How could I have missed it.



Argus Veshnial's normally cool demeanor fizzled and he fixed me with an icy glare. "How?"



I touched my blackened lips, still unable to fully comprehend what was going on. I was so sure it was Narisael, everything pointed to him! Except, not everything, I had to remind myself. Just yesterday when we spoke, I believed him when he said he wasn't involved. Even Holly believed him. Despite being an ancient, evil sack of shit, he struck me as being genuinely honest.



"How what?" I finally asked, my mind snapping back to the present.



"How did you find out?" His eyes narrowed as he sat up and tossed the box of donuts onto the desk. "It was that bitch, Evangeline wasn't it? Fucking fallen angels. I'll have to take care of her once I'm done with you."



Wait. Done with me? My eyes widened, "What? No!" I turned to the door and tried to yank it open, but the damn thing wouldn't budge so much as a centimeter.



Veshnial simply stood and rounded the desk. "It won't do you any good," he said calmly. "This is my domain. I choose who comes and who goes. And you are staying."



He flipped a hand in my direction, and a pair of steel handcuffs suddenly snapped around my wrists. The chain connecting them twirled in the air, and pulled me away from the door. I struggled against it with all my might, but it was simply too much for me to combat. The chain dragged me to the opposite end of the office, where it somehow passed through a large metal ring in the wall… not unlike the metal rings I saw in the private room of the Little Inferno. I yanked at the ring, but it was secured too tightly. I was stuck.



I turned to Veshnial, anger in my eyes. "Why? Why all this? What's the fucking point?"



The demon didn't miss a beat. He closed the gap between us in an instant, his body towering over mine. I suddenly felt very, very weak and powerless. "Why? Look around you, you dumb bitch," he cast a hand out to the tiny, messy office. His eyes grew dark until only blackness remained. "I got stuck with this shitty department when I could have so much more! My potential is unlimited! I could have legions at my beck and call, and I'm stuck here with the budget of a fucking fast food worker!"



I shook my head in disbelief. Narisael said something about Veshnial's potential as well, it was the reason he wanted to hire Veshnial.



"Devanael, the moron couldn't see past the day. He was too lazy to make this place work, so, naturally I had to kill him and take over. But even then, even when I had this place entirely under my control, I couldn't afford to turn the fucking lights on!" Veshnial was pacing the floor now, his demonic nature unfurling around himself in anger. Horns burst from his head, while his skin took on a deep blue. His feet slowly morphed into hooves, which clopped loudly on the wood flooring.



"So that's why I needed you," he turned on a heel (hoof?) and pointed a clawed finger at me. "You were just the scapegoat that would lift me up out of this poverty. I couldn't just beg for more funding, no Hell doesn't appreciate that kind of crap. Oh, no, no, no." He shook his head, almost violently. "But it doesn't take well to thieves and invaders either. So that's where you come in.



"A new succubus, hopelessly out of place, with potential far surpassing that of the average demon. We are a treacherous, conniving lot, it would surprise no one to learn that you were trying to take some for yourself, off the books. Not that you know how, but it really doesn't matter."



I narrowed my eyes at him. Narisael said the same thing, that I had incredible potential, just like Veshnial. "So what, you decided to just wait for someone like me to come along so you could enact your great plan?"



Veshnial laughed. It wasn't full of joy, but with sadistic glee. The laughter echoed off the walls and burrowed into my brain like an oil drill. "Oh, Aeriel… That's the best part. Treachery among hellspawn, well it's sort of expected. But well, you're not from Hell are you? You were never meant to be here."



My brow furrowed and I doubled my struggle against the cuffs. "What do you mean? I was told it was like…"



"Like a work-release program? Is that was Evangeline told you? Please. Only sinners go to Hell, and you were no sinner. Evangeline has been my pawn for years now, and I can't tell you how useful it is to have an angel on your side. Fallen or not. Did you know they can manipulate the souls of the recently dead? Escorting them on to their final destination… or, in your case, dragging them kicking and screaming into damnation."



My mind flipped back to that day. It seemed like an eternity ago. The white light, the angel Evangeline, all of it lies. The thoughts stirred up memories of my death. The heat, the car, the impact. It replayed over and over in my head. And then something clicked. In the back of my mind… I activated my sight over the memory and my stomach churned.



I saw a pale young man behind the wheel of the car, along with a panicked driving instructor. Around the boy was a pale aura of magic connected by a small tether, a tether that reached across the street… where Veshnial stood, smirking.



A scream came bellowing out of my throat as I tried lunging for Veshnial, but my bonds wouldn't let me come close. The scream continued unabated. I kicked and flailed, trying desperately to hit that traitorous bastard.



"You killed me," I wailed, wrenching my arms so hard I felt something crack. Pain erupted through my arm, but I didn't care. "You fucker, you killed me!"



Veshnial adopted the smirk I saw in the memory. "Of course. Even as a mortal I could tell you had potential. You were the perfect scapegoat. When word gets out I've caught an infiltrator, I'll get all the funding and respect I deserve. You, of course, will either be executed or completely mind-wiped and kept as a slave, depending on how generous the disciplinary council feels."



I spat at him. "I'll tell them everything, you son of a bitch! You'll be the one to burn for this!" I planted a foot on the wall and yanked with all my might, trying to break the chain. Blood poured down my wrists instead.



"Oh, but don't you know by now, I can make anyone do what I want. Weak wills like you always obey. You should know that, what with your own skill at mind control. The strongest mind always prevails."



That caught me off guard. "What?"



He looked genuinely surprised as well. "You didn't know? Oh of course you didn't, how wonderfully naive. I suppose it was just good fortune that everyone you talked to and interrogated just happened to be forthcoming with whatever information you were seeking. Who all did you talk to? Bartenders? Patrons? And against all reasoning they decided to open up and tell you everything, didn't they?"



I inhaled and thought about that. He was right… the bartender at Mirth, the receptionist at the Little Inferno, even my old friend Tom was a little too honest around strangers. Was I really subconsciously using my powers?



"Lovely," Veshnial cackled. "Putting two and two together now? How does it feel to be a manipulative bitch?"



The anger rose within me, this time under my control. I channeled all of my power, every ounce of energy I had within me into my muscles. It burned me to my core, suffusing every inch of my being. I took a deep breath, planted a foot on the wall, and jerked as hard as I could.



There was a horrible snapping noise from the wall, the bone-chilling sound of tearing metal, and chains connecting the cuffs snapped like a pearl necklace. In the same instant, I launched away from the wall, curling my hand into a fist which I aimed at Veshnial's face like a goddamn missile. I hated him. I loathed him. I poured all of that anger, all of the hate into the punch, and the impact sent ripples of pain up and down my arm.



It was the strongest punch I'd ever thrown, more powerful than the one that sent the thug at McMurphy's Pub flying. Veshnial merely stumbled backward a step. One fucking step. He glared at me, blood trickling down from his mouth. "My turn."



I didn't even see the blow coming. One second I was standing, ready for a fight, the next I was flying across the room with utter agony spreading across my chest. I impacted the far wall with a crack of brick, and slumped to the ground.



I tried to compel myself to rise, but my body could do nothing but twitch in response. The energy that suffused me was gone, and I had none left to spare. I could do nothing but whimper in response as Veshnial stood over my broken form.



He spat out a tooth, which clattered to the floor at my feet with several gobs of blood. "Thanks for that. Makes this all look more believable." The bastard waved his hand, and the cuff chain seemingly reforged itself, dragging me back up to the metal hook several feet above me.



"Now then, let's dispense with the formalities. I think it's time to root around in that noggin of yours."



There was nothing I could do as the fires of Hell erupted in his eyes, and wisps of magic curled around his fingers. I could feel him enter my mind like a jagged needle, pushing right into the center of my being. My eyes clenched shut, as though that would somehow keep him out.



"Let's start with the basics, like why you decided to infiltrate the legions of Hell in the first place…"



A pain like I never knew exploded within me, like a million panes of glass had suddenly shattered just behind my eyes. I struggled against the bonds, trying push my anger and my hate into my bloodied limbs, but it was no use. I was completely drained. Completely at the mercy of this deranged, demonic psychopath.



I was utterly powerless as he began to rewrite my mind.


Chapter 18

Pain jolted me awake. My eyes shot open, but revealed only darkness. I clutched at my head, and heard metal chains clinking together. I was still in Veshnial's office, chained to the wall.



My heart skipped a beat and started racing at the same time. Veshnial. That traitorous bastard… I winced and clutched my head tighter. The pain was unbearable, it was like my brain was vibrating. I didn't know what was going on. Veshnial said something about altering my memory, but I was still me… right?



I paused. Was I? Thinking right now was agony, but I forced myself to do it through gritted teeth. I tried to concentrate on what happened. What I was doing here…



Memories flooded into me, alien and strange and at the same time familiar. That's right. I was infiltrating the departments of Hell, starting with Lust. Veshnial's office was so barren and lifeless, and ripe for the picking. It was a simple matter to insinuate myself into the hierarchy and steal power for myself. But something went wrong, and he caught me in the act. That's how I got tied up here… I knew that much. Or did I?



Something wasn't, that wasn't right and I winced again. These damn chains dug into my wrists something fierce, leaving my hands tingling all over like when your foot falls asleep. I struggled against the chains for a moment, half-heartedly and then thumped the back of my head against the wall in frustration. What was I missing? I know that asshole dug into my brain. I still felt the wounds he left behind, like long gouges in the base of my psyche. Whatever his skills, subtlety was not among them.



But why? What could I possibly have that he needed? I worked alone. I always worked alone. That's how I got by. I had no one…



My heart fluttered and my eyes went wide. I had Holly. God, was he after her? Holly and I worked together on this… A searing hot bolt of pain ran through me. No, I worked alone. I told no one else.



I clenched my eyes shut and pulled my legs in close. Something was definitely wrong. I remembered talking to Holly, about… everything. About me, about my job, about my life. I had… fallen for her, and I definitely wouldn't keep a damn thing from her.



Another bolt of pain. What was I thinking? It must have been Veshnial rooting around in my brain, I could never share my secrets with someone like her. "Goddamnit you piece of shit," I grumbled to the darkness. "Messing around with my head."



Doubt lingered in my head as the silence of the room roared.



I steadied my breath and thought hard. Nothing made sense. Everything was wrong, but I couldn't figure out how! Holly was the key to it all, I knew it, but I had no way to reach her. Try as I might, I couldn't get out of the damn shackles. I bashed my head against the wall again, letting out an agonized shout.



Then something strange happened.



I felt a pang of pain. Not any physical pain… something deeper, more emotional. It was faint, but palpable. It came from deep within me, and at the same time from far away. My eyes widened once more. It was Holly, through the emotional bond we'd formed.



The torment in my mind calmed at once. Holly was here with me, even if she was miles away. I straightened up and tried to focus, shutting out the pain, the fear and the trauma. The bond was weak at this distance, but it had to suffice.



I felt her at home, but I couldn't tell what she was doing. I knew she was worrying, though. Worrying about what? Me? The conflicting memories began to rise again. I distinctly remembered talking with Holly about Veshnial, about Hell, about, well, everything, but at the same time I absolutely knew I hadn't. No one knew about my plans.



Clearly that was wrong, though. Holly knew. Holly was afraid for me. The more I concentrated the more it became clear. Holly was pacing around her home, wringing her hands anxiously. A stab of pain shot through me again.



Holly knew. She knew everything. If only I could just push myself a little further.



I strained against my bonds, not in any attempt to get free. I needed to concentrate, and the pain, sharp as it was, was the perfect white noise to drown everything else out. I pulled and pulled, groaning with exhaustion as I clenched my eyes so tight I could see stars.



Further into the bond I went, down into Holly's mind, and then it all clicked. From Holly's perspective I could see everything that asshole had changed. 



The pain throbbing deep in my brain had lessened to a dull throb in an instant. The implanted memories fell away, as though they were old post-it notes over passages in a novel. My novel. My life. "You son of a bitch," I muttered under my breath. "Trying to turn me into a scapegoat."



Then the reality of my situation rolled back in on top of me. I was still trapped in Veshnial's office, still bound with no hope of release. When he comes back, he'd no doubt just kill me and be done with it, or worse, try again. My future was looking bleaker by the second.



And then a sadistic smile broke out across my face, almost unbidden. I began to chuckle, softly at first and then rising in volume until I was cackling like a madwoman.



Despite everything, despite being tied up and at the mercy of a traitorous, almost murderous fuck, I laughed.



The stronger mind won.



And I had a plan.



Take that, asshole.



----------




First things first, I thought, and pulled at my restraints once more. I wasn't trying to get free, I knew that was impossible, but with just enough effort… My arms brushed the sides of my breasts, which tingled in response. It wasn't much. It was barely perceptible under the shirt and the bra, but it was there. The barest trickle of energy.



I wouldn't be able do anything with it, that much I knew. But then, I didn't need to. I just needed to transfer it elsewhere. Seizing upon the bond with Holly, I pushed the energy through, and squeezed my breasts together again. It still wasn't much, but I slipped it through the bond anyway.



My imagination started to run wild after a full minute of this. I imagined myself in another situation, somewhere far removed from Veshnial and his insane scheme. No longer in the pitch darkness of the office, I pictured myself in Holly's bedroom, each arm tied to a different bedpost. I was still fully clothed, but Holly most certainly wasn't as she posed in the open doorway. All she wore was a wicked grin.



She sauntered up to the bed, her eyes devouring every inch of my helpless form. I could only squirm helplessly as she kneeled on the bed and continued her approach.



"My, my," she said. "What have we here?"



I didn't say anything, too enraptured in this fantasy to say anything clever. Besides, if I started talking to myself, what would that say about my sanity?



"Strong silent type, hm? Good, I like that." She leaned forward, close enough I could feel her breath on my skin, and whispered, "We'll get you squealing before the end."



I shivered. Her hot breath left my neck and she sat on the bed, spread eagled so that I could see every inch of her body. Her nethers were already glistening with hints of arousal. I felt myself flushing hotter as blood traveled to where it was needed most, but it still wasn't enough. My body needed more. 



"Would you like me to play with myself?" She cooed, as if reading my mind. Then I had to remind myself that, of course she was reading my mind, she was entirely constructed in my head. Rather… vividly.



I swallowed hard, ignoring the pain in my chest, and nodded. A dampness was growing between my legs



One of Holly's hands dipped between her legs. A fingertip ran along the length of her pussy, with knowing, practiced grace. She wasted no time on foreplay. We were already at the main event. Her fingers dipped inside, and came out wet. My mouth watered, and I licked my lips impatiently. I wanted to taste her again. To feel her again.



The Holly of my imagination didn't seem to care about my plight. Though she was on her knees, she bent backwards until her back was against the bed. I felt a pang of lust strike through me at this blatant display of flexibility, and the dampness grew. Now using both hands, Holly began to caress her clit while the other hand continued delving into the vast flesh caverns beneath, first with one finger, and then with two.



Droplets of arousal, far more than normal began to form, forming translucent beads that would roll down her cunt. Some would travel down her thighs, others would go straight down, forming a puddle on the bedspread beneath her.



My own arousal peaked to match hers. The dampness grew wetter, more insistent until the dark patch of my pants had extended well down my inner thighs and ass. With every thrust of Holly's imaginary fingers, my clit throbbed. With every moan that escaped from her throat, my heart skipped a beat.



I wanted her. I needed her. I strained against my bonds, but I could get no closer.



Holly tried to say something, though it was incomprehensible between the little pleasurable cries and the heavy, hot gasps for air. She maintained her pace the entire time, never going too fast, and only rarely slowing her fingers. In and out, around and around. She played with herself for what seemed like hours, bringing herself to orgasm after orgasm, orgasms that I could only watch, never partake in.



It was like torture. The best kind of torture. My entire body was turned on like I'd never experienced. My nipples were so hard and erect, I swear they could cut glass. My skin tingled, especially my neck, back and sides. I craved contact I knew I could not get.



After her tenth, or maybe eleventh climactic eruption, she sat up. Her face looked like it was in bliss. Her eyelids partly closed, eyes rolled back, jaw slack. She looked well fucked. And still she looked at me with hungry eyes. My cunt throbbed just looking at her.



"Are you ready?" she asked, and I knew exactly what she meant. I nodded. She approached.



She leaned close, puckering her lips ever so slightly, but she was just out of reach. She was taunting me. Teasing me. I struggled against the bonds, straining to reach those delectable lips. I never wanted anything like I wanted those lips right then. It took all my effort, all my strength and one final jerk towards her, but our lips touched.



And a massive orgasm overtook me. Lightning, fire, waves of pure bliss, I can't describe everything I felt. My body shuddered and seized under the immense pleasure. But more than that, power flooded into me. I cried out, just as Holly had promised when we started, a scream not necessarily loud, but passionate and hearty. 



I came to another shuddering orgasm as my drained energy supplies refilled, coming in through the bond with Holly. It was, in a word, exquisite. My fantasies worked. As I imagined her masturbating, she must have been doing it herself… with a little coaxing from me.



Even with micro-orgasmic tremors rocking my body, I couldn't waste any time. The reality of my situation was crashing back down, and quick. I gathered my wits and took stock of my situation.



The wounds I'd sustained were seemingly gone, for the most part. Taking a deep breath I confirmed I still had a bruised or cracked rib, but something told me it would heal soon as well.



My pants were completely soaked through, leaving me rather uncomfortably sitting in a pool of my own arousal. In any other situation, I would not complain, but here… that did not sit well with me.



"May as well take care of two birds and one stone," I muttered under my breath, and focused my new energy. It wasn't much, in the grand scheme of things, but it was more than enough for what I needed. I manipulated the power to perform the very first trick I learned, the one I had learned during my first day as a succubus and my first day with Holly. I made my clothing disappear.



A shit-eating grin overtook my face as the manacles disappeared with them. I got to my feet, rather shakily as another thrilling aftershock rolled through me, and fumbled through the darkness until I found the door. I needed to get out of here.



Flinging open the door, a cool breeze hit me. I shuddered from pleasure, and was instantly reminded of my nudity, and of the wetness in my crotch and down my legs. Spending a bit more power couldn't hurt. I quickly conjured myself a t-shirt, jeans, sneakers, and apparently a leather jacket came with the bundle.



I shrugged as I left the office, leaving the door gaping open behind me. My hands shook like leaves in a hurricane as I fumbled through my pockets trying to find the phone that seemed to be able to follow me anywhere. My feet weren't much better, threatening to give out on my with every step through the damnable building while I tried to find my way out.



With enough steps behind me, I fell onto the sidewalk outside the building and held the phone up to my ear. It rang.



And rang.



And rang.



There was a click, and Holly's breathy voice said, "H-hello? Aeriel? Are you the reason I-"



I struggled to my feet again, shivered, and cut her off mid-sentence, "I need you to find Narisael."


Chapter 19

The Little Inferno was a strangely different place in the light of day. It blended in with the surrounding buildings, giving no outward indication of its seedy night-time activities. It looked almost respectable.

 

I knew better, and went inside. The receptionist from the night prior glanced up at me as she was filing papers, and a look of annoyance crossed her face. She was a little more haggard than I remembered, clearly at the end of her shift and just wishing to go home and sleep.

 

"Miss, we're closed," she said, fixing me with a stony glare. It felt as though a hundred eyes were staring me down, but I didn't break stride. I merely glanced at her and unleashed my full demonic presence. The fire, the skin, the horns, the whole kit and kaboodle.

 

The annoyance was replaced by confusion, then fear. "Oh, it's you! S-sorry!" she exclaimed, and ducked beneath her desk.

 

As I stomped towards the club floor, I swear I heard a phone being picked up and dialed. I sneered. Let them come.

 

Where once people danced and partied, now there was an older man, a janitor, slowly mopping the floor. Sterilizing it from last night's escapades. I did not envy that job. He paid me no mind as I dashed through the dance floor towards the back rooms. He couldn't have stopped me anyway. I needed to get to Evangeline.

 

One by one I snapped the doors open, trying my best not to snap them from their hinges. She had to be here somewhere. Sex dungeon. Harem dungeon… Pony dungeon? Some people were weird. Of course, as a literal sex demon, I had no right to judge.

 

Finally I found her in a rather conservatively appointed room. Though "conservative" isn't really the right word. It was certainly less outright erotic than the others, but it was still opulently decorated, with lush carpet, intricately embroidered cushions, and a full four poster bed. The only thing truly off about the room was the giant mirror along one wall, undoubtedly a two-way mirror for unknown voyeurs to peep on anyone fucking on the massive bed. Fortunately, no one was. The room's only occupant was Evangeline, who was sitting on the edge of the bed.

 

She was wearing a pure white dress, probably playing up the whole "angel" thing, though I knew she was far from angelic. Still, she did help me. And I needed help again. She looked up as I entered, and I noted a small hint of satisfaction in her unnerving eyes.

 

"You've found the one behind it then." It wasn't a question.

 

"Yes, and he'll probably be here any second," I replied quickly, stepping into the room and closing it behind me. "We'll need to move quickly."

 

"We?" Despite the questioning tone, she was not surprised.

 

I held out my hand, though Eva made no motion to grasp it. "Yes, we. I need you as a witness. Holly is waiting with Veshnial. We have to go," I reiterated.

 

The angel shrugged her shoulders, "I'm afraid I can't."

 

"This is no time for your games," I said. "Whatever ban he's put on you, we'll remove it. And if you mean you physically can't, then goddamnit I'll make you." I reached out to grab Eva, to haul her bodily out of the room, but she pulled away before I could get a grip.

 

"No, what she means," said a voice behind me. Ice suddenly flowed into my veins. "Is that she won't. Evangeline here is cooperating with our investigation, aren't you?"

 

I took a step further into the room before turning around. Power poured into my muscles, and I had to fight the urge to smack him in the face again. Veshnial. The demon didn't bother with the human glamour; his full demonic form was on show. Trying to intimidate me, no doubt.

 

"Yes, sir," came Eva's immediate reply. I analyzed her face, and recognized the signs of direct mind control. Subtle, at first, but Veshnial was sloppy with her, and I was even sloppier for not noticing. This might complicate things.

 

"Investigation?" I questioned, through gritted teeth.

 

"Your infiltration of my department, your siphoning energy for your own uses, whatever they may be. Don't play dumb Aeriel. You know what you are. A liar and a thief. Just give up now." He stared pointedly at me and smirked. The fool actually thought I was still under his sway.

 

I laughed. It started off fake, a confident haha to taunt him, but at some point my exhaustion and genuine elation for this all to be drawing to a close took over, and I laughed like I've never laughed before. Veshnial's smirk faltered, then turned to a frown. Then to a downright glare, the kind you reserve for someone that's taken a joke way too far. That's when I let him have it.

 

"Yeah, your little mind control trick didn't work on me, asshole." I sighed and wiped away a tear.

 

Annoyance turned briefly to confusion, though it took him only a second to regain his composure. "What are you talking about?"

 

My eyes rolled of their own accord. "Let's drop the act, Argus. You tried to mind-fuck me into being your scapegoat. Thanks to Eva here, I found out it was you, and that you had even orchestrated my death. You needed someone like me, someone naturally gifted, like you had been, to explain away this false crisis you created. All to, what? Get recognized? To become special again? Give me a break. You're nothing special. Just someone who wasted their potential on donuts and internet porn. You couldn't even mind control a newbie succubus."

 

Veshnial's lip curled nastily. It was a simple act, but one that changed his face completely. He always looked fairly good natured, like a friendly neighbor. Even during our first confrontation he seemed, well, not remotely nice, but certainly not like this. This was frightening.

 

"I suppose you're right. Why bother with the facade," he growled, taking one step into the room. "Of course, this is the part in the story where I lay out my evil plan, incriminating myself to that poor little camera girl you have hidden on the other side of the mirror, right?"

 

Veshnial gestured toward the two-way mirror. I gulped. "Shit."

 

It was his turn to laugh, though there was no genuine pleasure in it. "Please, what kind of second-rate villain do you take me for? I took care of her before you'd even entered the building. Slut," he called over his shoulder. "Enter."

 

If my blood was icy before, now it was boiling. The sight of Holly crawling, crawling into the room on all fours nearly sent me into a blind rage. I balled both hands into fists at my sides, so tightly I was sure I was drawing blood.

 

Holly crawled forward and sat at Veshnial's side, an utterly blank look on her face. The bastard crossed a line. I watched as Holly produced a small hand-held camera and handed it up to Veshnial, who wordlessly crushed it in one vicious clawed hand.

 

We stared at each other, refusing to speak while he sprinkled the crushed remains of the camera onto the carpet. My blood boiled, but he seemed perfectly calm. Perfectly at ease. I couldn't snap now and ruin the plan.

 

"So, what now?" I said, finally, urging my body to relax. Well, relax is a strong word. It was more like keeping myself from launching at his smug face with the intent of tearing it to shreds. "You try your mind games with me again? Offer me up as some kind of sacrificial lamb so you can live the good life?"

 

"That is one idea," he said, considering it thoughtfully. "I could also kill you right now, but of course a confession of guilt is so much better than a dead criminal. So I'll tell you what." Veshnial pointed a clawed finger at me and gave a shark's grin. "You willingly accept the changes, and I'll free your little girlfriend here, how about that?"

 

My eyes widened. Veshnial's glinted. Holly's remained dull and listless. Mine immediately narrowed again.

 

A chance to spare Holly from this existence. It was almost too good to be true.

 

"You'll let her go, just like that?" I had to take the chance. The chance of sparing Holly if things went sideways…

 

He snapped his fingers. "Just like that. She's nothing to me. Means to an end. If securing that end means sacrificing them, I'd do it in a heartbeat."

 

I believed it, I believed he'd do much worse than this if it mean he could accomplish his goals. He'd kill for more power. I did not plan on adding myself or Holly to that list.

 

"Fine," I muttered after a long pause.

 

Veshnial's smile glinted. "What's that, I can't quite hear you." He absolutely could.

 

"I said fine. But on one condition." Veshnial remained silent, giving nothing away. "Release her too," I gestured behind myself, at Evangeline. "She's not of use to you any more either. Wipe her memory, and let her go."

 

I took a deep breath and prepared myself for my next words, "Do that and I'll submit to your power."

 

Veshnial's expression did not change. He merely waved his hand, as if shooing away an annoying insect. "Very well. She's apparently become more troublesome than she's worth anyway. Now kneel before me and we'll get this done."

 

Straightening my back I stood firm and said, "No, release them first. Otherwise what incentive do you have to keep your word?"

 

The incubus rolled his eyes. "I'm guessing you won't take my word for it?"

 

I gave him a blank look. "You're a demon, a liar, and a traitor. No, I'm not going to take your word for it."

 

"I'll release the fallen. Your girlfriend I will keep as insurance. Once you submit yourself to me completely, she will simply forget you even existed. What use have I of a mortal slut anyway?"

 

I swallowed hard. It was a gamble. I knew I couldn't trust anything that came out of Veshnial's mouth, but it was true: she had no strategic importance to anyone once I was taken out of play…

 

It was then I noticed Holly's eyes. Though just moments ago they remained empty, now they stared at me in annoyance, as if to say, "Get on with it." I blinked, and her eyes were empty once again. Then it all clicked.

 

"Deal," I said, perhaps a bit too confidently. If he picked up on it, he didn't show it. His grin merely widened and he turned his attention to Eva.

 

Veshnial's eyes first clouded over, then burst into wicked flames. He began twisting his fingers, like a surgeon operating on an invisible subject, and muttered words emerged from his throat. Orders, I think. Commands to forget. It didn't take long, and all the while Eva didn't move an inch, not even to blink. That must have been what I looked like last night. Like a deer caught in the headlights.

 

"When I snap my fingers, you will leave us and forget everything you saw here today, do you understand?"

 

I shuddered. Memories flooded back into me. I could see myself laying on the floor while Veshnial did the same thing to me. Muttering arcane words to implant memories, rewrite my personality and make me his scapegoat.

 

If Eva made any acknowledgement, I was too lost in my newly emergent memories to hear it. She simply stood up from the bed, and disappeared in a flash of light and feathers. Must be nice to teleport anywhere without being summoned, I thought.

 

"There. She's dealt with." The asshole turned towards me, his eyes still ablaze and waggled his fingers. "Now how about we put those little changes back where you found them."

 

He stepped forwards, and I readied my mind against intrusion. I felt something. Like the tips of a thousand needles surrounding my head.

 

"Do it then, douchebag," I said through gritted teeth.

 

"My, my, in a hurry?" Veshnial replied in with a condescending chuckle.

 

Now it was my turn to grin. "Not you. Him." My eyes flicked to Holly, who now stood up, and with hellfire in her eyes said in what was most certainly not Holly's voice, "Argus Veshnial, the jig, as they say, is up. Submit yourself to judgement and the fates may look upon you mercifully."

 

"Who… what…" the demon stammered. I stood as well, unleashing my demonic form.

 

I snickered. "I didn't recognize you like that at first, Narisael. I would've thought you'd object to being a woman."

 

"There's a lot you don't know about me," Holly's body responded, an enigmatic smile crossing it ever so briefly.

 

"You… misunderstand Naris, you see I," Veshnial jabbered on.

 

"Can it. I've heard enough," Narisael put a hand on her hip. "You know the deal. Easy way, hard way, yadda yadda."

 

Veshnial narrowed his eyes at me, then Narisael. He took a deep breath.

 

For just a moment, I thought he'd actually give in. My cynical side won out though, so I was not at all surprised when he moved to escape. What did surprise me was the sudden gout of flame that shot from his mouth as he screamed. He directed the flame towards Narisael, who held up an arm that was suddenly covered in shining blue light, and dived out of the way, which meant the door was unguarded.

 

Veshnial sprinted toward the door, leaving a path of fire in his wake. I gave chase immediately, dashing over the patches of fire without a second thought. Veshnial went out through the door and slammed it behind him. A second later I smashed into it, knocking the whole damn thing out of its frame, and followed him down the hallway.

 

As we burst onto the main floor, Veshnial turned and spat a ball of fire at me. My eyes widened and I ducked under it, losing my footing and sending me crashing into a set of tables and chairs. My quarry had taken this opportunity to make it all the way to the door on the opposite side, and showed no signs of slowing down. Cursing, I pushed the furniture aside and continued the chase, sending just a bit of power down into my feet, transforming my heels into running shoes.

 

That's better, I thought and charged through the next door into the reception area, fully expecting Veshnial to be halfway out the front door. Instead, I collided face first into a stone fucking statue and fell backwards onto my ass. There are worse things to fall on.

 

I stared up in confusion at the statue and gave it a spiteful kick, then glanced towards the front door. It was shut, and there was no indication it had been just opened. I glanced the other way and saw the receptionist smiling down at me, offering me a hand. I took it and got to my feet, and rubbed my face.

 

"Which way did he go? I need to catch him." My gaze flicked wildly from one end of the room to the other.

 

"He's right…" the receptionist began, and then made an excited little noise. "Oh! Mr. Narisael, sir, I did just as you asked."

 

Narisael, back in his normal decidedly male form, and in his normal decidedly cheap suit, responded, "Lovely, thank you dear. Please, if you ever decide to make your triumphant return to the small screen, do give me a call. I know you enjoy making men and women rock hard."

 

I looked at him in confusion, and at the receptionist, who blushed, giggled and twirled her hair. And then I looked at the sudden stone statue in front of me in astonishment.

 

It was Veshnial, his face contorted in fear and rage.

 

"Holy shit," was all I could muster as I turned back to the medusa.


Chapter 20

"Pack him up and send him to this address please and thank you my dear," Narisael's words were so honeyed I thought I might see a bee buzz from his mouth.



The medusa receptionist took the card he proffered and returned to her desk. She wasted no time, and began calling various numbers.



Meanwhile I was completely dumbfounded. I had expected an epic chase. Maybe one where we dodged traffic, or one where we leapt from car to car as their drivers blindly drove on like it was some kind of action movie. Maybe it would end in a gunfight, where we'd exchange fire at each other from opposite ends of a warehouse before running out of bullets and deciding to settle things the "old fashioned way" and resort to fisticuffs. Maybe he'd just walk out into traffic and get hit by a bus. That one would have been nice. I expected nearly anything except this.



I felt Narisael sidle up next to me. Even without looking at him I knew he had a smarmy grin plastered across his face. "Athena's an absolute doll. Wonderful woman, and legs like you wouldn't believe. Or maybe you would. By God, men and women could get lost between them and only resurface days later. She had a pretty popular set of films, you know. Gneiss Ass, and the sequel Gneiss Asses Too. Sedimentary My Dear Twatson. That was a fun one. Almost won a Cocky Award. Then there was Basalt and Batter Me, one of her early films, a prison flick with loads of bukkake scenes…"



He droned on and on. I barely payed much attention. I just stared at the frozen features of my murderer.



"What was he even expecting to do?" I was genuinely curious. "All this for what? A promotion? More employees? Fucking dumb reason."



The demon seemed to consider this for a moment before responding. "Most likely he intended to pull his new employees under his influence. Draw more power away for himself until he no longer needed to work for Hell. By that point he could easily go rogue with an entire cult of demons behind him. But honestly, I have no idea. It's possible he didn't even have an endgame in mind. Some demons just… want power. At any cost. It's kind of our thing."



"Well. That's it then," I said, dumbly.



"That's it then," Narisael repeated and placed a hand on my shoulder.



"Holly managed to get you, I see." I couldn't take my eyes off the stone figure before me.



"Yes. She filled me in on the basics, and I took the liberty of arranging things here. The lovely Athena there informed me when the two of you arrived, so it was a simple trap to set."



"And Holly?"



"Back at her home I believe. She wished to join us, but I can be very persuasive." I felt my fist clenching and Narisael seemed to catch on as well. "Relax. I merely convinced her that her presence there would be a liability. No trickery involved."



I sighed, and closed my eyes.



"You know, Veshnial's the one that killed me. I wasn't even supposed to go to Hell, he used a fallen angel to manipulate everything and make me into some kind of fall guy."



"I'm sorry."



"What do I do now?"



The hand on my shoulder grew a little tighter. "That, I cannot tell you, but you are a succubus now. You are a demon. There is no other path for you anymore."



"Great. Lovely. I'm just… going to go home."



"I will take things from here," he said, almost sounding… empathetic. It was... strange.



I turned to leave and Narisael spoke up again, "And if you reconsider my offer, you know where to find me. There's a large audience that just adores transformed men like you." There we go, that was the Narisael I was beginning to know.



"There's the problem. I'm not a man. I've always been a woman. I just could never admit it until now."



With a smile, I flipped him off over my shoulder and left the Little Inferno behind.



----------



I returned home, where Holly ran from the front door and collided with me on the front yard, hugging me so tight I thought I might not be able to breathe. We collapsed onto the grass in a fit of giggles and relieved sighs.



"Aeriel! Oh thank god you're okay," she croaked, tears filling her eyes.



I hugged back and stroked her hair. "Yep, I'm fine. Everything's fine, you can stop strangling me now," my reply came, a little strained.



She laughed and pulled away. "Did you get him? Did Narisael's plan work? How'd it go?"



"Calm down, let me get up. I'm absolutely exhausted."



I filled her in on what she missed as we went inside, and collapsed onto the sofa. "Deus ex medusa? Whoa. That's just… whoa."



"Well, I assume anyway. Stone gaze. And Narisael would not stop the rock puns. Like, she apparently starred in a movie called Professor Cummingtonite and the Quartz Cock."



Holly giggled. "What really? I've never heard of it. Sounds like an Indiana Jones parody."



"Probably. I have no idea. To be honest I kind of tuned him out. She was in a lot of movies."



"We'll have to watch one sometime. I bet they're pretty solid," Holly giggled even louder. That one got a chuckle out of me.



I sighed and propped my feet on Holly's lap, nesting back into the couch as much I could. "So yeah, it's over at least. Narisael took care of it. I'm just glad it's over."



"It must have been rough." Holly placed a hand on my leg and offered me a compassionate smile. "You've been through some rough things, but I'm here for you."



"Thanks. I'm fine, but… thanks." I offered her a tired smile, but quickly changed the subject. "So yeah, now I guess we're going to have to deal with a Veshnial-shaped statue. Or they are, I don't even know. Maybe they'll just toss him in a warehouse somewhere. Like the ark of the covenant."



"Put it in the toilets, holding towels," Holly suggested, which made me genuinely smile.



"Nah, outside for the birds to shit on," I replied.



"Hm, hatrack!"



I laughed. "Hatrack is too good for him. Lawn ornament? Your yard could use an ugly gnome."



We both laughed, and continued on with the jokes, even after the topic changed from Hell and demons to more mundane things like pop culture and the new season of Game of Thrones. It was just good to relax again. I melted into Holly's embrace while we watched television, and I just turned my brain off.



At some point during the night we migrated into her room, though if anything came of that, I don't remember it. I only remember waking up the next morning with my arms wrapped around her, holding her close like I could never let her go.



I slipped out of bed and freshened up as quietly as I could. Proceeding downstairs, I'd intended to start breakfast, seeing as I missed out on it last time, but stopped as I heard a knock at the door. Curious, I crept towards the door and peeked outside as stealthily as I could. I didn't want to give myself away, in case it was a stranger. It was far too early in the morning to be dealing with that.



Thankfully, beyond the front door was not a stranger, but Narisael, wearing another cheap suit and a cheesy grin.



I opened the door and stepped outside. Thankful as I was of his help, he still kind of rubbed me the wrong way and I didn't want to invite him inside. "What's up? Need me to come in and make a statement or something?"



Narisael made a dismissive hand motion. "No, that's all taken care of. Mental scanning is very easy to do on a petrified person, you know. He's going away for a long, long time." Man, what kind of prison do demons even have? I decided I really, really, did not want to know.



My mind turned to the angel who dragged me into this mess in the first place. "Evangeline?"



"With no memory of the events, she's not high on our priorities. She can go back to doing whatever it was she was doing. We really don't need her."



I frowned. Poor Evangeline. I didn't like leaving her like that, completely mind wiped, but maybe it was for the best? I'd certainly like to forget a lot of things that happened in the past few days. At the very least, she was free of Veshnial's influence.



"Right. So, what about me? Do I just go back to work, or am I free, or what?"



Narisael's face turned suddenly grave, and he took a long breath before replying. "Actually, that's what I'm here about. The powers that be have come to a conclusion regarding your fate."



A cold feeling arose in my gut and began to spread. I did not like how he said that. "What is it? God, are they going to throw me in jail… or," I read his face and shuddered, "kill me? Because I'm not supposed to be a demon?" This was Hell after all. My mind raced with all of the horrible things that could happen to me, each one more horrifying than the last.



"Worse," Narisael said, his serious face twisting into a smile. My stomach sank even further. What could be worse?



He held out a business card, which I read without taking.



It read: 

Aeriel Lyrien

Head Manager

Department of Lust




"Fuck off," I blurted.



"It's serious." Narisael's smile widened.



"Is this…"



"Veshnial's position, yep. The upper management liked how you handled business. Throwing off mind control is no mean feat. Not to mention involving Athena like that…" he clicked his tongue. "Top quality thinking. That's what gets you ahead in this career."



I sputtered. "I, what?"



"Don't you remember?" The smile turned into a grin. "You contacted Athena after your girlfriend. Set up a trap for Argus, and then funneled him towards her. Really good plan."



"But I didn't…" I started.



"Ah, but you did. Or at least, that's what my report says."



My brow furrowed. I was instantly suspicious, though still flustered. "I… Why would you do something like that?"



"Maybe because then you'd owe me one. It never hurts to have well connected friends. Perhaps you'd be more inclined to perform in one of my pieces. Maybe I'd love to see you spread eagle on my bed begging for my fat, juicy cock." He shrugged his shoulders. "Or maybe it's because I like you. Maybe I see a little bit of myself in you, and I want to nurture that essence this time around. Maybe I just don't give a shit at all and I just want to fuck with you. Take your pick, doll."



I stared at the piece of paper, not knowing what to say.



"Eight o'clock sharp," he passed over the business card, which I took this time, and waggled his eyebrows at me. "I'm expecting great things. Don't let me down."



As he began to walk away, I detected a faint whiff of brimstone, and just like that, he was gone. There one second, gone the next.



I looked down at the card as reality began to creep in. What had I just gotten myself into?



"Crap."

