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The night I murdered my mother, a mage darkened our doorstep before my father could collect 
himself to call the police to report my misdeed.

The robe-clad mage entranced my father, altering his memories of the evening, and 
vaporized my mother’s corpse before stealing me away to become his apprentice.

While other teens played video games, competed in sports, and experimented with drugs, 
I was studying grimoires, mixing potions, and summoning imps to toy with.

Under my master’s tutelage, as I’ve matured into a young man, my innate ability to wield
magick has grown substantially, as have my dark desires.

Mages dwell in the shadows with minimal interaction with non-magickal individuals, and
magickal ones for that matter, so therefore I’ve never laid with a woman.

My master promises I may appropriate an apprentice of my own someday and affirms I 
can do whatever I want with her when I do.

The thought of a pretty petite teenager servicing me on her knees at my command, as I do
for my master, is quite compelling but I can’t wait any longer. I want a servant now. What’s the 
point of all my magickal training if I can’t conjure something for myself?

I’ve been practicing demonology without my master’s knowledge for years. Of all the 
dark arts, it’s considered the most dangerous because demons are so devious. However, the 
greatest mages owe their power to demonic control. So if I’m to become a great mage, I must 
master the art of demonology.

Sunken into my favorite armchair in our extensive library with my nose in an ancient 
flesh-bound tome, I listen to my master’s footsteps as he treks upstairs to his bedroom to retire 
for the evening. Moments later, the old pipes rattle in the walls, indicating the flush of his toilet.

I wait fifteen minutes to be sure he’s fallen asleep. Then I set the tome aside, exit the 
library, and creep down to the basement.

Beyond the alchemy station and shelves crammed with corked bottles and dram vials 
containing elixirs and poisons, stands an iron door engraved with intricate sigils.

I press a palm to the metal and murmur a spell, inciting the door to swing inward to grant 
me entry to the summoning chamber.

There are no windows or electric lighting, only black candles that spark with a whisper, 
illuminating stone walls and a gold circle in the floor.

I step inside the candlelit room, feeling a tingling sensation as I pass through the 
protective wards, and the iron door swings closed behind me.

Chalk in hand, I get down on my knees and scrawl an evocation spell in Enochian script 
I’ve committed to memory around the gold circle. Next, I prick my finger with a pin and smear a
droplet of blood at the center of the circle to imprint myself upon it. Finally, standing outside the 
circle, I close my eyes to focus my magick and enunciate an incantation to summon a succubus 
to be my servant.

Opening my eyes, I recoil at the sight before me. What mistake could cause this?
My master climbs to his feet, hair disheveled, wearing nothing but a pair of boxers. 

“Fool, what have you done?! You know you’re forbidden from utilizing this room for good 
reason and this proves it!”

“Master,” I beg, “forgive me!”
He squawks, “Free me from this blasted circle at once!”
I close my eyes again to release my master but as I inhale a breath to center my mind, I 

note a tinge of brimstone.
I open my eyes and the succubus smirks at me.



“Almost fooled you so easily. Perhaps you should return to summoning mere imps, dear 
boy.”

“I’m a full-grown man,” I spit petulantly, “not a boy.”
“Please,” my faux-master rolls his eyes, “you’re still a virgin.”
“You will resolve that issue.”
The succubus grins with glee. “To make you a man?”
“Well, yes,” I admit, “but certainly not looking like that.”
With a wink, my phony master shrinks and shifts before my eyes into a lusty Japanese 

schoolgirl with sparkling fuchsia eyes and curly pink pigtails. “Is this what you desire?”
I look her up and down, licking my chops hungrily. “Yes, you look utterly delicious.”
She snickers, “I know what you truly desire deep down.”
“No, no,” I protest, “you look perfect as you are. You’re my fantasy come true.”
“You tell yourself this is your fantasy,” she twirls a pigtail demurely, “but I can see 

beyond that self-deceptive lie.”
I eye her with suspicion. “What trickery are you preparing?”
“No more tricks. Only truth.” She blows me a kiss and her lips become plump and pouty 

as her eyes become deep blue and her hair golden blond and flowing. Her schoolgirl outfit 
morphs into lacy scarlet and black lingerie. Her breasts swell to fill her double-D quarter-cup bra
as her thighs thicken to fit her floral lace thigh-high stockings. Her facial features sharpen as her 
skin darkens to honey.

I collapse to my knees and tears trickle down my cheeks as guilt and grief clash with love
and lust.

My mother soothes, “Don’t cry, baby. It wasn’t your fault. Mommy knows it was 
accidental.”

I cup my palms over my face as I sob. “Thank you for understanding, Mommy.”
“Free me from this circle so I can hold you.”
Striving to regain my composure, I rub away my tears, and sniffle, “First I need to bind 

you to me.”
“Of course, do what you must, baby, but be quick. My heart throbs for you.”
Closing my eyes, I whisper the binding spell and feel our spirits entwine with elation. 

Then with another whisper, I release her from the circle.
Before I can open my eyes, my face is pressed between her heavy bosoms, her soft 

breasts squeezing my cheeks as she embraces me warmly.
I curl my arms around her and the sweet scent of lilacs teases my nostrils as I breathe her 

in, transporting me back to childhood.
She pulls me to my feet and her velvety lips bathe my face with kisses. “Escort me out of 

this cold chamber so I may lavish you with warm affections.”
“I desire nothing more, but if my master discovers you, he’ll break our binding and 

banish you to the deepest depths of the infernal realm.”
She caresses my cheeks reassuringly. “And you could resummon me.”
“No,” I sigh, “he will make sure I never use this summoning chamber ever again.”
“Then we’ll be stealthy, baby.” She kisses my forehead tenderly. “Take me to your bed 

so we may lie together.”
I gulp audibly at the thrilling thought of us snuggling together in my twin-size bed. 

“Promise me you’ll be quiet.”
She flutters her lashes demurely. “Quiet as a church mouse.”



“Okay,” I grin, “keep a hand on me so you can pass through the wards.”
“I don’t ever want to take my hands off you.”
I turn to the iron door and she rests her slender hands on my shoulders. I press a palm to 

the metal and murmur the spell to incite the door to swing inward, then lead her out of the 
chamber and out of the basement.

When we reach the stairway to the second floor, my succubus mother halts and whispers, 
“I want to breathe fresh sulfur-free air and feel the moonlight on my naked flesh.”

I nod and lead her out to the open interior courtyard, which is dominated by a large 
mossy oak tree.

I cast a hush spell so we may speak freely, and swoon, “You look even more gorgeous 
under the pale bluish light of the moon.”

She inhales deeply, puffing up her bosoms, and smiles serenely. “At last, I am free.”
“Free of the infernal realm but not free of servitude.”
She gives me a seductive smile that curls my toes. “Would you like me to sink to my 

knees so you may use my mouth?”
My cock twitches in my robes even as I blush. “I, uh, would like that. I mean, um, if you 

would be so kind, Mommy.”
She arches a blond brow. “Would you like to strip out of those robes so Mommy can 

admire your body?”
I nod bashfully, “Yeah, okay.”
She chews her plump lower lip as she watches me remove my robes, kick off my shoes, 

and tug down my boxers, rendering myself nude.
I stand there in the moonlight and the cool night air as she circles me with scrutinizing 

eyes as if selecting a cut of beef.
Finally, she cups my balls in one palm and purrs, “You’re a rather superb specimen for 

such a young man. A fit and firm physique.”
My gaze drops from her deep blue eyes to her slender hand cradling my balls as if she 

owns them. “Thank you for your praise.”
She grips my balls tightly. “If you’re a good boy for Mommy, you will receive plenty of 

praise as well as rewards of sensual pleasure.”
I gulp. “Roleplay is fine but you are my servant.”
“You’re so precious,” she titters, “but you’re no King Solomon. You don’t have the 

magickal strength to bind me to you, and thus, in your effort to do so you have bound yourself to 
me.”

Perspiration sweeps across my brow.
“Don’t just gawk at me, get down on your knees and open your mouth wide so I can fuck 

it.”
My mind reeling, I drop to my knees with wide eyes as her lacy scarlet and black panties 

become crotchless, permitting a girthy member and heavy balls to plop forth.
She pets my crown fondly. “Worship me with your mouth.”
Stretching my quivering lips, I close them around the bulbous head of her intimidating 

futa with a weak pitiful whimper.
The fingers of her hand petting my head curl into a clenching fist, pulling at the roots of 

my hair.
I yelp around her member.
“Don’t be such a pussy,” she rasps. “I haven’t even begun to fuck you and the night is 



still young.”
I gaze up at her with puppy dog eyes as I begin to suck softly, causing her dick to 

engorge. Shamefully, so does my own.
She giggles, “I see you enjoy being on your knees with a mouthful of cock. Your little 

peepee’s so hard.”
My face flushes with embarrassment even as I suck harder, my cheeks pulling concave 

with the increased effort.
She bobs my head with a gentle pace, groaning softly, “Good boy.”
When my master makes me suck his prick, I close my eyes and imagine I’m somewhere 

else doing anything else, and I never become aroused. Now my cock is throbbing as I faintly 
moan with felicity while staring up past my succubus mother’s buoyant bosoms into her deep 
blue eyes.

“Mmm, yeah,” she groans, bobbing me swifter, “I’m going to truly relish being your 
Domme. You’re such a zealous cocksucker, aren’t you, my obedient slave?”

I mumble in the affirmative around her thick futa and begin to pump my erection.
She scowls down at me, shaking her head with disapproval. “Did Mommy give you 

permission to touch your peepee, huh? Do you need a spanking?”
I whimper in the negative, reluctantly pulling my hand away.
“You are only to receive pleasure when I allow it. You will only cum when I command 

you to cum. Do you understand me, bitch?”
I narrow my gaze with resentment and she yanks back my head, my scalp burning and 

my neck aching as I cry out with fear.
My cheek flares with stinging pain as she slaps me across the face without warning. 

“When I ask you a question I expect an answer! And it better be respectful! Do you understand 
me, bitch?!”

Shivering in shock, I snivel, “Yes, Mommy, I understand you! I’m sorry, Mommy, I’m 
sorry!”

“I was going to be gentle with you this first night since you’re a virgin, but now I see you
are in need of discipline.”

“Please, Mommy, I’ll be good! I don’t need a spanking! I won’t touch my peepee! Please,
Mommy, I swear I’ll be your good little bitch!”

“No amount of sniveling is going to change my mind. If I don’t discipline you, you’ll 
never grow into a big strong man for Mommy.”

My retort is stifled before I can utter the first syllable as she crams her thick dick into my 
mouth again with an unsympathetic lunge.

I can’t help but cough and choke as her cockhead rams the back of my throat again and 
again as if she’s attempting to jam it down my gullet, and then she pivots my head back and a 
pop sounds in my ears as her cockhead forges into my throat.

“Ooh, fuck yeah,” she groans with gaiety, “I love the feel of a taut esophagus stretching 
around my fat futa! Thankfully, you’re a deepthroat virgin!”

My eyes go cross and my vision blurry, causing her bouncing bosoms to appear to 
multiply, as her drool-slathered balls repeatedly slap the underside of my chin with the rabid 
rhythm of her hammering hips. Even as I asphyxiate, I ache like an addict for more of her 
aberrant abuse.
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