
The orgy lasted almost until sunrise.  Between each newbie's latest fuck, Rachael and Isaac got each of the new 'Cubi to learn how to shapeshift.  The new 'Cubi were eager learners, although they were far more eager to bone each other.  They would practice their shapeshift power after each orgasm, then going back to rutting with each other after several minutes.  As the newbies all finally mastered the exercise, everyone slipped out and went home, the new 'Cubi already planning for the 'Cubi Lover's Club next meeting in a week.

Rachael nearly creamed her panties at the thought of more new members.

As the newbies filed out in disguise, the crew of eight, plus their new ally Nick, gathered themselves – first for a good screw, then for some planning.  Mina rested in Petey's lap, her slit drooling against his thick meat, sending jolts of Lust down into their respective nethers; Isaac and Terry pounded Rachael and Dani from behind, the girls' spade-tails pressing into each boy's butt while they licked Nick; and Bart and Landon ground cock against cock, making out and making a mess of each others' belly-fur.

Once they'd all gotten their rocks off, they disguised themselves, went to their clubhouse, and began to plan once again.  Petey wanted to try and corrupt another councillor, perhaps with Mina as the bait to trap them.  She liked the plan, and everyone agreed to give it a go.  They'd have to be slow and steady, though, just in case.

That whole day passed by slowly for Isaac.  He found himself boredly waiting with Rachael, wanking and boning every once in a while, but it simply wasn't keeping him occupied today.  He kept waiting on some news from Mina and Petey, even though he knew it wasn't likely to be today.  Rachael even reminded him as much when he queried out loud what was taking them.

He finally nodded, dressed, and went for a run around 3 PM.

As he ran through the woods, he found himself longing for another orgy, another soul, another poor innocent to seduce and fuck wildly.  He yearned for the thrill of corrupting another ordinary Jakkai into surrendering to their Lusts.

The sheer consistency of his inevitable tents made the run difficult, but he managed.  In fact, he somehow managed better than normal, to his surprise.  He hadn't exactly been keeping in shape in the running department – he'd always been active, which had helped him early on – but in terms of sheer running endurance and strength, he was somehow doing a little better than before.

He liked it, even if he had no idea why it was happening.

After the first hour, Isaac decided to really push himself, going faster and longer in each sprint, each run, each jog.  He usually only ran for an hour or so before returning, but today he made it to two hours...then to three.  The sweat built up, but his fatigue didn't.  In fact, he noticed he was getting a bit more...needy.  He was actually getting hornier.

Was he actually converting his fatigue into Lust?  That was weird...but useful in the long term.  Still, he liked the feeling of being just plain tired, sometimes.

After the end of his third hour of running, he realized he couldn't just hold off his desire any longer.  His balls almost hurt with the need to spill their seed.  Smiling, he went looking for a place to hide, then release his disguise, so that he could Corrupt some plants or something.

But as he was walking, looking for a good place to hide as the sun was setting, he got a whiff of something wonderful and delicious.  'A soul, out here?  In the middle of nowhere?'  He grinned.  'Perfect.  I was just hoping for that...they must want to be found by a 'Cubus if they're out here by themselves!'  He raced off for the scent, his ears open.  He could tell that the smell wasn't coming from too far away.

And then he heard the crying...the sobbing.  He slowed, then stopped, surprised.  Whoever this soul was, they were miserable.  He swallowed, then kept sniffing, following the scent of soul and the sound of whimpering to the source – a young Jakkai lady, and one he instantly recognized.

Paulina Aquaskull had a natural deep blue hair color, a strange anomaly even by Jakkai standards.  She was also an extremely powerful Water mage – not just "for a Jakkai," but in general.  Some actually feared her raw power, thinking she'd made a pact with Broxis or Toski, but that didn't seem likely to Isaac.

At least, it didn't now that he was a Demon himself.  But then, he'd never been able to do anything like he could now as a mortal, either.

He found the magical prodigy lying in the dirt, beat up and even a little bloody.  Her shirt was torn at the bottom, as was her long skirt.  There were splashes of water all over the place, as if she'd tried to defend herself.  She was curled up in a ball, clearly in great pain.  Isaac's blood warmed, not with Lust but with anger.  He checked his body, disguising himself and adjusting his pants to hide his needy tent, and hesitantly approached her.  As he knelt beside her, she started, staring at him in fear.  "I'm not gonna hurt you," he told her gently.  "Who hurt you?"

Paulina turned away.  "A...Adam and Tom, and Ike," she murmured.  "They beat me up for bein' a witch...I'm not a dumb witch," she blubbered.

He felt a strange sensation in his gut, like it had dropped out.  "How much did they hurt you?" he asked.

"Th-they punched and kicked me an' called me a witch," she murmured.

"Did they...do anything else?" he asked.

She hesitated.  "I...I don't think so," she mumbled, blushing.

"Good," he said.  'Fuck, I wish I could patch her up...' he thought, laying a hand gently on her shoulder.

And before he knew it, he felt his Lust bubble up a little higher, and he saw her injuries slowly fade.  They both gasped, his hand withdrawing, her eyes wide in confusion.  "D...did you...heal me?  W-with magic?" she asked.  "I thought that was impossible..."

"M-me too," Isaac mumbled.  'Apparently 'Cubi can heal people...but it makes us hornier, instead of tired?  Weird!'

She blushed a moment later, and Isaac realized that he wasn't the only one whose Lust had been boosted.  "...you...you know," she mumbled, "I should probably...check."

"Check...?" he asked, swallowing.  "Uh...do you need...help?" he asked.

"Y-yeah," she stammered, slowly sitting back on her butt, before nervously spreading her legs.  She looked away, shivering, clearly embarrassed and even scared, obviously unable to believe she was doing this...even without Isaac's telepathy.

As Isaac opened his mind to Paulina's, his hands slowly, gently lifted her skirt, to see a pair of pink panties.  They were perfectly dry, and they didn't appear to be stained.  "W...well, your panties are still there," he told her, "and they don't look like anything got on 'em."  He paused.  "Do...do you want me to check, just in case?"

"...yeah...please l-look," she mumbled, shivering.  Her legs twitched, as if wanting to close them but keeping them open for her "inspector's" sake.

He nodded, gently pulling them up to expose her slit and her pucker.  He wasn't sure why, but he was actually really nervous.  Then again, he was an Incubus – and one who desperately needed to cum, hard – and he didn't want to scare the poor girl any more than she already had been.  "I'm gonna spread to look for semen, okay?" he told her.

"J-just do it," she squeaked, embarrassed.

He nodded under her skirt, spreading the girl's slit gently, before letting go and pulling back.  "Okay," he said, "nothing there.  Sorry about that."

"It's...it's fine," she mumbled, pulling her panties back on as she stood again.  "You were just tryin' to help...right?" she murmured.

It was at that point that Isaac realized he'd already leached a great deal of his own Lust into her.  "Yeah," he said quietly.

"...thank you," she murmured, hugging him tightly.  "...I know it's wrong, but...but if there's anything I can do to...to repay you."  She blushed, squeezing his shirt gently with her hands.  "A...and I do mean anything."

Isaac smiled quietly.  He really wanted to – Gods he wanted to – but she was already in a bad way mentally.  "You don't need to," he said, gently kissing her forehead.

"I...I know, but..."  She shivered.  "...please.  You got to see mine.  It's...only fair that I see yours, right?"

"I...I guess?" he said with faux hesitance.  He slowly leaned back and sat down for her, letting her take things at her own pace.

To his surprise, she kissed him on the lips, murmuring a gentle moan into his mouth.  He moaned back, mumbling needily, lovingly.  His pants came down a moment later, and she hesitantly parted to look down.  "Oh Gaia," she mumbled, staring at the twitching member, before slipping down to inspect it closer.  "...m...may I..." she began, before clamming up, too embarrassed to think straight.

"You're in charge," he smiled quietly.

She took that as her cue, kissing the tip, then licking it a little, then running a long lick, then going from sheath to tip and back down.  She was already fingering her cunny, whimpering, needy, desperate for a release she could barely comprehend yet.

'Yet being the key word,' Isaac thought quietly, smiling.  He opened his mind to hers, gently prodding her for desires –

'Gods I need to just suck him...

'I can't believe how horny I am!

'Why am I so needy?

'I wanna fuck my brains out with him...!

'I've always liked him, but Gods, why now...?!

'No, fuck it.  I'm taking him in my...in my...!'

He blushed brightly.  She liked him...?  Like that?  He shivered, his need getting more intense as she pleasured his rod, his eyes crossing.  He was going to lose control if he didn't erupt soon...!

He swallowed as she suddenly pulled down her panties and lifted her skirt, ready to mount him without a care.  "Ah!  Paulina!" he managed.  "W-wait wait!  We – I need to – !"

"What's wrong?" she asked, worried.

"You...I mean, you should know," he mumbled.  "What you're getting into."

"Wh-whaddaya mean?" she frowned, confused now.

He swallowed.  "Look, I'm on a hair-trigger right now, but if I cum I might..."  He sighed.  "So I should probably just show you."

"Show me wha – " she began, then squeaked when he dropped his disguise.  "Oh Gods!" she gasped, stumbling back, tripping on her panties.  They fell off as she scrambled back another foot on her hands, feet, and butt.

"Yeah," he mumbled, member still twitching – now jet-black and drooling shiny black boycum instead of clearish-white pre.  He turned his gaze away.  "Please don't let anyone know, okay?"

"You're...oh Gods..." she whimpered.  "Wh-what – oh Gods no, please don't rape me...!" she whined, looking about ready to break down again.

"Wha – no no!" he yelped.  "Paulina no!  I wouldn't – you're such a gentle girl, a sweetheart, I'm just sorry I...I never noticed how much you wanted me until now," he mumbled, sagging sadly.

She swallowed.  "H...how long have you...been a Demon?"

"About a week," he mumbled.

She was silent, stunned, by that.  "...oh," she murmured.  "...can you...somehow not, y'know, make me a...into a s-Succubus, when you...?"

"I can try," he mumbled nervously, "but right now I really need to blow and I don't think I can control it at this point."

"O-oh," she murmured, shivering.  She turned her eyes eyes away, seeming to debate the issue in her head, and he gently prodded her mind again.

'He's being sincere...honest.

'I want him so bad, right now.

'But if I do, I'll become a...a monster...

'He's not a monster, though!  Less than those boys!

'...but my soul...

'...I'm too horny to care...Gods help me...!'

Her eyes, having squeezed shut, opened and turned back to him, nervous but convinced.  She slowly crawled towards him, and he held still, trying to hold himself back.  "Wh...where do you want to, uh...?" he asked quietly.

She didn't answer, only taking him in her mouth, moaning softly, and he felt the frisson of terror in her head – it was nearly overwhelmed by the Lust, but although she pulled back, she took a moment to squash it before licking him again.  Slowly, she got into it again, her mouth bobbing down his cock, eliciting a shiver of pleasure from him, a whimper of need.  He finally gasped as he felt his orgasm approach.  "H-here it cums," he groaned, before releasing his monster-load into her gullet.

She had trouble with the first few swallows, but the Corruption urged her on, driving her deeper onto his cock, up and down, gulping nervously, then eagerly, then happily, before her cunny began squirting just from the sheer overwhelming arousal she felt.  Her eyes rolled back from her impossible need, groaning throat vibrating his cockhead, as she gulped down his Demon-cum dutifully.

Finally, Isaac's gushing load slowed to a trickle, then stopped.  Paulina, now practically starving for Demon-boy-cum, swallowed every drop of remaining seed on it, almost hungrily crawling atop him.  "I...I need this," she mumbled, putting his tip to her pussy once again.

"You're gonna let it go," he mumbled lamely.

"I...I know," she replied softly.  "It's scary, but...but...!"

"Only if you're absolutely sure," he breathed.  "And if you do...uh, can I watch...?"

She blushed deeper, but nodded.  Standing and pulling off her skirt entirely, she pressed her puffy fuckhole to his tip again, whimpering, "Just make sure that it...that it gushes out all over your yummy cock..."

"Yes ma'am," he breathed, kissing her lips gently.  She grabbed his hands and put them on her hips gently, then french-kissed him back.  A moment later, when she moaned into his kiss, he slammed her down onto his tool.

She squeaked, shocked, as he pierced her virgin folds, but she hugged him tighter with both walls and arms.  "Fuck me...!" she murmured, and he rolled her onto her back to oblige her.  She gave a squeal of pleasure as he drove his cock deeper into her, pounding her mercilessly, begging him, "Don't stop!  Don't stop don't stop!  Fuck me silly!"

"Yes ma'am!" he growled, his hips pistoning harder than he knew possible, faster than he could have imagined.  His hips churned on their own as he railed her, and before long he'd rolled her on her side, fucking her with one leg over his shoulder, her cries of pleasure turning to gurgles of bliss.  She hadn't even cum yet and she was high as a kite on the Lust and pleasure.  Through his telepathic power, he could feel her mind starting to surrender to his Lust...

No, wait.  It felt wrong... "Paulina?" he asked her, concerned.

"Ahh!  Ahhhhh!  Ahhhhhhhhh!" was her response.

Her mind was starting to break...and she hadn't been changed yet.  Something was wrong.  He gently pulled out, worried.  "Paulina?!" he asked.

"Mm!" she whimpered, desperation filling her thoughts.  "What's wrong?" she whined.

"You okay?"  She nodded, gasping for breath, confused.  "You sure?"

"Yeah, I'm fine," she huffed, shivering.  "I'm just so damn horny it's driving me crazy...!"

He nodded, thinking.  He clearly had been pumping Lust into her...could he pull it back out...?  He focused on doing just that, and she squeaked in shock.  "Better?" he asked.

"Y...yeah," she mumbled, her mind still desperate but no longer breaking down.  "Gods, what was that...?"

"I think that's my fault," he mumbled.  "I've been so horny today...I was gonna just wank when I heard you crying."

"Oh..."  She blushed.  "...how many times can you blow...?"

"Lots," he replied, wondering what she wanted.

"Cum on me," she breathed.  "Paint me in your cum..."

"...yes ma'am," he grinned, planting his sack at her netherlips and starting to jerk his cock.  She propped herself up on her elbows, watching as he worked his length expertly, his spade sliding to rub along his ass, then prod her pussy.  She gasped at the first prod, then moaned as he slipped it in, shivering in desire.  He groaned, growling softly as he blew his load – still five times the size of a normal blast of his cum – all over her chest and belly.  "Fuck!" he breathed.  "Needed that...!"

"Mm!" she whimpered, visibly getting hornier again from his Corrupted seed.

Sensing this, he pulled her Lust out again, to a point where she could reasonably bear it.  "Still want to?" he asked her quietly.

She blushed, shivering once again.  Her fear was starting to creep back in, but she pushed it back.  "G...go ahead," she murmured.

"Last time I'll ask," he said, pulling his spade from her twat and placing his tip there instead.  Her fear surged back, and he could see it on her face.  She was trying to work up her courage.

Despite wanting to, though, her courage failed her.  "I...I can't," she whimpered.  "I'm sorry, I can't right now.  C-can I sleep on it?"

"Sure," he said, pulling back.  "Promise you won't tell anyone, though."

She nodded in agreement.  "I still like you that way...so, I don't want to see you to get lynched, Incubus or not," she admitted quietly.

"Alright," he smiled sadly.  "And, whatever you choose, just lemme know."

"Mhm."  He turned away to let her dress in privacy, pulling his own pants on.  Even if he'd seen it all already, it was the principle of the matter.

He'd have to wank something fierce when he got home, though.

Isaac grunted as he heard the knock on his front door.  He'd passed out sometime in the early hours of the night after loosing three gushing orgasms of demonic boycum.  When he arrived at the door, he looked out the peephole discovered Paulina standing there, much to his surprise, as it was still barely 4:30 in the morning.  "Hey," he told her blearily as he opened the door.

She blinked repeatedly as she looked him up and down, blushing fiercely.  "Um...Isaac?" she murmured.

"What?" he asked, looking down – at his naked, Incubus form.  '...shit.'  He quickly pulled her inside and closed the door.  "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to embarrass – "

"It's okay," she said, hugging him.  "I'm sorry to wake you."

He blushed and nodded back.  "So...um.  Thoughts?"

"...I need to cum," she mumbled.  "I'm so damn horny...and I can tell that if I cum, it's...it's still gonna c-cum out..."

His eyes widened.  "So you have no choice now," he said quietly.  "I...I'm sorry.  I didn't know that would..."

"I'm still scared, too," she admitted.

He grimaced, trying to think.  He could pull out Lust...could he pull out her Corruption, too?  Focusing as hard as he could, he tried to ease the burden he'd placed on her soul...he couldn't, at least not right now.  Not without a little "room" in his own body.  "I can take out the Taint I put in you," he murmured, "but I need to cum first.  Can you wait, or...?"

She didn't even take a second to think before she shook her head hard.  "It's that bad," she whimpered, eyes squeezed shut. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I need you too badly, please don't hate me for this!"  She then tackled him to the ground, rapidly pulling her skirt down and kicking it off, to reveal she hadn't even put on panties.  Her puffy cunny was drooling so much girlcum that he was sure she'd just came for a split second.

He blushed as she put her fuckhole's lips to his hard-on's tip, before saying, "Before you do, question.  Can I just...brute-force will you to cum, or do you wanna ride me normally?"

She swallowed, before french-kissing him for several seconds.  "Whatever you want," she breathed.  "I'm yours...Isaac.  My lovely...perfect Incubus."  She then took his hands and put them on her hips, just like the previous evening.  "Take me however you like," she breathed into his mouth.

"Okay," he whispered back, pulling her down onto his cock.  She gave a muffled squeak as he hilted in her.  "You wanted to cum while I was in you, right?" he asked, trying not to moan yet.

"Mhm!" she nodded rapidly.

"Then here it cums," he moaned, holding her hips down tightly.  His mind slipped into hers and pumped her to the brim with his own Lust, driving her to an intantaneous, mind-blowing orgasm.  Her eyes rolled back in her head, her throat elicited little more than a choked gurgle, and her pussy exploded with bright indigo girlcum, her soulstuff gushing out like he'd broken a dam a hundred yards high.  In fact, there was so much of the delicious slime that he was honestly kind of impressed with himself.

The poor girl collapsed onto his floor, panting, whimpering, mind warping to accept and love its new Corrupted state as her body changed.  He slid forward on top of her, his body instinctively slurping up the soulcum through his cock.  As he came from the unholy pleasure of another soul in him, Isaac began kissing Paulina lovingly, making out with her, letting her into his mind to know what was going on with her body and mind and the void that now rested where her soul once resided.

As he touched her thoughts, he felt a powerful love for him come straight back at him.  She wanted nothing more than to be with him, and for him to be happy.

It shocked him, almost painful in her acceptance of him.  He smiled, tearing up – Rachael was a great fuck, but she wasn't interested in a true relationship.  Paulina was, now – with him alone.  Pulling out of the new Succubus's slit, he picked her up and carried her to his room.  Once there, he rolled her onto her side and snuggled into her back, spooning her lovingly.

'Thank you,' she thought into his mind.

'You're welcome,' he replied, already planning in the back of his thoughts.  He loved Paulina back, and he wanted her to be as powerful as he was.  Rachael was just happy being a fucktoy for anyone who wanted to drill her holes.

Maybe she could be one.
