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      I slammed my laptop shut and hurled it across the couch, but it just bounced harmlessly and not very satisfyingly across the white leather cushions. Nothing! Well, nothing useful. The internet was full of historical fairy tales and Disney-sanitized versions, or stories smutted up in bad erotic fiction. Those were fun reading, but none of it was going to help me get the job done.

      Damn it.

      At the College, the wizards had access to the real thing: vast libraries of arcane books, bound in wyvern hide and full of secret magical knowledge. At least, I assumed so. It wasn’t like I’d ever seen them. My employers are a cabal of mages sworn to keep de­mons and other supernatural dangers out of our world. So my being half succubus means that they don’t trust me too well. And that meant I didn’t exactly get a College library card.

      That left me the internet and my good looks. But since my stupid laptop was immune to my charms, I gave it a kick that wed­ged the machine further into the couch. Take that.

      I stood and smoothed out my short red silk robe, determined not to let the internet get me all worked up. It was still early and the hardwood floor of my condo was cold, so I slid my feet into a pair of fluffy white bunny slippers. They had been a Christmas present from my best friend, Max.

      I paced back and forth across the living room a few times, thinking and staring out the window. I lived up high enough that the big floor-to-ceiling windows of my condo had a great view of downtown, and even a slice of the bay. Water and glass sparkled silver in the sunlight, streaked in white where a few stubborn ten­drils of morning fog clung to them.

      Idea! I grabbed my cell phone from between a few cartons of Chinese takeout on the kitchen counter and scrolled through my contacts until I found the number. I hadn’t called that phone num­ber in a long time. I really should more often.

      Two rings and then voicemail picked up, as usual, with an automated message that gave no name.

      “Hey, it’s Lily,” I said after the beep. “The College posted a job that I… Well, I’m not sure what I’m getting into. If you’ve got a mi­nute, I could really use some advice. Thanks.”

      I ended the call and stowed my previous night’s dinner in the refrigerator. When I was finished, I figured that the morning’s lack of work called for another cup of coffee. I brewed up a mug of vanilla-flavored heaven and carried it back to the living room.

      All my windows were closed, but I smelled the smooth tang of fresh water just before I saw her. Evaine stood in the middle of the room and I jumped, nearly dropping my coffee. I’ve never gotten used to how she does that. Maybe I would if she came by more often, but it’s not only me who doesn’t keep in touch. Sometimes Evaine vanished for months at a time and not even the College could contact her, no matter how important it was. But it was good to see her.

      Evaine wore a soft gray sweater and a knee-length white skirt that flowed around her slender legs. Her hair was long, curly and very pale – a true platinum blonde that you just can’t get out of a bottle. Unless it was a djinn’s bottle, I suppose.

      “Evaine!” I said.

      I might have squealed her name a bit. I practically threw my coffee down on the end table and ran to my teacher. She opened her arms and hugged me close. I’m not a short woman, but Evaine was at least six inches taller than me and my cheek rested comfortably in the hollow of her shoulder.

      “Lily,” Evaine said. “It’s good to see you again.”

      Her accent was British and a touch of something else, maybe Welsh or Scottish. I was never sure, but it was always gentle and soothing. I turned my face up to Evaine’s and kissed her. She smelled like sun-warmed grass and stone.

      “It’s been too long,” I said. “We have a lot of catching up to do.”

      Evaine smiled at me and kissed me again. Her lips were soft and a light pink. They tasted like something sweet and very alive – it was like kissing a flower. I wanted more.

      I wound my arms around Evaine and she let me tug her back into my bedroom. The curtains and blinds there were thrown open to let in the morning sunlight and it sparkled through the tiny drop­lets of water in Evaine’s hair. I pressed myself hungrily against her.

      I pulled her sweater up slowly, exposing her smooth, pale skin one creamy inch at a time. Then the gray hem lifted high enough to reveal Evaine’s small breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra – Evaine never wore underwear at all. I’m not sure why. If she bothered with clothes, why not all of them? It was just one of Evaine’s many mys­teries that I really didn’t give a shit about right now. It felt so good to hold her, to touch her again after so long.

      Evaine slipped her sweater off over her head and shook out her cascade of hair. It fell past her waist in white-blonde ringlets that I couldn’t help but caress. I ran my fingers through those silky silver curls as I bent to suck one of Evaine’s perfect strawberry nipples into my mouth. If there was anyone in this city hotter than me, it was Evaine.

      Lightly, she stroked my loose red hair. It wasn’t as long as hers, but still impressive. A shiver slithered down my spine. I flicked my tongue over her nipple and was pleased to feel it hardening in my mouth.

      “Is this why you called me, Lily?” Evaine asked in her lilting voice. “I thought you had questions about a bounty…?”

      I kissed my way back up the soft flesh of her chest to her neck, and then further until I stood on my toes and gave Evaine’s ear a small, playful nip.

      “I do have questions,” I whispered. “But I missed you.”

      Evaine slid her hands through my hair again and pulled me up to face her. Her eyes were as deep and aqua as the ocean. No one in the world has eyes like Evaine.

      “I missed you, too,” she said.

      Evaine kissed me. My lips parted before her with a little groan of pleasure as she tasted me. Her fingers worked swiftly at the sash of my robe, pushing it open and I leaned in to feel her bare breasts pressed into mine. I twisted my tongue against hers, wet and warm. Evaine grabbed my shoulders as I rubbed my tits back and forth, teasing her nipples with my own.

      The warm golden glow of lust and power was already building inside me, fed by Evaine’s desire and my own. I wasn’t saving up to bench-press semi trucks or anything, but it’s not something I can control. This power is just a part of who, of what I am. When I’m with a lover, my body drinks in the sexual energy they give and makes me stronger, faster and even sharpens my senses. You know the rush you get after a good fuck? It’s like that times a billion.

      I let go of Evaine just long enough for her to tug the robe off my shoulders. The silk rippling down my back and legs made tiny goose­bumps rise all across my skin. I returned the favor, pulling Evaine’s skirt down into a puddle of cloth around her bare feet.

      With no underwear or shoes in my way, Evaine was naked to my ravenous gaze. It had been a couple of years since the last time I saw her, but my teacher didn’t look a day older. She appeared, as always, to be in her late twenties or early thirties. Her body was long and slim, her skin as milky white as though she never spent any time in the sun. I’m a pretty pale girl – we redheads don’t exactly tan well, though I do pick up a few freckles during the summer – but I was positively swarthy by comparison.

      Evaine looked down at my remaining clothes: a pair of lace panties so wet that I could clearly see the pink of my pussy through them, and my fuzzy bunny slippers. Evaine raised one platinum eyebrow and gave me a small, mysterious smile.

      I stuck out my tongue and pulled her toward the bed. Evaine let herself be led – believe me when I say that she could have stopped me if she wanted to – and I pushed her down into the tangle of my sheets. Evaine leaned back slowly and stretched her arms across my bed, her soft breasts thrust up into the air to display the perfect pink peaks of her nipples.

      Kneeling at the edge of the bed, between Evaine’s long, slender legs, I brushed my cheek against her inner thigh as I moved in to trace my lips over her shell-pink pussy. She was so wet that her delicate labia made me think of flower petals dotted with morning dew. I’m not really prone to fits of poetry, but with Evaine, I can’t help myself.

      I kissed lightly between her spread legs, just flicking my tongue along her slit and tasting the sweet juices there, like drinking from a high mountain stream. Evaine drew a sharp breath. The sound made my heart flutter and I deepened the kiss, enveloping my tongue in tight heat. Evaine’s hips rose a little and I felt her pushing into me.

      “Lily… that feels wonderful,” she sighed.

      I disengaged my mouth for a moment and licked my lips. “You taught me everything I know.”

      “So I did. And very well, it seems.”

      “Damn right.”

      Evaine’s fingers twined through my hair again, ringing them in coppery red, and I slid my tongue inside her once more. She was dripping, streaming wetness down my chin. Evaine’s always been a gusher, especially when I do her right.

      She writhed gracefully on the bed. Her pale hair fanned out across my sheets and shone like sunlight on water. I slipped my hands under the smooth curve of Evaine’s ass and held her close as I licked her. My teacher’s skin was soft and cool against my finger­tips.

      I lapped my way up along Evaine’s silky pussy to close eager lips around the hard pink pearl of her clitoris. When Evaine gasped, I moved my hand up between her legs and then slipped one finger into her slick sex.

      Evaine’s gasp turned into a soft moan. She was tight even ar­ound a single finger and wetness ran down my wrist. I stroked her from inside, just the way Evaine had taught me, and her clit became a stiff little bud under my tongue.

      I tingled in sympathetic pleasure and almost came too as Evaine moaned her orgasm. Her cry was musical and her porcelain face was a mask of perfect ecstasy. Evaine’s smooth ass rose off the bed and she spread her long legs wide as her spine arched. Perfect. I pumped my finger in and out of her pussy and my teacher began to squirt. Hot, slippery juices sprayed my cheeks and mouth. I grinned at the warm wetness on my skin.

      When I sat back, my tits were streaked and shining. I licked my lips and let Evaine entice me up
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