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Enchanted is a new kind of fantasy story I'm working on written, in large, to promote not only a more mature edge to the fantasy genre but also to showcase my new platform, Patreon. All of my work is available on Patreon for a fraction of the cost buying the books would be, and all my future books will be available on Patreon first for at least 2 months before other retailers. There will also be Patreon only exclusive stories (one / month). Please, join me on Patreon where we can share thoughts, discussions, or just enjoy the ever-growing content at a great price. https://www.patreon.com/booksbyjason.
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Chapter 1
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John woke up, a blessing in and of itself. A blessing, or a curse. His back was pricked in half a dozen spots, urging him to move to avoid the torture. Moving revealed a far worse malady. He ached everywhere. Even down— wait a minute. John was engorged. His cock ached in a different way than the rest of his body. He hadn't woken up like this in years... decades, even!

John managed a groan and rolled over. The course stalks of hay in the cheap pallet cracked and rustled under him. He expected to find the edge of his bed. No, not his bed, his bed was filled with feathers and the finest of silk sheets. This... this was somebody else's bed. A peasant's bed.

Instead John found the floor. He was lying on a course sheet stuffed with hay. It might as well have been a barn.

"Saints and demons," he muttered as he forced his aching muscles to work. He blinked and looked around, expecting to see the shapes of the room he was in, if not the details. His eyes had been failing him for years, but he'd enchanted an eye piece to make up for that. If only he could find it...

"This isn't my room," he said and then rolled his eyes. "No, of course not. That's not my bed. Stay with it, old boy," he chided himself.

He tilted his head. "Old..." he mused. He was old, but he'd been working on that. He was a wizard. Not, not just a wizard, an arch-mage! An enchanter so learned people came from miles to beg him for his counsel or, for a dear price, some magical bauble he had created.

He shook his head and asked himself, "Right, so I'm a wizard... why does that matter again? What was I saying? And by the fey, why do I hurt so much?"

John blinked and straightened his back. He felt a strain and a pop in his spine, but that relieved some of the ache instead of adding to it. His back wasn't what held his attention though, it was the room. The room was clear. Oh, it was dirty to be sure, but he could see the small table with two rickety chairs and the shelf on the wall. He could see the door and the latch, as well as the simple lock that even a child could pick. They weren't fuzzy or blocked by the strange spots that floated in his eyes.

Come to think of it, there were no spots in his eyes!

John straightened a little more and felt some of the tension in his lower back abate. He looked down at himself and frowned. He was naked. Naked and still hard enough to bash the door down with a few well placed hip thrusts. He smiled at the thought. Back in his day he might have even tried. Ah, the foolishness of youth.

Another look to the shelf and he saw what he'd missed before. A simple black robe, not one of his fancy ones that he'd enchanted. He wondered and tried to recall the words to one of his simplest spells. His lips parted but nothing came out. The words weren't there. He couldn't remember them.

"What's happening?" he croaked. "Am I mad? Have I finally lost my wits?"

There was more than a robe there. A staff leaned against the wall beside it. No— not a staff, a spear! "What in the abyss," he mumbled as he stepped over and reached for the spear. John jerked his hand back at the last moment. He, of all people, knew better than to touch something so obviously arcane. The shaft of the spear was black. Pitch black, almost as though it was made of charred wood that had been soaked in tar. It was smooth though, with no sign of any burns or marks upon it.

The blade though, that was something else. A small bulb was at the base of it and out of it eight inches of narrow crossed blades extended. It was a weapon meant for piercing, not slashing – although he'd not want to be on the receiving end of a cut from such a thing all the same. The metal of the blades was dark as well, though the edges had a reddish tint to them that a simple glance confirmed was not rust.

John studied the blades closer. He knew something about smithing, after all, and there were no seams. They were not two blades locked together, this was a single four edged blade. No simple weaponsmith could craft such a thing, not even a dwarf could manage this. No, this was a creation of magic.

He reached out and touched the shaft. No sooner than once his fingers wrapped around it a thunderclap struck his ears and should have made him stagger. He stood firm though, his eyes losing focus as images assaulted his mind. They came too fast for him to recognize them. A dusky hued goddess one in one breath. A glowing crystal on a pedestal the next. A bed – his bed, perhaps? The woman above him, her swollen breasts high and proud on her magnificent chest. Her boots — boots? Yes, they were hers. Black and made of some leather unlike any he'd seen before. The sharp heel alone was enough to strike fear in a man, but they were in front of him, offered to him. Did he—

The spear released him from the fugue. John staggered now, taking two steps to catch himself before he fell and risked breaking a hip or worse. He straightened himself and looked at the spear. It nagged at him, seeming familiar, but he wasn't sure why. He needed to study it. Focus on it. Attune himself to it. There were answers there and he needed to get them.

A knock at his door scattered his thoughts. He went to it and drew back the bolt and opened the door. A young woman with curly brown hair stood at the ready, a clean chamber pot in hand.

"Oh! Pardon, good sir... I didn't mean to... I can come back."

"No, no, it's fine," John mumbled and backed away.

She nodded and stepped in, her cheeks flaring red and her eyes darting to his waist and then away. She kept glancing back, only to make her blush deeper.

"I'm a fool," John groaned when he glanced down and saw what had the woman so flustered. "I'm sorry, I just got up and."

"I see that," she said and then clapped her hand to her mouth. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean—"

John chuckled. "No, I deserved that. Let me just get dressed quickly."

"I can come back," she offered again.

He was already reaching for his robe. "No need, this will only take a moment," John said while leaning his spear against the wall. As he pulled the robe off the shelf a dagger and a pouch came with it and clattered the floor. Under the robe but still on the shelf were a pair of sandals. He cursed and pulled the robe over his head before squatting down and collecting the rest of his things.

The dagger was a fine weapon, that much was obvious even with it still its sheath. He found a pocket in his robe and tucked it in, laces and all. The pouch had the muffled clink of coins in it. Not as many as he would have preferred, but some was better than none. That went in another pocket.

Finished collecting himself, he reached out and grabbed the spear— his spear— again. "See, nice and proper again," he said.

Her eyes darted down to where his robe poked out. She looked back up at him and smiled. "That's quite the spear you've got. Are you a warrior?"

John missed his opportunity and looked at the spear. It was a fine weapon, he had no doubt. "A warrior? No. Far from it. I'm John. John the Savant, truth be told, though I do seem to struggle remembering how I ended up here."

"John the Savant?" she asked. "I'm sorry, it doesn't come to mind."

John raised an eyebrow. "Really? John the Enchanter? No... pity. Well it's no matter. I think I'm done here, I should make my way back to my estate and... what is it?"

She stifled a giggle and said, "I don't think you want to be walking out like that, milord."

John's brow furrowed and then he glanced down again. He sighed. "Damn thing won't go down, it seems. I haven't woken up like this in quite a while. I'm not sure if I should be embarrassed or proud of myself."

She giggled again and set the fresh pot down next to the old one. She frowned and glanced at him. "You didn't use the pot last night?"

John looked at it and shrugged. "I guess not."

"And you don't remember coming here?"

It did seem odd. Then again, everything was odd about today. He adjusted his grip on his spear. There was something there, inside of him. A hunger, really, but not for food. It had an energy all its own and it was his to use. His to shape. He smiled at her as the magic took shape and slid between them. "It's coming back to me," he lied. "I don't remember seeing you last night though."

"I work mornings mostly," she said.

"Pity, I'd have paid more attention to a pretty girl like you."

Her lips parted in an almost silent gasp as the magic tickled her. It slipped in through her lips and caused her to shiver. He saw her blush grow and redden her chest where her low cut peasant blouse exposed it. "Seems like you’re paying attention now," she said with a not-so-shy glance down.

John shut the door behind him and leaned his spear against the wall. "Perhaps I was a bit rushed in getting dressed."

She nibbled her lip before saying, "You asked earlier if you should be embarrassed or proud? I'd be proud, if I were you. That is if you know how to use it."

John chuckled. "Young lady... well, rest assured, I may not have the vigor of youth, but I have the stamina and experience that more than makes up for it."

She stepped closer and batted her long brown eyelashes up at him. "And you don't even look old either."

John raised an eyebrow while she sank to her knees. His robe was pushed up and soon  he felt the cool air swirling around him. It was blown away by warm, moist air a moment later. He gathered his robes and pulled them up and over his head again, taking care not to drop his meager belongings this time. The robe ended up on the floor next to the spear by chance— John's eyes were on the smiling green eyes of the woman who was running her lips up and down his length.

"Nice and clean, I'm going to like you," she paused to say before adding her tongue to the mix.

John let out a groan and wondered why it was he so clean. He bathed daily, even at his advanced age, but he'd just spent a night in a filthy straw pallet. He was lucky he wasn't covered in bugs as well.

He glistened in the faint light that came in through the loose shutters over the window. The serving girl parted her lips and sucked him, gliding along his length and feeling his spongy hardness her lips and tongue. She moaned a little a tightened her lips, adding some suction.

John gasped as she took him as far as she could. Her fingers wrapped around his exposed length and stroked it with a sure hand while her head began to bob back and forth. She was delightful and enthusiastic. In time she could do the job but John wanted more. He needed more. The hunger inside of him demanded it. John ran his fingers through her curly hair and urged her to back off of him. 

She gave him a final suck and a lick before smiling and rising. "Wh—"

John silenced her with a kiss that stole her breath. He maneuvered her back to the pallet and frowned at the thought of subjecting the poor girl to the scratchy straw. He ended the kiss and left her mouth open and panting. Her eyes were wild but she had enough sense to reach for him.

"None of that," John said while turning her. "Have you ever been on a farm?"

"A farm?" she asked. "I... know, but you want to take me like an animal?"

"I think you'll like it."

She shivered again. "I think I will to," she agreed and unfastened her skirts. She let them fall to the floor and stepped out of them before turning and sinking to her knees. She bent forward and braced herself on her hands.

He chuckled and dropped down behind her. She shivered again as he slid himself along her slit testing to see if she was ready. She was more than ready. Her brown curls were moist with her dew.

"Oh!" she gasped as John slipped his head in. She stiffened and then relaxed as she grew accustomed to him. Or thought she did. John grinned as he pushed and slid a few more inches in. She moaned and threw her head back.

John paused, withdrew a little, and then pressed in deeper. Each delicious inch drew a hiss from her until, at last, he was hilted fully within her.

"Gods," she panted. "You're going to poke my belly if you've got any left!"

"Pity, this is it. Is it enough?"

She looked back over her shoulder and slurped up some drool that was about to escape her lips. She blushed and nodded. "You'll be showing me Leander's light then! Don't be shy about it, I'm no winsome maiden you need to be gentle with."

John grabbed a hip in each hand and earned a coo from her. He grinned and she pushed back as he drew back. His grip tightened, holding her steady, and then he slid back in fast. She grunted and then shuddered.

"More?"

"Gods! Yes, more. So much more!"

"A gentleman never refuses a lady," John said and began to stroke in and out of her.

"I'm no lady, milord, but as long as you keep fucking me with that giant cock of yours, I'll be whatever you want!"

John swelled at her words. Giant cock indeed! He'd always impressed the ladies, but it was skill and patience as much as size. Now though he wondered. Had she been cursed with small lovers her whole life?

He put the thoughts aside as they rutted. She grunted and cried and urged him on. He delivered, going faster and harder until sweat ran and dripped onto her body. The serving girl who's name he'd never learned shuddered and stiffened around him. He pounded her through it, showing no mercy as she climaxed. It thrilled him to have her peak. He felt refreshed and invigorated by her orgasm, fueling his ego and boosting his stamina.

The servant slumped down on her shoulders, too tired to hold herself up and then finding she liked the angle even more as John drove himself down in to her. She recovered from her climax and began to push back again, against him instead of with him this time. Flash slapped against flesh made all the louder by the sweat that glistened on their skin.

The magic swirled inside of him as his passions rose. He felt the tingling that signaled his end was near and fought to delay it. He wanted her to peak again. She was crying out and urging him on, her grunts and gasps as dirty as the words of a whore from the docks. 

He let one hand slid around her hip and traced along her wet flash until he found where they were joined. His fingers traced her nub and she jumped beneath him. She began to pant and keen as he tickled her button and triggered a second release in her that made the first seem like a sneeze in the wind.

She squeezed John tight and none-too-late. He buried himself inside of her and grunted as he clenched and released. The magic inside of him roiled and surged, ebbing and waning like waves crashing on a shore. John was awash in sensation. The power of his seed surging into her and filling her combined with magic unlike any he'd ever experienced before.

John realized it was over when he found both his arms trembling while he supported himself above her. She'd collapsed the pallet and was gasping for breath. They were still joined but he knew that wouldn't last. His arms would give out soon and then where would that leave them?

He pulled free of her, eliciting a groan from the exhausted woman. He had to walk himself back on his arms before he could rise to his feet. As he did so the turbulent magic that had been within him soothed and spread out, filling him with calmness and power.

She rolled over and looked up at him. Her hang stuck to her face and her shirt was damp with sweat. "You've shown me the light, all right!" she praised him between breaths. "My name's Magda. If you're staying here again, ask for me. I'll make sure you get the best service."

"But you don't work nights," John said with a fake pout.

"Just ask for me," she said. "I'm make sure I come."

"So will I," John said with a wink.

She gasped and then giggled.

John looked around and then down. He wasn't hard anymore, but far from flaccid. He was also coated in their spendings. He frowned, there were no rags or even a pitcher of water around. "I need to clean up."

"Allow me, milord," Magda said. She groaned as she twisted around on the pallet and rose up to her knees.

Before John's curiosity could give way to let him speak she parted her lips and sucked him between them. He grunted, the sensations pleasurable but intense. She bathed him lovingly with her tongue and lips, licking and sucking him clean before letting him free and smacking her lips. She ended with a kiss on the tip of his manhood and batted her eyes up at him. "All clean," she said. "Just like you was before. You're a tasty one too, milord. I don't expect I've ever had anyone like you."

John blushed and offered a bow. "My thanks to you, good woman. This was service I never expected, but appreciated."

She sank back down on the pallet and sighed. "You've knackered me out though, milord. If you don't mind..."

John chuckled and pulled his robe back on. "By all means, I'll see myself out."

She offered a limp wave before closing her eyes. He slipped the sandals on and gathered his spear before checking on her a final time. Her chest rose and fell with the cadence of sleep. He nodded and smiled before leaving the room behind. 

"You've still got it, old man," John congratulated himself and then looked up and down the hallway. He spotted stairs and made his way toward them. The new day awaited. A vigorous wakeup like that called from some breakfast. No doubt the inn would have something ready. Even the dirtiest of taverns could handle eggs and salted pork!

The common room had a few people sleeping off their drunk in corners still while a barmaid swept the floor. Another man tended the bar and behind it he could hear pots clanking in the kitchen. John grinned and moved to the bar to take a seat. He leaned his spear against the bar beside him.

The barkeep made his way over and studied the spear for a moment before asking, "Have a good night, did you?"

"I have to be honest, I don't really remember," John admitted. "I'm feeling spry this morning though. Good as a man half my age, in fact!"

The barkeep's brow furrowed. "Well, that's good enough then. Pity though, to not remember the lady you came in with... Is she still sleeping?"

John turned and looked at the stairs. A lady joined him last night? The image of the dusky hued temptress with long wavy hair as black as midnight riding atop of him flashed through his mind. He blinked and refocused on the barkeep. "Oh, yes, still asleep," he mumbled.

"You took good care of her then," he said with a grin. "She paid for room and board for a full week. Not many that look for that sort of thing here. What can I get you?"

"Get me? Oh, sorry. It was a tiring night," John joked at his own expense. "Eggs, if you please. Some pork with them. Bacon if you've got it, salted if not."

"Ale, wine, or water?"

John nearly asked for water but he pushed that thought away. He'd lived too damn long to not enjoy himself. Especially after the morning he'd already had! "Ale, if you don't mind."

"You're paid in full, don't much matter if I mind or not."

John chuckled and took the flagon from the man and sipped at it. It was warm and bitter, but it washed away the taste of sleep.

John lowered the cup and tilted his head. He'd kissed the girl— Magda— and she hadn't complained of morning breath. He hadn't felt like he's slept the night away either. His body had been clean and his breath fresh. Yet he'd clearly woken moments before she came in.

A plate with steaming bacon and eggs cooked so their yolks were still soft slid in front of him. He looked away from his spear he'd ended up staring at to the barkeep and nodded.

"Bread?"

"If you've some to spare."

The bartender grunted and returned with a small loaf. He set it in front of John and turned back to cleaning his dishes.

John fell to the breakfast and within two beats realized he was ravenous. He devoured it and sopped up the spilled yolk with the bread before polishing it off and washing it down with the rest of the ale. He looked up and pushed it away, but not before considering asking for a second helping.

The door to the tavern opened behind him while he considered the merits of a second breakfast.

"About time you were up!"

John twisted and looked down. Then he looked further down. A child— no, make that a woman— strode toward him. She stopped next to him and her head barely reached his waist. Even with him being on a bar stool, she was short. Her hands were on her hips but her cleavage was what forced his attention. Her vest barely contained her enormous breasts and, from the looks of her, she didn't really want it to. Her eyes were painted with dark colors, making them stand out and giving her an overdone sultry look.

"Hello," John ventured.

"Don't you hello me, come on, we've got work to do."

John turned and looked to the barkeep. The man shrugged and shook his head.

John glanced at the stairs again and back. "Pardon me," he said. "I didn't... I mean... she wasn't..."

The barkeep snorted a laugh. "She wasn't the one last night, unless she shrunk in half! That was a lady that could lead a man to his death with a glance. Half the lads in her thought to take your place and would have, save she had no eyes for any but you."

John let the breath he'd been holding out. He nodded and turned back to the Halfling. "Well then, how do we know each other? Some past business transaction?"

She rolled her eyes. "Come on then, Master," she said with such sarcasm dripping from her mouth he thought it was fall into her cleavage and get lost. That or be smothered. "If I'm to be your apprentice, you need to start teaching me things."

John stared at her. She wasn't wearing robes or anything... wait, that looked like a magical pendant. She had a few fine looking rings as well. Perhaps... "Oh? Well, doesn't the mentor usually decide when the student learns?"

She glowered at him and glanced toward the barkeep who was doing his best to not be involved. "He does— you do— but you did promise me that today would be the day I could tell you all I learned about this place and what it is you're doing here."

John's eyes widened. "That is true. Forgive me, I'm still sharp as a tack at my age but sometimes I do get forgetful of little things."

She snorted.

"Right, we're off then," John said. "I trust you know the place to go as well?"

"Of course," she said with a roll of her eyes.

John nodded and grabbed up his spear before following her out of the tavern and into the unknown.
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The first thing John noticed outside the tavern was that he had no idea where he was. He turned around slowly, taking in the sites, and shook his head. The signpost of the tavern read, "Broken Mare."

"Where in the name of the Allfather am I?" John asked. Buildings rose around him, but none more than two stories. There were no towers and the only church he could recognize the spire of was dedicated to Harvest, the Saint of Farmers.

"Widow's Edge," the halfling said. 

"Wid— where is that? I should be... I should be... why can't I remember where I live?"

The halfling smiled. "Come along, John, and I'll explain everything."

John fell in step with her but didn't hesitate to ask, "You'll explain everything? Who are you, exactly?"

She spun around so she was walking backwards and in front of him. She bowed low, her breasts swelling and somehow managing to not burst free of her vest. "I am Zynga, your familiar."

"Familiar?" John asked. "I've never had a familiar. In fact, I don't think it's possible for halflings to be familiars. That's the realm of cats and owls and ravens and such."

She winked at him, "There's a lot more to me than you might think."

"I should hope— oh my, you're... um... you might want to fix your vest."

She looked down and grinned. Her breast had indeed slipped in its casing. The ruddy flesh that capped her flesh was well displayed and the nub of her nipple was teasing the edge of the leather fabric. "Oops," she said and reached up to tug at her vest with one hand and take her large breast in the other and display it fully to John before tucking it back in.

"Yes, oops," John breathed. "And you're my familiar?"

"Seems so," she said. "I wasn't thrilled either, but I can work with it. We'll have fun, I think. Or at least I will."

"Fun?"

"You had fun this morning, didn't you?"

John's eyes widened. "How did you know?"

"Familiar!" she teased. "Dig around a little, we're linked, you and I. Learn to put up some walls to, I can sense everything in your right now. Thank sin I can't read your pathetic mortal thoughts too."

John clamped his lips together to keep from gawking and shook his head. Zynga was walking ahead again and leading him past the church of Saint Harvest. He looked at it and, the closer he came to it, the more he felt the urge to hurry past.

"Yeah, that's a side effect. You get used to it," Zynga called over her shoulder.

"Side effect of what?"

Zynga whistled. "She really did a number on you, didn't she?"

"Who is she?"

She smiled and winked at him before turning and leading him to a large building. A sign outside of it read, "Widow's Edge Harbor Access." Beneath the headline were listed various shipping and charter companies that worked within. Zynga strode through the open door like she owned the place. John rushed to follow and, in spite of her short legs, he felt himself taxed to keep up with her.

His "apprentice" ignored the offices of the companies set up in the hall and walked past them to a large set of stairs that went down. Lanterns in the walls showed the stairs descending into the earth before coming to a landing and leading to a tunnel that had been carved out of the ground.

Zynga moved at a pace the prevented John from asking any questions. Both her pace and the other people walking with or against them in the wide tunnel kept him silent. They descended several more sets of stairs and avoided tunnels that branched off until, after eight flights of stairs, she took him into one of the side passages.

Zynga paused at a door that blocked the passage. She spoke a few words, muttering them softly so John couldn't make them out, and then pushed the door open and strode through. He felt the traces of magic as he passed through the doorway and then stopped in the dark room. She shut the door behind them, plunging them into darkness.

"Conjure a light," Zynga said.

John snorted and summoned up the words to a spell that would serve the task. Nothing happened. The words weren't there for him to speak. His eyes narrowed, unseen in the dark, and he growled.

"Can't do it?"

"What happened to me?" he demanded. "I am a powerful wizard! I should be able to light up a room with no more effort than the snap of my fingers."

A flash of reddish light behind him caused him to spin around. He blinked and gasped at what he saw. Zynga was gone. In her place was an equally diminutive figure, but one covered in red skin and a black vest half the size of Zynga's and a pleated black skirt that wasn't long enough to reach the bottom of her generous bottom. It was plain to see she wore a scantily cut loincloth beneath the skirt, and boots that looked quite severe and reached up past her knees. Her figure was nearly identical. One arm was raised above her head, her hand wreathed in fire that lit the storage room up. It also cast a hellish light on the small bat-like wings on her back.

"You're an imp!"

She bent forward in a bow and this time both breasts jiggled enough to slip out of her vest. She rolled her eyes and lowered her hand to push and pull everything back into place. The flames went with her but did not harm her.

"I'm your imp," she said once she was situated. "Which does not include conjugal visits, mind you."

"Conjugal... what?"

"Well, considering what you've got going on now, I didn't want you getting any ideas. She was my Mistress first and still is, even if she's bound me to you."

John shook the confusion out of his head and demanded, "What in the name of the Seven Spheres of Tysos are you talking about?"

"That's a lot of balls. Seven's an odd number, but imagine the—"

"Stop!" John growled. "Answer my question. There's a reason I never dabbled in demonology, you infernal types are impossible to converse with!"

Zynga grinned. "No, not impossible. We just don't much care to be confined. Kind of like my tits, don't you think?"

John rolled his eyes. "This is impossible. I'll figure things out on my own."

"Oh relax, I'm just teasing you," she said. "You'd think you'd like being teased after everything."

John took a deep breath and let it out. "Maybe I would. Maybe you're right. Except I don't remember what, 'everything,' is."

"Okay, let me correct you first," Zynga said  and hopped up on a barrel. Her legs were split wide open, displaying the black cloth stretched tight across her crotch. So tight it outlined the contours of her anatomy with the flickering flames enveloping her hand. "Eyes are up here, buddy."

"I know," he growled.

"I know you know," she said. "But it still made you blush.

"Right, so anyhow," she continued. "I don't know you before yesterday, and I don't know what made you do it or why, but you definitely dabbled in demonology. You summoned my Mistress. Not sure what the contract was or if you royally fucked it up, but now she's your Mistress too."

"My Mistress? But... wait, the lady?"

Zynga cackled. "She's no lady. She's a succubus."

"A succubus?" John repeated. "Why would I summon a succubus? Even at my age I can manage to find a woman to bed... I seldom bother though. Although after this morning, perhaps I should do it more often."

"Oh, you'll be doing it plenty," Zynga teased. "And I already told you,  I don't know why you summoned her. I don't know what the deal was. What I know is that you're hers now and in return, she grants you a touch of power you can use, as long as you keep feeding her."

"Feed her?" John gasped. "I know better than to lay with a succubus! Any demon, for that matter. Only death and damnation lie that way."

Zynga howled with laughter until she noticed John's narrowed eyes glaring at her. Then she laughed harder.

"Are you quite finished?" he asked when she finally began to calm down.

"Oh no," she promised. "I'll be sharing that one, you can be sure! Master, you fucked my Mistress at least once for every level of the hells and more than a few of the realms in the abyss. She told me she'd never been reamed so good and let the man live afterwards."

John shook his head slowly until he couldn't dredge up a single justifiable reason to refute what she'd said. When he finished fighting himself he lifted his eyes from the floor to Zynga and asked, "Reamed?"

Zynga grinned. "My words, not hers."

John grunted.

"Right, so feeding her. Obvi she's not here with us, so you can't fill her up the old fashioned way," Zynga said while making a motion of inserting her flaming finger into the circle made by her thumb and finger on her other hand. "So instead you get to fuck others. Like this morning. Did you see how tired you left her?"

John did a double take. "What? What did I do?"

"You boned a serving girl— I hope she was pretty. Every time she got off you took a little bit her life force. It fills you up and, whether you like it or not, some of it goes to Mistress too. She expects to be kept fed regularly, you know."

"I'm not— I can't—" he protested.

You'll find you don't mind so much," Zynga said.

"But... I'm not going to kill innocent women!"

"You prefer men?"

"What? No!"

Zynga laughed and laughed. "Sorry, I know. Couldn't resist. You won't kill them. Well, probably. If they've got a weak heart, maybe. You can give some killer O's with that spear of yours."

John looked at his spear, confused.

"Not that spear. I meant the one between your legs! You can't tell me you didn't notice. You're packing some serious meat, my friend," she said with an appreciative glance at his waist. "Now then, about killing. Unless you find a way to keep them coming back for more, like, back to back and day after day, they'll probably pass out before you can drain them dry."

"Drain them... sweet mother of the stars."

"Oh stop that, it's not like you're drinking their blood or anything. Just a little bit of life force. A week or so of rest and they're right as balls on a bull."

"You're a vulgar thing, you know that?"

Zynga grinned. "Yes, I am."

"In all my years I've never..."

She scoffed. "All your years? You're what, twenty four?"

John stiffened. "What did you say?"

"I asked how old you are. My guess is twenty four."

John snorted. "Now who's confused. I've lived ninety two years and been a wizard for over eighty of them. Well, an apprentice at first, of course, but—"

Zynga laughed. "You're a boy, not an wrinkled old man! Come on! Hello, I'm a demon that has been around for centuries. Do you really think you could trick me that easily?"

John shook his head. "No, I am! I have estates and I'm the archmage that serves as advisor to... to..."

Zynga tilted her head, causing one pointed ear to be the highest point of her head. "Yes? Who?"

"I can't remember," John admitted. He swore and shook his head. "I can't remember any details of my life. My spells. My servants. My city... it's gone."

"Maybe you lived here?"

John scowled this time. "Hardly! This is a hovel compared to the great city I lived in! We had towers and palaces. Great churches and libraries. This... this place is nothing."

"Well, it's home now," Zynga said. "For a week at least, that's how long Mistress secured your room."

"Mistress," John muttered. "What is Mistresses name?"

Zynga winked at him. "I don't think you're ready for that yet."

"What?" John fumed. He clenched his spear in his hand. "Why wouldn't I be?"

Zynga looked at his spear. "That first. Your spear. Not the one between your legs. Mistress knows that mortals are stupid. It's part of what makes them so much fun, sure, but it also means that sometimes you might have to use that spear instead of the fun one."

"What are you talking about?" he demanded.

"The spear. Kill someone with it and it'll do the same thing as if you stuck your cock in them... Oh! That reminds me, unless you like giving the ladies multiples, you really shouldn't bust your nut inside them."

John held up a hand. "I... can't deal with this. First, what do you mean about the spear?"

Zynga shrugged. "You stab, they die. Life force gets absorbed by the spear and into you... then into Mistress. It's really not that complicated."

He stared at her for a long moment digesting the 'simple' concept. "All right, now the other?"

"Yeah, that one's more fun. When your volcano is hot enough to erupt, don't do it inside of them if you can help it."

John muttered another curse before asking, "Is there a fear of impregnating them with some sort of demon spawn?"

"What? No... no, there won't be any little Johns running around any time soon," Zynga said. "But that's why there are more Succubi than Incubi. When a mortal climaxes they expose the magic that is their soul. So when you do it, you'll be giving away your power. When they do it, they give it to you."

John nodded slowly as her candid explanation fit his observations from the morning. "That makes sense. Magna was exhausted after her first...release. She and...well, arrived together the second time. She wasn't nearly as tired then, but she still needed a nap."

"Atta-boy," Zynga praised him.

John rolled his eyes. She laughed.

"But why... um... the caution about inside?"

"Oh, duh, if you paint them white on the outside, they only thing they'll absorb is moisturizer for their skin."

John sighed and said, "I see."

"Like I said, there's power— magic— in all of this and especially in your seed. On their skin or in their belly and they'll still get a boost, but not as much as if you try to leave them dripping the rest of the day."

"Wait, you said in their belly, but not dripping? I do—"

The imp rolled her eyes. "Really? Are you that naïve? I meant if they swallow your special sauce!"

"Swal— what?"

"Oh don't act so uppity. It's hot and you know it," Zynga chided him. "Anyhow, that would give them a nice pick me up and keep them safe, but you'd barely lose any of your mojo."

"Mojo?"

"Yeah, you know, magic."

"Of course," he drawled.

"Now you're getting it!" Zynga praised.

"I think you're having fun with me," he declared. "Women don't like... that."

"Swallowing a man's seed? Drinking from his fountain of life? Draining—"

"Yes! That! They don't like it. Never have."

Zynga chuckled and shook her head. "You haven't met the right girls, Master. And when it comes to you, all bets are off."

"How can you say that? I'm not—"

"How did you get the wench at the tavern this morning?"

John's mouth opened and then shut. He grunted and nodded. "I did use magic, but I wasn't sure what I was doing."

"You seduced her with it. It was probably blunt and ugly, but it worked. Everybody had a happy ending, right?"

He winced.

"Right, you did. So trust me, you can make it happen if you want to. That's another thing that Mistress did for you, in fact."

"Did for me?"

Zynga licked her lips and said, "She made you extra tasty. All over, really, but especially down there."

He shook his head. "This is unreal. Yesterday I was... damn."

"Right, you don't know. I'll tell you. Yesterday you were balls deep in Mistress. She rode you hard and put you away wet. You're her first, you know."

"Her first what, lover?"

Zynga howled with laughter again. When she recovered the tears on her cheeks evaporated in a wisp of steam. "Hardly! Her first warlock."

"Warlock?"

"Yes. And, now that you mentioned it, you might be on to something."

"Of course... but humor me, what am I on to?"

"You being somebody special before. Mistress was just a succubus before. Oh sure, she was smart and made the right power plays, but she was still trapped in the abyss and no more powerful than any of her sisters."

"Undone by a common succubus," John moaned.

"No, that's just it," Zynga explained. "She's not common, never was. But she wasn't powerful, just cunning and beautiful. Now though... phew, she's got power to match the rest of her. When she called me last night I was sure I was being summoned by a demon lord, not B— not her." 

John caught her slip. So his Mistress's name started with a B. Did he know of any demons with a name like that? He searched his memory and let out a frustrated sigh. He couldn't remember any details about demons. Vague powers and types, but no specific ones and certainly no names.

"Then I show up," Zynga continued without noticing John's inner turmoil," and there she is. Terrible and wicked and oh-my-fires sexy! I tell you, it was everything I could do to not throw myself at her and drink from the source, if you know what I mean. Naturally I'd be rubbing myself against her leg like a bitch in heat trying to dry hump her."

John held his hand up again and shook his head. "Too much."

"Oh get over yourself," Zynga said. "You're bound to a succubus. You depend on her for your life and your power now. You're going to need to get used to getting your cock dirty."

John groaned.

"Hey! Speaking of power, have you figured that out yet?"

"Power... you mean magic?"

"Yes."

"I can feel it. It felt... hungry. It's sated now, but I fear it will grow that way again," he said. "As for using it. I used it on the— on Magda— earlier. I'm not sure how to shape it and create spells though, but charming her seemed easy enough."

Zynga nodded. "Yes. You'll have to work at that on your own. Figure out what you can do and how to do it. You can commune with Mistress too and she might be willing to help you sort it out... for a price."

"Of course," John muttered.

"Expect charm and seduction magic to come the easiest, considering the source."

"Naturally," John said. "So, now that I know what I know, I assume I need Mistress's name in order to commune with her?"

Zynga grinned. "Yeah you do."

"I see. And will you give it to me?"

"Sure, but you're going to need to take your robe off first."

"What?"

"Just... trust me on this."

"Trust an imp?"

Zynga laughed. "Good point. But remember, I'm your familiar. Hurting you hurts me. And vice-versa, don't forget that."

John frowned. "That is how familiar's work, isn't it? Fine, though
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