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1 

Willow pushed Chase off and got out from 

under him at the same time. She rolled him onto 

his back to make sure he didn’t fall asleep on his 

face and stop breathing. Sometimes men slept 

like the dead when she finished with them.  

She had been sleeping with Chase for 

weeks, and it was time to call it quits, she was 

bored, and the relationship wasn’t going 

anywhere, it never would. Chase was a good 

man, but she knew he was not her mate. 

She moved slowly getting off the bed 

trying not to disturb him. She walked naked to 

the window and looked out. She could see part of 

Lake Washington from his Seattle condominium, 

but she wasn’t looking at the view. She was 

trying to gauge whether or not she had enough 

time to take a shower before she left. 

It was so overcast it could be closer to 

dawn than she thought. There was no way to 

tell. She glanced at one of the bedside tables 

looking for his phone to tell her the time. The 

only clock he had in the house was in the 

kitchen. Then she remembered the phone was 

probably on the floor in the living room where he 

dropped his pants.  



She padded into the living room to find her 

purse. She dug out her phone and saw it was 

just after five in the morning. She decided to get 

dressed and go. She was out of time, and there 

was no point in showering only to put on dirty 

clothes afterward. 

She found her panties near the bedroom 

door and remembered he tossed her bra over by 

the sliding door last night. She picked it up, put 

it on, and gathered her skirt and blouse near the 

couch. She went back into the bedroom to get 

her heels. He always wanted her to wear them to 

bed. She carried them back out into the living 

room to quietly dress. She did all of this by the 

pre-dawn light from the windows. If she turned 

on a light, he might wake up, and it would be 

easier if he didn’t. 

Willow picked up all of his clothes, took his 

phone out to put it on the charger and threw the 

clothes in the bathroom hamper. She got her 

purse, took her coat off the coat rack and went 

straight out the front door. She pulled a key from 

her purse and locked the door. He would never 

know he hadn’t been alone. 

She had been there many times before. 

His furnishings were elegant with everything 

made of steel and glass. The furniture was all 

clean lines and functional comfort. A decorator 



had taken the bare white walls and turned them 

into a fashion plate of colorful modern art to 

compliment the stark colors of the furniture. 

Every room in the house had the same type of 

decor.  

She liked it, but there was also something 

cold about the place, it felt more like a museum 

with everything placed just so. She thought of 

making suggestions on how he could make the 

place warmer and more inviting, but even if he 

agreed with her, nothing would change. Once 

she had sex with him, he wouldn’t remember 

anything she said.  

Willow left the building passing no one 

that early in the morning. It was chilly, and the 

sun would take a few hours to burn off the thick 

mist before shining through in the afternoon. She 

pulled her coat closer to her and walked more 

quickly to the bus stop.  

She could have parked her car near his 

place, but parking in Seattle neighborhoods can 

sometimes be tricky. It was just easier to let him 

drive and for her to take the bus home. The most 

she ever had to wait for the bus was ten 

minutes. She would have to walk a couple of 

blocks to get home, but it was better than having 

to walk the entire way. The bus had only a few 

passengers when it arrived, mostly early morning 



commuters and a couple of homeless people 

riding to stay warm. 

She got to her place and took Chase’s key 

out of her pocket. She opened the drawer of the 

small table she kept next to the front door and 

tossed the silver key inside. It clinked against the 

other keys already covering the entire bottom of 

the drawer.  

She changed her mind, took it out, and 

left it sitting on the table. She would put it back 

in her purse later. She might see him one more 

time. She took a shower and fell naked into bed 

for a couple of hours. It was going to be a day 

just like any other. 

Willow woke and got dressed when the 

alarm went off. She made a cup of coffee and a 

piece of toast before heading to work. She was a 

real estate assistant for a well-known company 

that had its offices in a tall building in Downtown 

Seattle.  

She took the elevator up to the 17th floor. 

The company occupied the entire floor. The 

reception desk faced the elevators and took up 

most of the lobby. Her office was on the left, the 

farthest away from the elevator. She had 

purposely requested to be kept away from other 

people and not in the direct sight line of the 

entrance. As it was, anyone attracted to her 



would knock on her door at least once during the 

day. There wasn’t any point in closing her door.  

She got to work and dreaded the next 

thing she had to do, make copies. Not because 

she hated making copies it was because of the 

tiresome routine that played out every morning. 

She anticipated what she knew was likely 

coming, the same conversation she had with 

Chase every day. Some days it would be in front 

of the copier, other days it would be in the 

hallway or somewhere else in the office, but it 

was almost always exactly the same.  

“Willow, would you have dinner with me 

tonight?” Chase asked standing next to her.  

As usual she pretended to be surprised 

and pleased, this time however she had to turn 

him down. 

“I can’t tonight, how about tomorrow?”  

She offered. He grinned. 

“Tomorrow it is,” he said.  

She smiled pleasantly and walked away 

knowing he was watching her. He always 

watched her; most men did, all day long, every 

day. She often wished it could be different, but it 

never would be. They couldn’t help themselves. 

It was a biological imperative.  



Most men thought she was beautiful 

enough to stop traffic. She was 5’6” with long 

dark hair to the middle of her back. She had 

smooth, flawless, ivory skin, and dark blue eyes. 

She was in perfect proportion all the way around. 

She was a fashion magazine cover come to life. 

She was also terribly lonely. 

Willow was a succubus, a being that fed 

off the things humans secrete during sex. The 

hormones, the sweat, and every labored breath 

nourishes her. The warm liquids released from 

the human body during the height of the act 

were the things that gave her life. Willow lived 

for the moment her human partner reached 

orgasm, and evolution had given her the skills to 

make sure it happened.  

She had had many partners over her 32 

years of life. Nature had also given her a very 

powerful tool, hormones. She could produce 

them at will, and even to a certain degree, direct 

them at someone who piqued her interest. Once 

she released a whiff of her hormones, anyone 

attracted to her would find their inhibitions 

lowered and the urge to mate heightened. All she 

had to do then was smile. 

During and after, her partners would tell 

her all manner of things one would expect to 

hear in the throes of great sex. The one that 



Willow hated the most was, “I need to see you 

again.” They probably never would and even if 

they did they wouldn’t remember her or what 

they did. Nature made sure sex demons 

remained a myth to humanity. It did so by 

making them forgettable. Whenever a demon 

and a human have sex, the human remembers 

nothing. 

Sex demons encouraged the urge of 

humanity to mate. Willow was made for sex. 

When she was in heat, she could hear the blood 

of every man within ten feet of her rushing 

through them heading toward the lower half of 

their bodies. She used to say she could make a 

man get hard at twenty paces. People she 

worked with would laugh thinking she was 

joking, she wasn’t. She had made men come in 

their pants just by blowing them a kiss. 

She went to her desk and sighed heavily 

glancing at her computer. She tried to focus on 

work, but couldn’t keep her thoughts from 

thinking about the state of her life. She had been 

out with Chase many times. He was handsome, 

over six feet tall with blue eyes, blond hair, and a 

charming smile.  

He asked her out almost every day, and 

since she needed sex to live, she usually 



accepted his invitation. He was kind, generous, 

considerate and an enthusiastic lover. She could 

have him every night if she wanted. There was 

just one problem. He wouldn’t remember it, 

ever. None of her lovers did. Neither did anyone 

else. 

Chase’s best friend at work, Roy, always 

slaps him on the back after she accepts. The 

very next day he asks when Chase is going to 

grow a pair and ask her out. Neither man 

remembers the many times Chase had already 

done so. She had even slept with Roy a few 

times, but again, since no one remembers, it 

wasn’t a problem.  

One would think the perfect job for a sex 

demon would be in the porn industry. They could 

feed to their heart’s content and just do what 

came naturally. No. If Willow had sex on tape, no 

one would remember it, and the tape would be 

blank.  

She could have sex at a ball game with the 

entire crowd watching on the big screen, and no 

one would recall anything about it. The people 

watching the game would remember the game 

and nothing else. 

Whenever Willow went out, it was always 

dinner at a fancy restaurant and sex at his place. 

The men she dated took her to expensive 



restaurants and paid with credit cards. She kept 

hoping it would at least leave a digital imprint of 

her activities, sadly, no.  

Every detail of the date was somehow 

overlooked, explained in some other way or 

outright dismissed. Everything associated with 

the sex, all the way back to the point of him 

asking her out becomes a blank, including 

technology. It was difficult for her to be so 

forgettable, and it had been this way since she 

hit puberty.  

She declined the date with Chase tonight 

because she had an SDA meeting to go to – Sex 

Demons Association. If humans asked, the 

initials stood for Single, Dating, and Available. 

She had a different name for the SDA. She called 

it Sex Demons tired of being Anonymous. After 

the meeting, she and Shelly were going to go to 

a restaurant for dinner. While sex was their main 

source of food, sex demons ingested and could 

gain some nourishment from food. Occasionally, 

they all enjoyed sitting down, having a meal and 

spending time with one another. 

The SDA meetings were set up for sex 

demons in the area to get together find out any 

news and socialize with one another. Tonight’s 

party was also the once a month BYOH, bring 



your own human. It was the demon version of 

potluck. 

Willow sat at her desk and remembered 

the first BYOH party she had ever attended here. 

Her mother had told her about them when she 

was still living at home, but Willow hadn’t been 

to one until she moved to Seattle. That night, 

she arrived with someone she met on the street 

an hour earlier. He was tall, good-looking and 

had a big cock. She thought he would make a 

good addition to the party. 

The entire room had cushions and pillows 

of various sizes strewn haphazardly. There were 

a few chairs and tables near the food table to sit 

and relax. Willow only arrived a few minutes 

after it was supposed to start, but already people 

were naked and writhing on the floor, both 

human and demon. 

The man Willow brought with her was 

immediately snagged by another demon and 

Willow watched as he hurriedly undressed for the 

blond succubus kissing him. There were a few 

humans talking with demons. They were just 

standing around snacking from the table nearby. 

Willow remembered that at the time, she wasn’t 

interested in food. She was hungry for sex.  



There was a muscular blond man lying 

naked on some cushions by himself. From the 

content look on his face, he had been ridden to 

orgasm at least once already. He looked 

delectable. As soon as she neared him, he looked 

into her eyes and groaned. She could see his 

cock hardening as she watched. 

Willow unbuttoned her blouse and stepped 

out of her shoes. He watched her closely and she 

could see the pupils of his eyes dilate. She 

dropped her top on the floor and unhooked her 

bra, dropping it as well. He took a deep 

appreciative breath watching her smooth, 

sensual movements. 

She unzipped her skirt and let it fall where 

she stood. She slipped her fingers into the sides 

of her panties at the hip and pushed them down 

her legs. She stepped out of the pile of clothing 

and got down on the floor next to him, 

immediately running her hands over his muscular 

thigh. She leaned over and kissed him.  

He took control of the kiss tasting her 

thoroughly. He grasped her arms and drew her 

down on top of him ravishing her lips. He flipped 

them over to get on top of her and Willow 

allowed it. She spread her legs and let him settle 

his hips between her thighs. He slid his lips 

across her cheek. He licked her neck near her 



earlobe only to suck on that choice piece of flesh 

a moment later. He thrust his hips between her 

legs and rubbed his hardness against her 

wetness. 

His chest heaved with each breath rubbing 

against her, driving her nipples to hard points. 

He moved down her body until he could fasten 

his mouth to one of the firm nubs while he 

massaged her other breast with his hand. He 

sucked hard on her breast, flicking the nipple 

with this tongue and teeth. He lavished the same 

attention on the other breast after reluctantly 

letting go of the first. 

He continued to move down her body, his 

hands touching and caressing every inch of her. 

He ran his tongue over her ribs while his hands 

held her hips. He slid further down her body until 

his face hovered over her wet pussy. He looked 

down at her center and licked his lips. 

Willow spread her legs wider and smiled at 

him when he looked at her. It had been a couple 

of days since someone had gone down on her, 

and she wanted him there. He was happy to 

oblige her.  

He moved further down and took a few 

tentative licks at her clit, then used his fingers to 

hold open her slick petals and then licked and 



sucked at her, devouring her with tongue and 

teeth. Every inch of her sex plundered. 

Willow writhed, the pleasure of him was 

exquisite, but she needed more. He pushed his 

fingers inside her, and she loved it, but still she 

hungered. As if he could read her mind, he 

moved up her body and pushed his cock into her 

all at once. Willow moaned and bent forward and 

grabbed his firm ass. He jerked and then started 

moving inside her. Willow slapped his left ass 

cheek. 

“Harder, baby.” She gasped. His face was 

sweaty, and she took one of her hands and 

rubbed it over his face. He was pumping out 

hormones almost faster than she could absorb 

them. She could understand why someone 

brought him.  

He pumped faster, harder, slamming his 

cock into her and Willow loved every inch of him. 

He reached between their bodies and rubbed her 

clit. Willow imploded. She came so hard she was 

gasping for breath. She wanted everything he 

had to give her. She wanted him to come inside 

her. That was the ultimate, the dessert to the 

feast that he was. She moved her hips 

encouraging him to keep plunging his cock into 

her. She grabbed his ass again and stuck her 



middle finger up his ass, and he jerked, 

immediately filling her with his liquid heat.  

He grunted and every time he pulsed, 

more of his hot cum would stream into her. He 

was like a fountain. Willow squeezed her vagina 

to milk his fat dick and still he kept coming. After 

one last hard push, there was a warm surge, and 

he was done. He rolled off her and settled next 

to her trying to catch his breath.  

She remembered lying next to him sated 

and content for the moment. She stood up to get 

something to drink and a very muscular black 

man caught her eye and instantly she was 

hungry again. By the time the night was over, 

she had been with five men. It was a good night 

to be a succubus, yet even then she knew 

something was missing. 

While she liked the BYOH parties, she liked 

when they just got together to talk too. The 

meetings allowed her to be herself.  

When she was around full-blooded 

humans, she always had to watch what she said 

and how she acted after she slept with them.  

Every time she went to Chase’s 

apartment, she behaved as if it was the first time 

she had been there even though she knew the 

layout of his place as well as her own. She 



pretended she didn’t know what he was going to 

say or how he was likely to act. It was like 

watching a movie over and over knowing exactly 

how it would end. It was like that with every 

human she had ever been with, and it would 

continue to be that way for the rest of her life. 

The only exception was if the human was her 

mate. Mates always remembered. 

Another rule she had to live by as a 

succubus was that she had to be conscious of the 

sunrise. If she brought a man to her place and 

he fell asleep, she needed to wake him up and 

send him on his way before dawn. If she was at 

their place and they fell asleep, she had to leave 

them before dawn.  

Willow learned the hard way a long time 

ago; it was better to follow the rules. It tends to 

freak a man out to find a woman in his bed with 

no memory of how she got there. No matter how 

good-looking she is. 

Before she let Chase take her home, she 

needed a key to his place. He wouldn’t 

remember her being there, and she needed to 

make sure his home was secure when she left. 

She couldn’t leave him with an unlocked door 

while he slept, it would leave him vulnerable to 

unsavory characters looking for an opportunity.  



She also couldn’t have him wondering how 

the door became unlocked when he would have 

remembered locking it once he was inside. She 

did this with all the men she took to bed. All sex 

demons did. It was a necessity.  

Before she slept with Chase the first time, 

she got his key off his keychain at the office. She 

did it by rubbing up against him and picking his 

pocket at the same time. She took a picture of 

the key next to her house key and emailed it to a 

demon key maker. A courier delivered a copy a 

Chase’s key to her the same day. She found 

another reason to get close to him and put the 

keys back in his pocket.  

She hadn’t accumulated as many keys as 

other demons. Most of her sexual encounters 

were in the backseat of cars, or alleyways, or 

even in bars while others watched. She decided 

to make use of the demon key services when she 

grew tired of the felt burns on her ass from the 

pool tables. 

Willow finished out the rest of the day, 

smiled at Chase on her way out, and rode the 

elevator down to the garage. She got into her 

midnight blue Lexus and drove away. The 

weather was supposed to clear up, but it hadn’t. 

It was still overcast. 



She left her office and threaded her way 

through the heart of downtown to get to the on-

ramp for Highway 5 going south. She drove to a 

small, nondescript building in Kent.  

The traffic was slow going as usual at this 

hour. She turned up the radio and let her mind 

wander as she crawled along with every other 

car on the road. She was happy with her life for 

the most part. She lived her life going from one 

partner to another, but she dreamed of having 

the kind of life her parents had.  

They had found their mates. Her mother 

was a sex demon like her, and her father was 

human. 

“Willow,” her mom said, “there are a 

couple of things you need to know about being 

mated. Your dad is human, but he will be live as 

long as I do. If I die before him, he could live 

longer without me if he wanted. If he dies before 

me, I could live longer as well, but I probably 

won’t.” Her mother had stopped talking, unable 

to continue.  

Willow’s father spoke. 

“What your mother is trying to say is that 

mating is for life, and when one of the partners is 

no longer alive, the other usually follows soon 

after. Mating with your mother and having you 



has been the greatest joy of my life. I cherish 

every moment I have with both of you.”  

Willow loved her parents so much it hurt 

to think that one day she would lose them. Her 

father continued to explain. Her mother was still 

too overcome with emotion. 

“You’re an adult now and, if it happens, we 

hope you understand we aren’t leaving you 

because we don’t love you. It’s just that we love 

each other too much to live without one 

another.” Willow’s mom nodded, wiping tears 

from her eyes. 

Willow smiled remembering their visit, and 

it reminded her that finding her mate was 

possible despite the odds. She envied them. She 

wanted the kind of love they had, the kind that 

lasts forever. 

They encouraged her whenever she 

expressed frustration at not being able to find a 

mate. They kept telling her not to lose faith, one 

day she would meet him. She wasn’t as confident 

in that belief as they were. In the meantime, she 

had good friends and the SDA meetings. 

 

End of Excerpt 


