It all felt so great, she could scarcely remember how she’d arrived there. Vague impressions of bright colourful lights, booze, dancing, a heavy bass and sweat drifted across her memory like fast-moving clouds.

But she decided not to dwell on it. 

The unnerving thought only flitted mildly outside the reaches of her clouded conscious. 

Right now, his strong arms were pinning her roughly to the bed. 

Right now, he was planting hot kisses on her soft belly, drawing his lips lower and lower, closer to the lips where she needed him the most. His breath alone made her shiver – he had barely touched her, yet she was – right now – the most aroused she has ever been. She couldn’t remember his name, but she wanted to moan it as his fine stubble drew downward. So instead she just made unintelligible noises conveying lust, thinking that he would enjoy them, because all guys liked to be told they’re good at what they’re doing, right?

Little did she know, he didn’t really give a shit about what she thought. This was for him, and after tonight, it wasn’t likely that she would ever engage in any sexual activity again. He elicited yet another rather high-pitched squeal from her as he snaked his tongue between her darkened lips, relishing the flavour. He grinned as he felt her slender hands entwine in his hair, pushing him closer, his tongue deeper. He didn’t waste much time before pushing back her clitoral hood with his expert tongue, then slowly, tantalizingly slid his tasting appendage across the pink, tic-tac sized bud. She shivered violently, and that was before he even began to suck. Which he did, of course. 

This girl would be a feast.

Luckily, it would be nothing short of delightful for her. His presence alone enhanced feeling, and his touch thousand fold. He was quite literally her ecstasy. She felt every single taste bud dancing smoothly across her love-nub, the rest of his tongue pushing and undulating beautifully against her inner labias. She pressed his face into her vagina even harder, bucking her hips lewdly against his face as his lips began to pull at hers, and his tongue explore further oh so teasingly.

“Stupid slut…” He thought fondly, as if coddling a chicken or cow or pet. Her lust was beginning to well up at her entrance now, begging to be drunk. He could smell it, the gold musk pooling at her sex, brought on by the eliciting stirrings of her clitoris. He let it fill for a while, teasing himself slightly. This didn’t last long, however, for he was quite hungry… Or thirsty, rather, or…. His belly was empty. There. So he lowered his suckings to her entrance, and his cock throbbed in unison with the contractions of his throat as he drank her in vast, greedy swallows. Her sex’s ambrosia flowed as she bucked against his face, asking for more. 

And oh, did he give it to her. Well, more like take it from her.

He was an incubus: an apex predator of one of the greatest of intangibles – lust, and the feeling of sex. Inside every person – every animal - hidden in some reach of the cerebral cortex and catalystic hormones and sex organs is a libido. This libido does not change in storage capacity. Like a tank in a span of all sorts of different sized vehicles, the libido changes in size across all spectrums of peoples. The self-indulgent, careless clubgoer with a low self-esteem and a strong fear of commitment streak – tonight’s prey – has a different sized tank than, say, a rape victim, or a sad, deprived, and sex-guilty Catholic. And he tended to stay away from the latter, obviously. 

In his mind, he was doing the world a favor – ridding the gene pool of unintelligible drunks and whores who didn’t care much for condom use. For libido itself was a rich concoction. Neither tangible nor existent in this world, the libido is thick, savory, and sweet - salty and tangy and sour and musky and meaty – just entirely fantastic in every sense of flavor and satisfaction. 

It was his ambrosia. 

He would starve and die without it. 

So he cared not for the empty sexual shells of his prey that he left behind. They would never feel the stirrings of their own loins again. (At one point in his long life, he became curious and tracked some of his prior foodstuffs, only to find that many had become celibate – some nuns, even.) This world would be better off without them passing on with offspring.

A sudden influx of her sex essence flooded outside of her as she suddenly climaxed, and the lustdrinker waited not even a second before gulping it all down, his throat contracting and belly swelling. The libido instantly came to life upon entrance to his body - hence the noticeable distension of his throat and belly - finding a place that mirrored, or perhaps was an extension of the dimension it had occupied before. He groaned in pleasure, flitting his tongue along her sex and beckoning more of her golden fluid out. He plunged his tongue into her vagina, stretching and fucking it – and she had another glorious contraction – maybe another orgasm - causing more to pour out. He sucked and swallowed doggedly as she continued to ride his face, nearly screaming with pleasure. 

After several river-like swills, the flood had died down, and he pushed in further to slurp out the last of what he could get with his mouth. The incubus rose above her shuddering, quivering form, licking his lips idly, his hand resting over his belly - his big body seeming even bigger now that he was satisfied. 

Satisfied, but not full. 

“There’s still another couple servings in this one.” He thought, and his already engorged cock throbbed. 

“Ohhh, oh, oh my god… That… Ohhhh my goddd…” she moaned breathlessly.

“Shhh.” He growled, needing no thanks, and pushed her back semi-gently onto the bed. He crawled atop her and pressed his weight – and mostly hard penis – against her. She cooed appreciatively, tired, but she wasn’t nearly as tired as the exhausted, fatigued girls he had left behind before. He began stroking her side slowly and then kneading her breast with his strong hands. He lightly danced his tongue about her areola, swirling around until he reached the nipple, then engulfed as much as he could into his mouth, sucking softly, then gradually harder. 

He could again sense her sex fluids pooling below, and stiffened in anticipation as he sucked forth some flow from her now erect nipples. He fed from each for a while; her pleasured squirming and excited twitches only building his appetite. After he had either become impatient, or sucked her entirely dry, he sped up the rate of his slight dry humping to soft circles with the head of his phallus. When this sent his quarry into a delectable state of wantonness, and he decided that it was time. He slowly trailed his cock down her lips, pushed in, causing her to bury her face in the crook of his neck, and cried out as if she had been speared with the cock of Priapus (although that isn’t much of a stretch). 

His cock now, absorbed her libido directly into itself, slowly swelling bigger as he drove himself in with vigor, relishing her relative tightness and returned enthusiasm. 

“Mmmm… Enjoying yourself?” He purred. 

She looked comatose with pleasure, and he was pretty sure that she at least tried to make some laughable attempt at replying, but eventually gave up. He groaned with pleasure as she fed into him, becoming even tighter as his cock engorged. He thrusted in and out, his hips pounding against hers, and member filling with more and more of her, sucking in all it could like a sponge. His balls also swelled proportionally, and his skin stretched with the added mass. He mmm’ed as he climaxed himself, loving her screaming and bucking as the feeling of satisfaction slowly overtook the feelings of overwhelming thirsthunger. His cock twitched and absorbed all of the remaining lusts like a horrifyingly proficient wormhole, expanding inside her painfully, but she had already orgasmed what... three? Four times by now? So he didn’t worry about her discomfort. 

After it was over, he lay there for several moments, feeling the warmth of her skin against his before withdrawing, surveying her newly acquired state. She was still in shock, as expected, panting heavily, eyes wide open and shuddering every moment or so. 

He could relax now. It was likely that she wouldn’t even remember this night. As he exhaled in a leviathan sigh, his shape also changed slightly, like a manually edited film, or the flicker of the eye. He was much bigger - thicker. Impressive, ultramarine-coloured, Damaliscusal horns suddenly appeared and couldn’t be blinked away. His skin tone turned somewhat reddish - and even more godlike and marble in appearance - and his fair hair dark. He licked his lips again with a long tongue. That was the first night he had fed in ages. After a meal this big, he would be fine for a fortnight or so.

He stroked her now sleeping face, 

“Thanks, love.” He murmured.

