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Introduction



All characters in this book are over 18 years of age. This book features kinks and themes that may be offensive to some. The author doesn’t endorse the characters’ beliefs or behavior.

It contains instances of daddy kink, accidental pregnancy, breeding kink, sharp objects, a controlling and abusive parental figure, mild degradation, monster sex, unprotected sex, pregnant sex, and exhibitionism while pregnant. Read further only if you are comfortable with these themes.


Chapter 1



Persephone

If my mother ever found out that I was stripping in a club on the other side of River Grix, she’d lock me in my room and never let me out of the house again.

Good girls aren’t addicted to kinky sex.

Good girls don’t desire dark, evil monsters who promise wicked pleasure.

Good girls should be content living a boring life where everything they do is dictated by what others think.

Most of all, good girls must never cross River Grix and go to the ‘underworld’—the corrupt city on the other side. A city ruled by cruel monsters. A metropolis where temptations of the flesh can be found in every corner.

I’m not a good girl.

I wear that mask because I have no other choice. I’m the eldest daughter of the House of Drune—one of the most respectable noble families in the city of Asteria. My fate is to remain pure and untouched until I’m married to a man who will expect me to be the most virtuous wife alive.

But I can’t live like that anymore. It’s suffocating to suppress my desires, my needs, my raw, primal need for intimacy.

“You have five minutes,” the manager of the strip club calls out. I’m an exotic dancer here, one of the many women who bare their assets on stage for wealthy monster patrons. Even though I am from Asteria, the manager doesn’t care that I don’t have the legal right to be here. The club exclusively deals in human women. There aren’t many of them in the underworld. Apparently, sadistic monsters love fragile and soft human girls.

When those dark, violent creatures track my movements across the stage with their lustful gazes, I feel empowered. I’m a siren, a seductress, a woman who has the power to grant a man his greatest wish.

Or deny him and leave him unsatisfied, if I choose.

“Fix your bra.” The manager, who is a werewolf, scans my body. His appraisal makes me feel hot under my skin. Proximity to big, scary monsters excites me. I press my thighs together, willing my pussy to stop leaking, but it’s no good.

I’m a slut for danger. My walls clench with excitement. I am a few steps away from some of the vilest, most lascivious monsters in all of creation. And they’re all going to have their eyes on me.

I push my soft breasts together, enhancing my cleavage. “Good enough?”

The manager growls. He has gray and black fur since he’s an older werewolf. Golden-rimmed glasses are perched on his snout. He looks like an accountant but he’s a club manager and he can rip flesh from a monster’s body in the blink of an eye if they misbehave.

“Are you willing to serve private clients today?” he inquires.

“Only if the monster catches my fancy,” I reply, reapplying red lipstick on my full lips. My reflection in the mirror reveals a femme fatale, not a good girl. Curly black hair spills over my shoulders, teasing the tops of my exposed breasts. My bra is made from see-through black lace. It offers a tempting peek at my rosy nipples, inviting men to pop my juicy tips into their mouths and taste them until I come. Even I’m a little excited when I see myself like this.

“Go.” The manager nudges me toward the stage. “It’s time.”

The curtains part a moment later. The dizzying glow of stage lights blinds me. I sway my hips as I strut forward. Pinpricks of light blur my vision. But slowly, they fade, revealing an eager group of hungry monsters.

There are dozens of eyes on me—sparkling yellow ones, sinister red ones, dark brown ones, electric blue ones. Monster eyes glow in the dark, which means I can clearly see them from the stage.

A low hiss echo in my ear. My attention flies to a pair of eyes I’ve never seen before—mystical purple. For a moment, I can’t move. The hypnotic gaze arrests me, inviting me to discover its mysteries. What kind of creature has eyes like that?

My nipples grow harder, poking through my flimsy bra as light shines on his face. He’s a demon. His face could pass off for a human, if you ignored the pointed jawline, sharp teeth, and pointed horns emerging out of his thick black hair. He’s a polished visage of sophistication in a black suit that wraps over his muscled body.  

When he narrows his eyes at me, his lips curving up in a flirty smile, my heartbeat races. My pussy gushes, soaking my panties. His longing eyes birth a blazing heat in my core, one that won’t let me forget about him, even though I don’t know his name.

I slip my fingers between my thighs, feeling the arousal dripping throat my wet thong. These creatures are about to get an eyeful of my thong clinging to my fat pussy lips. Honestly, the idea of being seen in such a vulnerable, shameful state sparks heat in my belly. I’m an exhibitionist. I love being seen in all my naked, sexy glory.

“Miss P!” Cheers and shouts crackle in the air. The passion and love of my fans is what keeps me coming back here, night after night. If I were exposed, I would be married off to the highest bidder to ‘save’ my reputation. But sometimes, the risk is worth the reward.

I blow flying kisses to the audience. The adrenaline of being on stage turns me on.  

Persephone, the innocent, well-behaved girl who will someday be a respectable man’s perfect wife is now dead. 

Here, I am Miss P—a woman who is confident in her sexuality.

I approach the metal pole with confidence. As I look out into the sea of patrons, my muscles clench in anticipation. Maybe I’ll get to surrender my body to one of these delicious monsters later. The one thing that I love about monsters is that they always make me come. People in Asteria think underworld creatures are selfish, but they’re also prideful—their masculine pride will never recover unless their woman climaxes from their cock.

It’s a win-win situation.

My fingertips glide over the pole. I coil my legs around the thick beam, grinding my wet pussy against it.

Immediately, the flood of shouts in my ears becomes deafening. In the abundant wash of light from the ceiling chandeliers, the wet trail of slick that I’m leaving on the pole is unmistakable.

I continue dancing, flipping myself upside down and sinking the pole between my ass cheeks as I slide up and down. My moans fill the air. The smooth metal surface of the pole brushing against my aroused pussy gets me going. Every time my clit rolls over the rod, sparks of pleasure race into my blood.

Before long, blood-red coins flew at me. They clink at my feet. The chiming noise fuels my performance. Knowing that my sexual expression is valued is the biggest aphrodisiac in the world. Unlike Asteria, where women’s sexual submission is expected and taken advantage of without any praise or gratitude, things work differently in the underworld.

Here, everything is a commodity, even submission. And every commodity has a price.

Thanks to this gig, I make a lot of money. My earnings will help me leave my mother’s golden cage and move to the underworld permanently someday. I’m aware that this is a dangerous place for a human. But I feel like I belong here. I have never felt so alive anywhere else. The only problem is that I want a family. I want kids to love and nourish, but I’m not sure demons can have children with human women. I’ve heard some of them can—but even that might be a myth.

“Miss P!” Gruff voices in the throes of their heat call out my name. It only takes me higher.

Determined, I take off my thong, bearing my wet, pink pussy to the entire audience. Silence fell over the room. Every pair of eyes is locked in on my feminine folds, tracing their shape and observing their gorgeous form.

These monsters don’t get to see a human vagina up close often. It’s a rare treat for their eyes.

But the privilege only lasts a few seconds. Then I swallow the rod between my swollen lips, rubbing up and down. A powerful pressure grips my groin. My fingers tremble on the pole as control begins to desert me.

I’m getting warmer. My eyes are drifting closed. I’m going to come on stage. 

My huge breasts hug the pole. My nipples are even harder now. The silence makes goosebumps rise on my skin. Quietness and monsters don’t mix well together. It’s more terrifying than a cacophony of animalistic grunts.

A few more humps along the pole are enough to sate my needy cunt. The stimulation arrows to my brain, shutting down all my systems.

Electric current detonates my cells, dragging my body away into a world of endless pleasure. In my wild abandon, I forget that I’m still on stage. I whimper and scream, letting moisture drip from my pussy and coat the metal rod. I let my most vulnerable, needy, feminine parts come out of hiding and asset themselves. I know I must look weak, trembling from my own pleasure, but that’s what makes monsters crave me. They want someone who can let go.

I never stop seeking the sweet stimulation of the rod, rubbing myself up against its surface that’s rough in a few places from where it has been indented and chipped.

When I’m fully spent, I come to my feet. My knees are shaking from the incredible performance and my ongoing orgasm.

Gathering all my remaining energy, I bow to the audience. My ass cheeks bounce as I turn around and march away. The curtains drop behind me, blocking out the dazzling lights of the stage. Darkness becomes my world again.

I feel my way through the dimness, clambering to the changing room.

There’s a huge mirror with lights and makeup strewn all over the table. In other words, it’s as I left it.

I guzzle a whole bottle of water at once. Sweat clings to my skin. I’m flushed like a tomato. But my pussy is sated. It was a marvelous show.

I close my eyes and drift off into a short slumber. When I open my eyes, I’m still alone in the changing room.

A knock sounds on the door before my manager steps in. His gigantic size makes me look small in comparison.

The werewolf taps his notepad. “You shook your ass real well. Someone requested a private room with you. They want the whole six yards—lap dance, sex, your pussy, and bondage.”

If someone mentioned my female parts so crudely in Asteria, it’d be a scandal. But here, people prefer plain speaking. It took me a few weeks to get used to it, but now I appreciate the honesty. At least I know what I’m getting myself into.

“He’s willing to pay a million sins for your company,” the werewolf continues. “It’s a golden opportunity.”

“A million sins?” I gasp, rubbing my shoulder. “Who exactly is this monster?”

The werewolf’s teeth gleam in the white light coming from the ceiling. “Take a guess.”

“Lemme see…a rich Krampus who managed to steal a lot of gifts during Christmas?”

The werewolf shakes his big, furry head. “Haxon,” he says. “That’s his name.”

“Who is he?” I ask, my heart racing. The name sounds powerful and significant like it belongs to someone important. I think I’ve heard my mother say that name before. Once, when I was very young, she was discussing it with King Zander.

“Haxon,” the werewolf repeats. “The demon king of the underworld.”


Chapter 2



Haxon

Being the king of the underworld is the most boring job in the world.

That’s why, I relieve my boredom by indulging in forbidden pleasures. The taboo pleasure of seeing a human shake her ass and bare her tits in front of a crowd of monsters always gets my blood pumping. It clears the fog in my head. My senses sharpen, flaring to life again because I now have prey to hunt.

Not that I can ever touch them. That’s out of the question.

Humans aren’t even allowed to enter the underworld unless they’re criminals. The treaty made between Zander and me years ago states that light creatures, who are pure and have a conscience, will reside in Asteria while morally corrupt monsters driven by lust and hunger (or, as I call them, the fun creatures) occupy the underworld on the other side of the river. Succubi, incubi, elves, Krampus, gargoyles, orcs, and yetis are only some of the monsters that roam the streets of the underworld.

The agreement was forged at the end of a long war between humans, gods, and monsters. It has allowed peace to reign, but nothing in the world makes me yawn more than peace. I mean, there’s nothing for a demon to do if he can’t corrupt mortals and make Faustian bargains to take their souls.

For hundreds of years, I’ve reigned over a prosperous metropolis that is filled with every vice imaginable. But my true nature remains imprisoned by the treaty. I haven’t been able to consume any delicious new souls or feel the thrill of corrupting an innocent mortal in ages.

But that might change tonight.

Because I plan to fuck the living daylights out of the exotic dancer on stage. It’s the first time I’ve seen her. I can tell she’s not like anyone else. Innocence and femininity radiate off her skin in waves. Her baby pink lips part with delight every time a monster compliments her round booty.

My demon blood pulses at the sight of the beautiful human woman. She’s a spell, drawing me into her web of light. I’m obsessed with her supple curves and how they move to the music. I’m addicted to the way that she maneuvers her body gracefully like a swan gliding through a lake. My cock twitches, throbbing to be held by her thin, dainty fingers. I bet her pussy is wet and sweet. I bet her cries are even sweeter.  

My instinct for control flares to life when the patrons sitting closer to the stage, incensed by the human’s luscious scent, start to try to grab her off the stage. Obviously, the werewolf who runs this place has checks in place.

A yeti roars through the room, slamming the rude patrons back in place. I swear, a strip club is only half-complete without a yeti to throw people around.

I steal a glass of booze from the tray of a passing waiter, and then I sip the abominable concoction that humans call a cocktail.

“This is disgusting.” I spit out the drink. It’s all sugar and citrus with barely any alcohol. I need more vice. I need more sin.

I just need more.

I want people to corrupt me, and bargains to fuel my power, but most of all I crave hot sex. I’m bored of bedding succubi and all manner of sexually experienced monsters. They’re skilled and willing, but something is missing.

I bet human flesh is sweeter, whispers the dark voice inside me.

I’m a demon, yet I have a dark voice in my head. And a darker voice. And one that’s even darker. That’s the one that prompts me to crook my finger and motion the manager of the club over to my side.

“Your Majesty.” The werewolf bows clumsily. “It’s an honor to serve you at this club. Can I do something to make your experience better?”

“What’s her name?” I drag my gaze to the siren on stage. “I want to have a private audience with her. Money is no issue.”

“I’ll talk to her,” the werewolf says. “She’s picky about offering her services privately.”

“Convince her,” I tell the werewolf. “I’ll give you a bonus if you do. I want her.”

“I will do my best, Your Majesty.”

“Where did you even find someone like her?” The other humans at the club are okay, but she’s a class apart. She’s young and I can smell how fertile she is from here. Her blood is warm and full of hormones. Sex with her is going to be an unforgettable experience.

I’ll control her every moan and sigh, and make her come so many times, she won’t be able to think afterward. Then I’ll make her mine forever. My human queen. My cock sleeve.

My pregnant consort.

“She came willingly,” the werewolf replies. “She enjoys dancing.”

I chuckle when she blows kisses at the audience. She’s in her glory, so confident and self-assured. But I’ve lived too long to miss the glint of fear in her eyes. “My guess is that she isn’t here legally.”

The werewolf’s bloodshot eyes widen. “About that….”

“Never mind.” I wave my hand. “As long as I have her, I won’t make an issue regarding the matter.”

The music becomes fainter, signaling the end of the performance. The mesmerizing woman slowly prances away, giving me an eyeful of the big globes of her ass moving in rhythm to her walk.

“Your Majesty, if you wait in the Corruption Room, I’ll send her over to you.” He snaps his finger for a yeti to accompany me. “I remember you liked that room last time.”

“It has blindfolds, whips, and chains, doesn’t it?” I raise an eyebrow. “Then it will do.”

The werewolf quietly slips away from me as the yeti grumbles at having to accompany me. I might be the king of the underworld, but unlike Zander, I’m not treated like a god. I could burn all these demons to ashes in seconds, but that doesn’t scare them. I prefer to be on more informal terms with my subjects, anyway. Being put on a pedestal was never my thing.

The yeti uses a golden key to open the door to my private sex space. Every surface is gleaming. The black marble floors with gold veins feel luxurious under my feet. The bed is massive, a four-poster with rings around the frame that have chains. I test whether the clamps work properly and whether the handcuffs can be opened easily once they’ve been locked. Well, I could always burn them to cinders if nothing else works, but I don’t think the manager of this establishment will like it.

When I’ve selected the equipment I intend to use, I place it all on the nightstand by the bed.

Then, I wait.

It starts to get hot quickly because of how excited I am. I strip away my shirt, leaving my muscled chest naked. Sometimes, I’m mistaken for a human, but there’s no mistake I’m a monster.

It’s the subtle details that give me away. The otherworldly glow of my eyes. The polished-marble perfection of my skin. The too-long, too-pointed chin. And the horns. I can turn red and cloak my body in fiery heat if I’m in a rage, but that doesn’t happen very often.

After all, I love being in control.

After what seems like an eternity, the door clicks open.

She enters. Instantly, my whole body hurts like it has been stung by bees. My eyes are assaulted by the unbelievably sensual beauty of the woman.

She stands there, head held high. The trace of fear in her eyes is darker now, dilating her pupils. She wears a black lingerie set. The bra is sheer lace and her juicy, pink nipples poke through the fabric. My cock weeps with desire. Six-inch heels make her taller while the red lipstick smeared on her lips heats my blood.

She’s a vision of dark temptation. An enchantress who will bring me to my knees if I’m not careful.

I’m obsessed with every detail of her body, from the generous swells of her breasts to the width of her perfect hips.

“What’s your name?” I clear my throat. “Your real name.”

“Persephone.” My demonic senses can spot lies. But this woman is telling the truth. She has a pretty name, too. Though it’s definitely not from around these parts.

“Sounds familiar.” I can’t remember where I heard it before. It must have been a long time ago. But one thing’s for sure—she’s not from the underworld. Everything about her screams light and purity. She is from Asteria. Technically, I’m the master of the underworld, so I should be checking to see if she has the legal right and permission to enter my territory. Unauthorized entry can easily turn into a diplomatic hassle for me.

But I’m too mesmerized by her creamy skin to care. The fat on her thick thighs jiggles when she walks, reminding me that she’s abundant and lush. A goddess, almost. I laugh at the irony.

A goddess giving a demon a lap dance. That’s one for the ages. If Zander, the king of Asteria ever heard that, he’d pop a vein. Who knows? Maybe Persephone is his daughter and I’ll be lucky enough to see Zander get a heart attack because of my actions tonight?

“Come here. Sit on my lap,” I command.

She doesn’t hesitate. When her ass meets my thighs, my cock springs to life. It’s a hard, erect rod and she grinds against it gently as she bounces on my lap. “You’re a demon.”

I nod. My throat is tight with emotions. I need to possess this woman. Not just tonight. But forever. She will be mine and mine alone. Ruined and chained to a demon.

“I like bondage and submission,” I tell her. “Will you submit to me, Persephone? Will you give me full control of your body? You won’t have to do a single thing except follow my commands. I’ll take the responsibility of making you feel good.”

Her thighs squeeze my cock through my pants. I can tell the idea instantly turned her on. “I’ve never done that before. But I’m intrigued.”

“Want to try it?” I use my most devilish tone to lure her into my web of sin. “Let me show you how good it feels to give someone else control.”

“What’re you doing?” She jerks when I pick her up. Her thighs automatically wrap around my torso.

I stride to the bed and lay her down.

“Touching you. I’m going to tie you up.” I curl my fingers around her wrist and use my tail to bind her feet as a demonstration. “Do you have a problem with that?”

“You’ll fuck me when I can’t move?” She lifts her pointed nose in the air. Her throat works, anxiety rippling through her features.

“That’s right. I’ll drive my cock into you and you’ll have to lie there and take it. I’ll even throw in a blindfold so you can’t see what I’ll do to you next. Sex can be exhilarating when you’re scared.”

“Haxon.” Her lips tease the curve of my neck. “How do you know I’m scared?”

“Because, Persephone, your eyes give you away.” I kiss her lips, dragging mine across the plump flesh. She tastes like nectar, like forbidden fruit. Like sunshine broken by darkness. I’ve never tasted anything so wet and delicious in my life. I bite into her succulent mouth, pressing my tongue into her depths. She moans, writhing under me, opening up her soft body to my plundering. I drive my tongue deeper, stroking her mouth until she can’t breathe anymore. Her lips are red and swollen when I abandon them. “You know you’re not supposed to be in the underworld, but you can’t resist the allure of the dark. Deep inside, you’re like a monster. You crave pleasure. You need to be chained and fucked and shown how depraved you can be. The pure face is just a mask, no?”

She exhales violently. Her eyelashes flutter against her pure alabaster cheeks. She tests her limbs but the chains are heavier and stronger than her frail human body. “I can’t move.”

“You don’t have to move,” I say. “You’re my submissive now. Your body exists only for your master’s pleasure.”

Her eyes narrow. “This is oddly arousing. Being at the mercy of a demon like this makes me feel small helpless and...sexy. Shall I call you master?”

“Haxon will do,” I reply. “Don’t try to free your hands or you’ll hurt yourself. If you can’t take it, call Zander’s name. That’s bound to make me stop.”

Persephone laughs. “So it’s true that you hate him?”

I shrug. “I’m a demon. I hate everybody.” I brush my thumb against her cheek. “Except you. You’re my submissive. I’m obsessed with you. I’m going to savor every inch of your body until I break your mind.”

One by one, I use all the chains to tie her up. I cuff her wrists and ankles to make sure her body will stay on the bed as I do wicked things to her pussy.

I loosen my tail from around her legs, pressing the triangular, fleshy end of the appendage against her wet thong. Persephone flinches and clamps her thighs shut, trapping my tail between them.

“I’m sorry.” Her voice, pure and sweeter than birdsong, impales my heart. And then my cock. In that order. “Did I hurt you?”

I snort with laughter at her question. “You couldn’t hurt me if you tried.”

I pick up the blindfold and press it over her eyes, covering them. I tie it at the back of her head, drowning her in shadows.

Now the real fun begins.


Chapter 3



Persephone

It’s pitch dark. The blindfold feels silky as it slides over my skin. My heart is beating at a million miles per minute.

Something inside me awakened when I met Haxon. He’s a monster but his façade is surprisingly human. He’s over six feet, and towers over, all hard muscle and defined abs. I started salivating the moment I laid eyes on his chiseled chest. My mother was right when she said that the devil wears the most beautiful face.

Haxon’s face is indescribably handsome. From the sharp curves of his cheekbones to the naughty shadows under his violet eyes, it’s impossible to stop staring at him. His thighs are thick and muscular and I felt small and precious when I gave him a lap dance and bounced on those knees.

Haxon is a pure-blood demon. Every time he speaks, I find myself wanting to spread my pussy and beg him to show me his demonic ways.

He’s a sex god. I let him control me because I was certain he’d show me something I’d never seen before. I can feel an intimate bond between us, a bond that goes beyond the physical. It’s the way he sees through me like he knows all my secrets.

Maybe he does.

And that turns me on even more.

His breath plays over my skin. I feel his chin teasing my stomach as he drags it up to my breasts.

The next moment, his mouth closes over my nipple. He bites my hard bud. Pleasure mingles with pain. My pussy jerks, pouring heat into my bloodstream.

My pulse races. It’s exciting, being devoured like this. I don’t know what to expect next and that anticipation heightens the throbbing between my legs.

Wetness trickles out of my seam when Haxon brushes his tongue over my nipple, teasing me before biting me again.

“Good little submissive.” The end of his tail strums my wet folds. “Already wet for your master. Keep lubricating your pretty pussy for my cock.”

I shiver at the praise. My body is becoming more pliant, knowing that something good is coming. Haxon saws his tongue against my nipple. My sensitive bud aches as his tongue abrades my breast. I realize that his tongue separates around my nipple, squeezing it between his tongue.

“Is your tongue forked?” I ask.

“It is,” Haxon replies. “Imagine how good it’ll feel when I caress your clit and plunge into your hole at the same time.”

My spine sends a warm electric current up to my brain. I want to move my hands and feel his dark, silky hair between my fingers, but I’m tied down. I can’t touch him. I’m his submissive. His property. His whore.

My core grows warm at the thought of being his forever. I’d love to be his pretty submissive and be lavished with attention like this.

My dream is broken by my own cry.

Haxon’s mouth is latched around my other nipple, pummeling it with teeth and tongue. His fleshy tail brushes my clit in a teasing fashion. My belly grows heavy. A thick electric current is detonating all my cells, paralyzing them with waves of pleasure. Even if my limbs were free, I wouldn’t be able to move.

A pleasant heaviness has my body pinned to the mattress. Haxon’s tail slaps my clit. The shock of sensation that enters my body makes me a jerk. I scream as the agony radiates straight to my core, filling me up with the desire to finish.

“Do it again,” I beg. “It was so good.”

Haxon slaps my clit with the triangular end of his tail. The tap is sharp, yet not brutal. It’s the perfect pressure to make my pussy gush. Pressure builds in my gut.

My stomach clenches when he lets my nipple go. The pain and soreness make my nipple more sensitive, so when Haxon flicks his tongue over my used nipples again, my pussy explodes into a wet mess.

I close my eyes, humiliated at how quickly I came.  

I’ve never come so quickly. It has been minutes since he started pleasuring me. He’s a real demon. Even his sex technique is diabolical, stripping away my control in no time.

“Liked that, Persephone?” Haxon teases. “I love seeing my pretty little submissive gush for her demon Daddy.”

“More…” I beg. “I’m so close.”

But Haxon isn’t stopping. His heavy head pushes between my stretched and chained legs. He licks a smooth trail up my thighs, leaving his liquid on my skin. My insides quiver when I imagine going back home and tracing the line of his saliva up my thigh in the middle of the night while everybody is asleep. His essence is branded into my skin.

I’m fevered with need. I need to feel every part of this demon inside me, on me, around me. I’ll never be satisfied otherwise.

I moan as Haxon’s forked tongue pokes my clit. I’m overstimulated from the way his tail slapped me and rubbed me. Any touch on my clit feels unbearable. My pussy convulses every time he slides his tongue over my sore clit.

“It’s too much…” I whisper. “I just came.”

“You’ll come again for Daddy, won’t you?” Haxon’s warm breath washes over my pussy, reminding me of how he’s a monster. How he’s not human. And how small and vulnerable I am right now. That knowledge makes my insides clench with ecstasy. I enjoy feeling feminine. Right now, my body is roaring with a feeling of being protected and used by a monster who was made to use me for his pleasure.

“Yes, Daddy.” I like calling him that.

I can imagine him as a real daddy, stroking my pregnant belly with those sharp fingers while he plays with little demon spawns that I birthed.  My body jerks with the longing to get pregnant and give birth. I wish I could get knocked up by a demon cock tonight. Then I’d never have to marry a man of my mother’s choosing. I would be cast out of the nobility and I could live in the underworld. Haxon would look so good as a dad and I’d look ravishing being swollen with a child. I always wanted kids, but now I know I want demon kids. I’d never be happy with human ones. The idea of growing Haxon’s seed in me is deeply comforting.

My womb pulls in approval as if it wants to make this dream a reality. But I’m not sure whether humans can even carry monster babies. I’ve never heard of it happening. The underworld and Asteria have been separated forever. There are no mentions of any human-monster couplings. It must be impossible.

“Ah!” My ass bounces on the mattress. All thoughts are driven out of my brain when the other end of Haxon’s forked tongue plunges into my wet pussy hole.

As one tongue-ending plays with my clit, shooting sparks of delight into my core, the other thrusts in and out of my raw cunt, reminding me that I’m nothing but a vessel for this demon’s pleasure. I lose myself to the rough rhythm of his tongue-fucking. I’m nothing but his slave, his submissive, my body his to abuse as he sees fit.

But being abused by a demon is the greatest delight in the world.

I can feel his body heat seeping into me. His cheeks are hot against my thigh flesh.

“You taste like sunflowers, Persephone.” Haxon’s groan vibrates in my bones. “I want to defile you and make you mine forever.”

The inevitability of another climax, so soon after my first, hits my belly. I can’t hold on to my pussy. It’s turning into jelly, spilling moisture all over Haxon’s face, drenching him in my slick. I’ve never felt so hot. My pussy is gushing like a faucet on a monster’s face. His hands are gripping my hips, reminding me of my soft feminine shape. I feel liberated when I’m tied down and fucked by him.

My muscles are liquefying from the dual assault of his tongue on my sensitive clit and wet hole. Haxon drags his soft tongue into the deepest parts of my channel, stroking my warm walls. When he pushes his tongue against my G-spot, stars glaze my vision.

I release a sigh.

“Tell Daddy what you want,” he says.

“I want to make you happy. I want to give you everything I have,” I say, and I truly mean it. He has shown me wonders and I want him to take from me whatever he wants. I want to give him a memorable night, too.

Haxon must like my answer because he becomes frenzied. His tongue is literally slapping my clit now, making my body buckle. My knees are shaking from the impact of his tongue corkscrewing into my tight pussy. He roughs up my core so much, that even the blisters of soreness left by his tongue become pleasure points that make me cry when he stimulates them.

I try to overcome the needy clenching of my pussy but I lose to his masterful licks. When he brushes my clit, I break open for him. I’m an open wound and his touches and licks remind me of just how much my body can feel.

Every cell is on fire, alive and filled with powerful sensations.

Glorious emotions buffet me. My nerves go numb with bliss. There’s nothing but darkness and I’m floating in a demon’s arms, taking the pleasure and pain he gives me. Letting him control me and show me how wonderful vulnerability can be is the best sexual experience of my life. When I’m with him, my powerlessness is my power. I trust him completely, knowing that his monster instincts will sniff out my hidden sexual needs and fulfill them.

This is why I love monsters. They’re primal, instinctive, and so very good at fucking a woman properly.

I’ve never been left unsatisfied by one, but Haxon takes the cake. He has made me come twice without putting his cock inside me. My body is still vibrating from the aftershocks of two powerful climaxes.

I’m primed and ready for a third. I could keep orgasm all night. That’s how effortless this feels. One touch is enough to make my body instantly split apart, surrendering in an instant.

Haxon has taken every ounce of control that I possessed and there’s still more for me to give.

The best part is, I don’t have to do a thing. Just lie back and let my demon Daddy stuff me with his cock and tongue until I’m gushing on him.  

I rub the silk sheets under my palm, wondering what demonic delight Haxon is going to spring on me next.

“I’m so glad I surrendered to you,” I say. “You’d have taken control of me, anyway. I can’t resist your allure. You make my body dance and respond indescribably. I adore it when you make my body hurt and then give me the greatest bliss.”

“Persephone, you’re stunning,” Haxon sounds sincere and deep, even though I would never associate those words with a demon. “I’m addicted to you, and to the way your body responds to my touches. You’re ripe and fertile. The way you moan and stretch for me makes me feel like a real king.”

“I’m so glad I gave up control. I like the pain and the pleasure that is born from the pain.”

There’s a brief moment of silence. I’m wondering if this amazing experience is over when Haxon’s fingers stroke up and down my folds. It’s a gentle touch, soothing the pain from overstimulation. My shoulders relax, sinking into the mattress as I enjoy the aftercare.

“Persephone, will you make a deal with me?” Haxon’s voice is hoarse and breathy. “Will you give me your body forever? I want your body and soul to belong to me forever. I want you to be mine and only mine.”

The moment is charged with supernatural tension. There’s something magical in the air, something beyond the ordinary.

Warm sparks prickle my exposed skin, making my nipples hard again. My pussy is sobbing with desire, slippery, and ready to be stretched by a big cock.

“In return, I’ll make sure you can live in the underworld and perform forever,” Haxon says.

My body stills. Is that really possible? Can I leave my oppressive life in Asteria behind and become part of the bustling, wonderful metropolis?

I have no doubt I’ll love it here. I feel at home among monsters. The club is where I’m free to express my needs. It’s also where I’ll be taken by a sexy demon and luxuriate in being submissive to a monster. I want to be his forever if he’ll let me.

Haxon is the king of this realm. He can grant me permission to stay. He can make my dreams come true.

And if we fuck long enough, who knows? I might be lucky enough to get a big belly full of his demon child.

I lick my bruised lips, looking at Haxon tenderly.

His eyes are no longer violet but a deep, devilish red. I feel the intensity of his desire for me radiating through that color.

He wants me. Just like I want him. I want a connection between us, a bond that can’t be severed.

Living in the underworld means I can keep meeting him. It means I can breathe freely and live as my true self.

There’s nothing to think about.


Chapter 4



Haxon

“Will you make a bargain with me, Persephone?” I repeat my question. I have untied her blindfold because I want to see her face as she surrenders the final thing she has to me. Once she says yes, I’ll own her soul and bind her to me.

“A Faustian bargain?”

I swallow at the curiosity brimming in her eyes. She’s so beautiful and vulnerable under me, and now I can’t resist taking the one thing I should never take. Something more precious than her cunt or her body.

“I can promise you a good life in the underworld. You’ll live in luxury, dancing and performing naked to your heart’s content. You’ll enjoy all the pleasures that life has to offer.”

“How do you know that’s what I want?”

“Because I saw you on stage. You were alive, in a way that mere humans aren’t. You’ve found your passion. You’ve experienced the joy of losing control and being comfortable in your skin. To live without it would be worse than death for you.”

“You’ve known me for about thirty minutes.” Persephone’s fingers skim my horns because I’m bending my head and it’s within reach of her bound hands. “Yet you can see my hidden desires than anyone else.”

“Because I’m a demon,” I reply. “I see into people’s souls.”

And if I like what I see, I take their souls.  

“Give me your body.” I stroke her creamy skin, raking my nails over her stomach. I feel her warm womb pulsing under my touch, reminding me of how primal and feminine she is. How she’s ripe for corruption. Tonight, I’m going to stuff her full of cum and take her forever. I’ll make her my queen, my corrupt counterpart who is always submissive and hungry for my cock. “Make me the only demon who gets to touch you, fuck you, and do naughty things with your pussy. In return, I’ll grant you the life you long for. A life of freedom and sexual excitement.”

“I love performing.”

“I never said other monsters couldn’t watch you.”

“But only you get to touch me and claim my body.” She completes my line of thought, perfectly understanding my meaning. Our minds are in sync. I notice how keenly she watches me. Sometimes, it feels like she’s aware of every thought passing through my head.

“For how long?” she asks. “How long will my body belong to you?”

“For however long you want to be free.” I stroke her wet inner thighs, spreading her slick all over her juicy flesh. “How long do you want to perform and live a life of freedom, Persephone? For a few years?”

“Forever.” Her voice is loud and clear. “I want to be free forever.”

“Then you’ll have to be mine forever.” A shiver shoots up my spine as I utter the words. The idea of Persephone being under, moaning, and begging for my cock for centuries pleases me. Instead of finding it boring, I crave it. I need her to say yes. I need her to commit herself to me so I can liberate her from Zander. I know Zander will want her if he ever manages to lay eyes on her. And he’ll not care about her pleasure. He’s a man who thinks his authority is absolute and everyone exists to give to him. Unlike a demon, he doesn’t have to offer something in return when he wants to take someone’s heart soul, or body.  “I’ll never hurt you unless you want me to. I promise that every time I touch you, every time I fuck you, it’ll feel good.”

Persephone nods. “I trust you. I know you mean what you say. You may be the devil but I’m bewitched by you.”

With that, our bargain has been made. She may not think so, but if the terms are clear and if both parties don’t oppose, a demonic bargain is good to go. I’ll have to grant her wish, though. And I have the perfect plan to subvert the treaty and make sure she can live in the underworld so as long as she desires.

I’ll be putting it into motion tonight.  

“Now please let me be your cock sleeve.” Persephone’s eyes are filled with tears as she pleads. I think I’ve left her too long on the edge. Her body is already strung to the max. I’ve made her beg for me in no time at all.

And I love having that much control over her.

My demonic senses are hazed with pleasure. It has been centuries since I made a deal with a human. My blood is cracking with ancient magic, suffused with heat and power. This is going to be the most brutal, magical fucking of my life.

I feel like I’m high on a drug, except I’ve taken every drug available and I know none of them provide this kind of heady joy.

It’s all Persephone. Her trust, her submission, and her desires beat against my skin.

This woman is a goddess, a magical being who can even make the devil feel. She can make a demon’s heart beat with longing.

There’s no doubt she’s powerful, even if her power is not external. She deserves to be a queen.

My queen.

My pregnant queen carrying my demon babies inside her warm cunt.

My cock is twitching madly, drunk on the euphoria of making a soul bargain. The sight of Persephone’s semi-naked body under me drives me to the brink of madness. I can’t hold back anymore.

I need to empty all my cursed energy inside her fertile walls and use the binding vow we have to knock her up.

I’m going to breed her innocent womb with my dark seed. I’m going to impregnate her and keep her beside me. I’m going to fill her with demon spawn and hold her hand as she pushes out my children from her tight cunt.

“Something feels different,” Persephone muses. Her eyes meet mine. The fear in them is gone. Now her mind belongs to me. It’s filled with thoughts of sex, thoughts of what I’ll do to her next. She can’t even think of any sensible thoughts anymore. I made her like this. And by the time I’ve finished fucking her, she’ll be worse, addicted to my cock like I’m addicted to her ripe curves.

“I’m going to take your pussy now. Stuff it with my cock and rough it up.”

Persephone swallows. “Use me as you want, Daddy. My body is yours now. I want to make you feel good.”

“Good girl. You’re a perfect submissive for Daddy.” I rip away her lacy panties, drinking at the sight of Persephone’s pink cunt. Her folds are delicate like flower petals, perfect for ravaging.

I lose my own pants. I bring my cock to her lips. Her mouth beats my bite marks, so full and ripe.

“Taste Daddy’s cock, baby.” I push the head of my cock between her lips.

Persephone’s tongue wraps around me. My groin erupts with fireworks. Her tongue, so pretty and pink, is a vision as it licks all the pre-cum off my shaft. She keeps licking my sticky liquid, swallowing every drop of it. My cock tightens with desire every time her throat flexes and my seed goes down to her soft belly.

“You taste like honey,” she says. “It’s not a metaphor. You really do taste like honey.”

I chuckle. “Demons have their own tricks to keep maidens like you addicted to their cock.”

“I love the taste. Can I keep tasting you, Daddy? I’m so thirsty.” Her mouth closes around my bulbous head. She sucks, trying to draw pre-cum from my cock.

Devil. A greedy submissive is the best kind of submissive. My body heats as she continues to suck my cock. The softness of her mouth rippling around me makes me close my eyes. This is beautiful, beyond my wildest expectations.

I luxuriate in the sensation of being sucked on until my balls turn blue. I need more than her mouth. I need her cunt.

My cock slides out of Persephone’s mouth. I hold her ass up. Her knees are already folded because of the chains. Her hole is glistening and open to take me.

“Baby, Daddy’s going to pound you until he breeds you rough.” I kiss her pussy. “He’s going to force your body to take his seed.”

Persephone moans. “I want to be pregnant and curvy, Daddy. I’m going to dance on the stage and show everybody my gorgeous pregnant body once I’m stuffed with your demon children.”

I can’t say whether Persephone actually means it or it’s something spoken in the heat of the moment. Either way, it activates my feral instinct to breed. She’ll be bred by me tonight.

With savage force, I push my cock all the way inside her tight pussy, stretching her feminine organ. I’m huge and she’s so small and tight. She chokes my cock with her pussy, making me lose breath the moment I bury myself in her heat. Her walls close around me like a vice grip, milking my shaft with desperation.

“Dammit.” I grind my teeth.

Dark streaks blur my vision. I have to make Persephone come again before I burst inside her. I move slowly, thrusting in and out of her core.

“Your demon dick is so big. But it fits inside me so snugly.” Persephone smiles. “I love being tied down and stuffed with your cock, Daddy.”

“Take it like a good girl,” I say. “Submit to Daddy’s breeding and let me knock you up.”

I ride her roughly, pushing her body into the mattress as I drive my cock into her feminine depths, seeking release. Before long, I’m in the flow. Lost in the fever and frenzy of grinding against her walls, the friction between our bodies makes my blood feel like lava. This is sorcery. Our bodies have electric chemistry, producing hormones that drown my body in the ultimate euphoric pleasure.

My breaths are loud and my grunts are even louder as I sink into Persephone’s fertile cunt. I can feel how alive her pussy is, how ripe it is to grow a new life.

“Your eyes are glowing red,” Persephone remarks. 

“Because I want you so much. I want your body more than I want to breathe.”

I slam into her, burying my balls deep inside her welcoming channel. I feel her cervix, her womb’s entrance, open and ready to carry a new baby.

That plucks away my control. I fuck her with wild abandon, letting her screams and cries fuel me. It’s a wild, mindless encounter. I push her body against mine, pulling her closer so her hips meet mine, allowing my cock to sink deeper into her wet cavern.

“Daddy…” Persephone’s voice fades. Then she yells as I press into her with full force, making her take every single inch of my huge, demon dick. “I’m coming.”

Her channel floods with her slick, making it easier for my cock to slide inside her.

I can’t hold on anymore. The dark streaks in my vision and pulling me under, asking me to surrender to the siren call of her curvy body and give her my seed.

“Take my seed, Persephone. It’s all yours.”

My release floods her pussy. The liquid drips out of her hole, but I keep unloading my semen into her warm pussy. I stuff her with my cum, drenching her pure womb in my essence, forcing her to carry my demon spawn. I soak her unprotected walls with my seed, planting them in her. Persephone will look even prettier when she’s big and swollen with my heir. Her ripe body will be the perfect vessel for my children and I’m going to fuck her harder when she’s pregnant.

“Wow.” Persephone cradles her stomach. Her belly is bloated with how much cum I pumped into her small body. “That has never happened to me. I feel like I’m pregnant already.”

“Keep my seed warm in your belly,” I tell her. “I’m not untying you until it takes inside you.”

Goosebumps erupt over Persephone’s skin. She’s definitely turned on by the idea of pregnancy, of growing monster babies inside her body.

I slowly undo the cuffs around her ankles and wrists. I know she won’t run. Her tender, loving expression tells me that she really wants to get pregnant. She won’t waste this opportunity. Besides, our pact means that the deed is as good as done.

I massage the ugly purple lines away from her skin, using some of my demonic magic to restore her skin back to its regular color. I caress her lips, erasing the bruises on them. She will have to return to Asteria tonight and nobody should find out what she has been up to with me.

The fact that I didn’t send her back immediately will tell Zander that I want her. She’s an illegal immigrant and I should have deported her, not slept with her and put my babies in her belly.

But Persephone deserves to be a mother. To be a nurturer and parade her swollen belly on stage like she said.

“I’ll take care of your body.” I get an enchanted oil from one of the drawers of the nightstand. It will soothe her muscles and leave her with pleasant memories of our night together. It’s part of my aftercare routine. I take my deals and responsibilities seriously. Persephone will leave this room more glowing and contented than she entered it.  “Was that too much for you?”

“It was perfect, Daddy.” Persephone grins. “You knew exactly what I wanted. I can’t believe I came three times in less than an hour. Can we do it again tomorrow? I think I’m a little obsessed with you, too.”

My entire being relishes her words. “I’m a demon, baby. I’m ready to corrupt you any night of the week. Remember, you belong to me now.”

“Yes, Daddy. I’m all yours. Use my body even when I’m asleep. I don’t mind.”

“Ssh.” I rub the oil over her abused nipples and she whimpers. “Sleep now so Daddy’s seed can work its magic inside you.”

With that, I let her put her head on my lap and go to sleep.


Chapter 5



Persephone

I’m still feeling the aftershocks of my mind-blowing orgasm when I leave the club. I make my way through the bustling streets of the underworld to the ferry terminal.

The last ferry across River Grix leaves in two minutes. I board it right on time.

As the boat bobs along the black waters of the mystical river that separates life and death, my brain struggles to return to reality.

What I experienced in that room with Haxon was beyond my wildest imagination. We were merged on every level—physical, emotional, and mental. He could read my mind like it was an open book. He gave my body exactly what it wanted and needed. I didn’t even have to ask. He plucked every single shameful, secret fantasy from my brain and made it real.

My legs are still shaking. My knees knock together. My pussy is still moist. I luxuriate in the feeling of a demon’s hot cum inside me. Haxon came so hard. He drenched my pussy with his release.

I stare out of the window as the tall, lit-up skyscrapers of the underworld vanish from view. The dark, churning waters of the river replace them. The boat ride is about an hour long. Most of my fellow passengers are humans and demons crossing the border illegally. They sit with their shoulders curled in, as if afraid to be seen and discovered.

I’m the same. But when I’m on stage, when I was in that room with Haxon, I could be myself. I wasn’t afraid to be visible. I relished in the attention I got, demanding more. My body and my soul bloomed under the demon’s focused appraisal, wanting to give him whatever he needed from me as long as he kept observing me with the same devotion.

I can’t wait to meet Haxon again. We made a bargain, and I’d love to know how he intends to give me the life of my dreams in return for using my body to bring himself to pleasure. Tonight was the best sex of my life, but it seemed a little lopsided. I had three orgasms but he came once.

I’m going to change that next time. I loved the taste of his cock and I want to suck it until he spills cum down my throat and he was shivering with pleasure.  

The ringing of a bell announces that the ferry has arrived at its destination. I wait for the monsters and other humans to disembark before following suit. I wrap a cloak around my body to hide my form. I’m the daughter of a powerful noble in Asteria. People recognize my face. Beauty like mine isn’t common here, and my blemish-free, supple skin hair will give me away as someone of importance.

I pull the cloak closer to my body as I skitter along the path. My home is a long walk from here.

The taps of heels following me make the hair at the back of my neck stand up.

A long shadow weaves over the asphalt path. I increase my pace, trying to outrun my stalker.

“Persephone.” My back stiffens at the familiar voice. My chest clenches. My heart is too afraid to beat, too afraid that it might stop beating once and for all once the spell from this magical night is broken. Haxon gave me the world. I gave him my soul. And it looks like my mother is here to take whatever’s left and sell it to the highest bidder.

“Mother.” My voice is small, scared. I was screaming in a demon’s arms only moments ago, yelling at him to make me come.

And now I’m a good girl again. A girl with no voice.

“It’s so late at night. What are you doing outside?” I wipe the sweat from my forehead, feigning surprise, hoping I can fool my mother.

But she isn’t one of the most powerful women in Asteria because she’s dumb. Her cold blue eyes narrow in disapproval. She grabs my wrist, pulling me away from the ferry terminal by force.

“Stupid girl.” She gnashes her teeth. “How could you go to the underworld knowing it’s forbidden?”

“I didn’t⁠—”

“Don’t bother lying. I can smell the disgusting scent of monsters on you.” She scrunches her nose. “You’ve been fornicating with them, haven’t you? You smell like…their fluids.”

My face heats with humiliation. I didn’t even wash off Haxon’s cum. I let it leak out of my hole, feeling excited when monsters watched me walk across the street with a streak of white running down my thigh. I loved the attention I got from being a whore. It finished the night on a high note for me.

Of course, I changed into a long dress once I got on the ferry, hoping it’d cover up the souvenir that Haxon left inside me. His words were still in my brain, keeping my body warm and content.

“Mother, I⁠—”

She doesn’t let me complete my sentence. I don’t even have the time to duck before her slap connects with my jaw. My bones rattle with the force of the blow. My cheek will be red and swollen tomorrow.

“You were supposed to keep your needy body under control until you were married off. I asked you to do one thing and you couldn’t even do that.” My mother hisses at me. I feel so small under her glaring eyes, her admonishment, and her righteousness. Deep within me, I can deny that what I shared with Haxon felt sacred. But the rules of society mean that it will never be seen that way by anyone else.

“Do you even love me?” I protest. “Do you care about what I want?”

My mother scoffs. “You’re too young to know what you want. I’m sure those devils in the underworld seduced you with their pretty words. But you’re not one of them. You’re from a noble family and it’s time you stopped daydreaming about .”

“Shut up,” she warns me. “If anybody hears you, your marriage might fall through.”

“My marriage?” I yelp. I didn’t have any idea I was getting married until now.

“Zander’s wife died last week,” my mother offers by way of response.

“Last week? How did she die?”

“Mysterious causes.”

Like all of his other wives. We all know what the mysterious causes are. No matter how pure he may pretend to be, King Zander has a dangerous predilection for dangerous sexual activities. He doesn’t care if he hurts his partners, or if he breaks their bodies. His wives are just objects to him, meant to submit to his extreme sexual needs. He uses them until their pussies are sore. Even then, he doesn’t let them go, using them like sex slaves until his appetite has been satisfied.

He always chooses innocent virgins because they don’t know what’s normal when it comes to sex. They accept his twisted version of reality, flogging themselves for not being good enough as wives.

I would prefer an actual demon to Zander as a husband, especially if that demon cares about my pleasure as much as Haxon.

“Mother, he will kill me,” I say.

My mother’s eyes turn stone-cold. Her lips purse. “I’d be happy to get rid of you. The longer you live, the more inevitable it is that you will disgrace our family. You should serve us while your body is still ripe and young. The connections we’ll gain from being King Zander’s in-laws will be useful.”

“You don’t care about my life?”

My mother cackles. “If you cared about your life, you wouldn’t be traipsing to the underworld and letting monsters get their hands on you.”

Her eyes narrow, filling with hate. The venomous look she gives me silences my words. I always knew my mother cared more about status and reputation than she did about me. But to hear her say that she’d exchange my death for a higher social position destroys any love I ever held for her.

She’s just like everyone else in Asteria—power-hungry, weak, and selfish. At least monsters own their depravities. In this city, they all hide their ugliness under masks of refinement and manners.

“I won’t be your pawn.” I turn back.

My mother grabs my shoulder. “Behave yourself, Persephone. I won’t give you any more chances. You have embarrassed me irreparably. You’ll keep your mouth shut and marry Zander. That’s the only way you can repay me for raising a whore like you.”

“I’m not going to be part of your power games!” I fight her, but her nails bite my wrist, imprinting crescent moons into my pale skin. “You can’t make me stop going to the underworld. I’ve found something I care about.”

“If you want to be degraded by monsters, I won’t stop you. You’re too much of a slut to be saved, anyway. But you’re not going anywhere unless you do your duty in Asteria.”

“What duty?” I bite out.

“Marry a man I pick. Elevate our family’s status. Bear his children. Then, you can disappear.”

It sounds like a bargain, but I know it’s not. The moment I marry a man and he realizes I’m not a virgin, he’ll kill me to preserve his honor and avoid scandal. There is no chance I will still be alive after marrying any noble in Asteria. And if it’s the king? My fate will be far worse.

My mother’s eyes cool. I continue to struggle. When she lets my hand go, I am momentarily surprised. She’s not someone who admits defeat so easily. As I turn around, trying to return to the ferry before it departs for the underworld, a sharp prick registers at the back of my hand.

I swivel, my eyes catching the reflection of a needle puncturing my skin. My mother specializes in poisons and remedies, most of them delivered using needles.

She’s stabbing something into my hand. A needle. An injection. But I have no idea what it contains.

“What is that…” My head feels numb. My muscles are paralyzed. Sleep crawls behind my eyelids, drawing them down. Drowsiness claims me.

“Close your eyes, my unfaithful daughter,” she replies. “I won’t have you throwing water on my plans. If you can’t listen to your mother and control your urges, you leave me no choice but to make you obey.”

The perfect retort is resting at the tip of my tongue. But before I can voice it, my head goes blank.
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I awaken in a shadowy room. I recognize the details, the furniture, and even the pink curtains that hide the outside world.

It’s my room. I immediately jolt to my feet. The door’s locked. The windows have been barred, too. No matter how much I try, I can’t break the iron bars that prevent me from leaving this place.

I’m still groggy but my mother’s words from last night are stuck in my mind like gum.

I’m supposed to marry King Zander.

I don’t remember the wedding date but a grand royal wedding will take some time to plan. It must be months away.

“Your food.” A tiny slit in the door opens, letting in a sliver of light from the hallway beyond. A plate with meager food slides right into my room, landing on the floor with a loud thump.

“Can’t I get more?” I ask.

“You must lose weight for your wedding,” the maid replies. “Madame’s orders.”

I grind my teeth. Of course, my mother wants me to lose weight. Unlike demons who love plenty of human flesh, my mother wants me to look like a withered flower even before Zander snuffs the life out of me. The king likes women who look weak and act like doormats. It makes him feel strong when he isn’t.

I hear the maid’s footsteps getting fainter as she scuttles away from my room. Left all alone with my dinner, I pick at it with a fork.

I feel queasy when I smell the food. I cradle my stomach, which is still bloated from Haxon’s cum.

He promised me I’d leave the club pregnant with his spawn.

What if it wasn’t dirty talk to stroke my breeding fantasies? What if he meant it?

He has magical powers. Knocking up a human woman who offered her raw, unprotected pussy to him wouldn’t be a big deal.

Somehow, the thought of Haxon’s seed having taken root in my womb tickles my heart. I love the implications of it, even if it will complicate things in Asteria.

My head is full of images of living in the underworld while raising my half-demon baby. I could perform to make money. I know we will be happier there. Safer, too.

And if Haxon wants me…it’d be the perfect family of my dreams. Him, me, and our demon children.

I rise to my feet, fueled by the desire to claim my happy future in the underworld.

I won’t marry King Zander while I’m growing Haxon’s baby in my womb. If he finds out after the wedding, he’ll behead me without hesitation. He expects all his wives to be pure and devote themselves to him.

I bang my knuckles against the heavy door.

“Mother!” I scream. “Mother, let me out. I can’t get married. You know King Zander prizes purity. He’ll cut my head off if I’m pregnant.”

But my cries echo, then die in the empty corridor.

Nobody hears them.


Chapter 6



Haxon

Two months later…

I haven’t seen Persephone for weeks. I go to the club like clockwork every evening, hoping she’ll appear like a fallen angel and relieve my aching cock. But she is not among the parade of human women who shake their booty and jiggle their tits for the entertainment of monsters.

And no matter how many gorgeous faces I see, nobody can be her.

She was special. Different. There was something ethereal, innocent, and lush about her beauty. Moreover, her sexual nature was so compatible with mine. I still grow hot recalling our night together. She was wet and tied up as I flooded her unprotected pussy with my seed.

Her belly looked precious when it ballooned out with my cum. I can’t wait to feel her moving under me and taking my cock in that tight, wet pussy.

I’m sure she must be pregnant by now. She should be seeking me out as her morning sickness weakens her body.

“Still no news from her?” I ask the werewolf who manages the club.

“No. She hasn’t indicated that she’d be performing again. Nor have I heard anything about her quitting.” He strokes his snout. “It’s common with human girls. They vanish suddenly. She was here illegally. Maybe she got caught by someone when she was crossing the river.”

Anguish chokes my throat when I imagine Persephone in a dark cell, imprisoned for crossing the river. She has my child in her belly. I have to protect her.

“I don’t believe that can happen unless I decide to take offense with her illegal presence in my city.” I settle my back against the chair, my mind whizzing.

“Her parents may have found out.”

“What would they do if they did?” I’m not well-versed in the behavior of Asterian folk. Monsters wouldn’t bat an eye if somebody was dancing naked at a club, but I’m assuming it must be a bigger issue in Asteria.

“There’s no telling.” The werewolf shakes his head. “But may I ask why you’re taking such an interest in her? Women disappear from the stage all the time at this club, for one reason or another.”

“She’s mine,” I say flatly. It’s in a demon’s nature to nurture addictions and vices and Persephone is my kryptonite. The moment I saw her, I was certain I’d never let her go. I’d chain her up and ply her with all kinds of sweet experiences to keep her in the underworld. To keep her by my side. I even went so far as impregnating her, so she’d have no choice but to return to me.

I’ve been stroking my cock to thoughts of her sensual body every night. I’ve come so many times, imagining her pregnant pussy wrapped around my cock.

She’s more than a need. She’s my obsession. A craving I can’t fight. I’ve become a hopeless romantic, waiting for her at the club every night, hoping she comes back to me. I have to fuck Persephone and make her mine. I put that baby in her so I could lock her down. But she vanished before I could reap the rewards of my efforts.

“I suggest you ask around in Asteria. I don’t have the answers you want.” The werewolf sketches a bow and walks away, leaving me stewing in discontent.

He isn’t wrong, though. I’ve been too passive in locating Persephone. Years of the treaty have made me hesitant to act. If I set foot in Asteria without permission, I risk losing everything. My kingdom. My peace. My possessions.

But all of that is nothing compared to what I will gain: Persephone, the most incredible woman in the world.

Besides, my demon magic allows me to assume the face of whoever I choose, to change my body to resemble any creature. Including a human.

Perhaps, there’s a possibility that I might be able to sneak into Asteria undetected. Once I make sure of Persephone’s condition, I will bring her back with me. I will carry her over my shoulder if that’s what it takes.

A jolt of electricity harpoons my muscles.

The bargain is asserting its magical power on me.

That’s right. I made a deal with her. I can’t just kidnap her when I promised to make sure she could stay in the underworld for life. I need to find a way to make sure she can be here legally and nobody will have the authority to drag her back. That would involve circumventing a whole lot of legal immigration stuff.

I sigh, coming to my feet. It’s time I started poring over the treaty we made hundreds of years ago in earnest. I will certainly find my answers there.

And once I do, I will claim my woman as a true monster.


Chapter 7



Persephone

There’s no doubt. I’m pregnant with Haxon’s child. I’ve started having morning sickness. I can’t even look at breakfast. I rush to throw up in the bathroom attached to my room.

Mother has noticed, too. She scrunched her nose and told me there wasn’t long before my wedding.

“Only a few more weeks. You won’t start showing so quickly,” he snapped. “We’ll go through with the wedding. It will stay hidden until then. Do not breathe a word of this to anyone. Understood?”

“I’m carrying a demon’s baby,” I said. “That’s no laughing matter.”

“I wish I could kill the baby inside you but I don’t have a clue how one goes about destroying monster spawns.” My mother’s fingers were pressed to her temple. She muttered to herself, irritated. “Besides, I’ve heard that the buggers are surprisingly resilient. You’re stuck with it until you give birth.”

I cradled my stomach, horrified by my mother’s callous words. I knew what to expect. Nobles hate monsters. A noblewoman being bred by a monster and nourishing a demon in her belly isn’t just scandalous, it’s a cardinal sin.

I’ve committed the ultimate taboo.

Yet, my heart swells with happiness because I have something to live for. I treasure the baby inside me. It’s a piece of Haxon and I am looking forward to becoming a mother and nourishing his baby with my body and soul. I’ve always wanted to have my own children. Haxon would make an amazing Daddy, Definitely better than King Zander. The king abuses his own children, and most of his wives die while they’re pregnant, even before they give birth.

The moment my mother swept out of the room, my dinner arrived. It was a simple meal of soup and bread, meant to keep my body undernourished so I wouldn’t look too healthy or—god forbid—pregnant.

I scarf down the meal eagerly, forgetting the unpleasant conversation I just had. I have to eat for the sake of my unborn child. I have to make sure my little one grows strong inside me.

Time ticks slowly.

At nighttime, I gaze at the moonlight through the iron bars of my window, caressing my belly, dreaming of cradling my newborn in my arms. I’ll soon be kissing their tiny head and pressing their face to my bosom, encouraging them to suckle milk from my teats.

My breasts feel tender when I touch them. I’ve foregone a bra because I’m locked in my room all the time. Who is there to judge me?

I place my head on the pillow, readying myself to sleep. My eyes drift closed. I slip my hands under my dress, massaging the swells of my breasts. My tits are growing already to feed my child.

The scraping of the door alerts me. My hand is stills on my tits. When the door squeals open, I gasp. The maid enters.

I’m puzzled. She has never been the sort to help me or care about me. Why now?

“What do you need?” I inquire, eyes narrowed in suspicion.

“Persephone, is that you? Are you alright?” The voice that emerges from her throat doesn’t sound feminine. It’s deep and raspy, honeyed with temptation.

“Haxon?” I slap my mouth when I realize I’m screaming. I lower my voice. “What are you doing here? How did you get in?”

“It was child’s play,” he replies. His form morphs, resembling his old demonic self. Red horns gleam in the faint moonlight and his sinewy chest reflects the illumination of the moon. His steps are heavy but slow.

My heart is in my throat. What if my mother sees him? He could get into trouble.

“Were you worried about me?” My entire being goes warm when he nods.

“I couldn’t sleep or eat. You were all I could think about. I went to the club every day to see you.”

“I had to quit.” My shoulders sag. “It’s a long story, but my mother discovered what I was doing. She locked me up and now I’m about to be married to King Zander soon.”

“No.” His eyes glow violently, the purple is almost too dark in its color. “I won’t let that happen. You’re mine, Persephone. You belong to this monster and no man is ever laying a hand on you.”

I scoot to one side of the bed, encouraging him to lie next to me. This is like a fantasy. I’m half-afraid I’m dreaming because I’m desperate to meet him again.

But the solid weight that settles next to me is very real. Haxon is larger than me. The bed creaks with the burden of carrying him. His long nails brush the side of my face.

“You’re finally next to me.” His breath fans my cheeks. “I thought I’d never see you again. I looked everywhere.”

“I’m so happy you came for me.” I bury my face in his chest. His masculine, monstrous torso is a comfort to me. I feel less fragile when he’s holding me. “I have something to tell you—I’m pregnant with your baby.”

“I see.” Haxon’s mouth splits into a naughty grin. “I was able to breed you, then. Good girl. You’ve made Daddy very happy by getting knocked up with his seed.”

He pulls up the skirts of my gown. He cups my belly with his hand, stroking my pregnant womb. He makes a purring sound. My pussy immediately clenches in response. Wetness trickles out, spreading over my thighs.

“I’m so excited to give birth.” I press my breasts to his chest, eager to be nestled in his heat. I need more than his assurances to chase away my fears. I need his cock inside me, reminding me that I’m still able to experience pleasure like I did before. “But I’m even more excited to see you again. I’ve thought about you so much. Do you still want me?”

“I’m going mad with how much I want you.” Haxon’s sharp teeth carve a line along my jaw. “I want to fuck you until morning even though you’re already stuffed with my seed.”

The fevered voice and the intensity of his desire heat my core. I can feel my muscles tightening, ready to squeeze his big cock.

“Then what are you waiting for? Fuck me. I’m your submissive. I love to give you pleasure and to carry your seed.” I gaze into his eyes, begging him silently.

“There’s so much to talk about…” Haxon exhales. His hard cock is bobbing against my thighs, demanding entry. “I promise I’ll take you to the underworld, Persephone. You won’t be marrying Zander. You’ll be marrying me. You’re my woman, my baby mama, and my queen. I’m going to make sure you remember that after tonight.”

Moans fill the air when his hand reaches down. He plays with my clit, shooting currents of rapture into my veins. The sex is even more special now because I’m carrying his baby. My cunt is already bred and growing his seed.

“I’d love to be yours forever,” I say. “I was elated when I found out I was pregnant with your child. You’re like no monster I’ve ever known. You’ve carved a place for yourself in my heart, Haxon.”

I have to stop talking then because his finger seeks entry into my wet seam. He thrusts his digit deep into my core, filling me up with the familiar emotions of losing control and surrendering to his mighty prowess. My inner wall is already liquefying from the friction his finger provides, ready to melt into a puddle and drench him in my slick.

“Having sex in your mother’s room where we could be discovered sounds like a great idea.” He winks at me, feeding my exhibitionist tendencies by observing me as he stimulates my raw pussy.

I desire to perform for him, to make him remember me. To come for him.

He unbuttons my gown, helping me out of it. I’m stark naked underneath. My stomach is slightly swollen and his gaze falls to it. He licks my belly button, worshipping my belly by cradling it and kneading my flesh.

“Even better than my dreams.” He moans against my fertilized womb. “You’ll look so hot when your belly is huge and my baby has grown big inside you.”

Haxon pinches my nipples. Ecstasy grips my pussy. The wetness between my legs intensifies. My folds begin to throb, my clit crying out as Haxon’s nail replaces his hands. The flat part of his tail taps my clit periodically. The dark feeling in the base of my belly grows. I’m getting close to my climax.

“I want you inside me. I’ve waited for so long,” I plead. “Daddy, please fuck the cunt that you stuffed with your seed. You got me pregnant so easily.”

“I have a better idea.” Haxon pulls my legs apart. His head sinks lower. His forked tongue skims my folds, invigorating my clit. I’m weeping moisture from my slit.

“I’m dripping for you, Daddy.” I squeeze his face between my thighs. Haxon separates my legs again. Then something hard and sharp presses against my entrance. Before I can react, the object is pushing inside me, breaking my walls.

The sharpness of the head isn’t enough to hurt me, but it’s enough to produce a clear, ecstatic sensation when it brushes the inside of my pussy. It’s more pointed than the blunt head of his cock. When it scrapes my inner walls, it’s like being lightly massaged by an object that fills me with the perfect pressure to bring me to climax. the new sensations that it births inside me make my whole body feel light.

It’s a wondrous experience, laying there as a monster inserts his sharp appendage into my pussy.

I jerk when I feel the sharp tip go deeper, electrifying my pussy with numbness. I can’t get enough of how different it feels. How good it feels. “What is that..”

“My horn,” Haxon says. “Tonight, I’ll show you how good it feels to ride a demon’s horns.”

“Your horn?” My words are robbed by a tidal wave of bliss. The flat body of his other horn grinds against my pussy as one horn thrusts in and out of my cunt.

Before long, I’m moving my ass and hips in tune with his strokes, accepting his horn inside my pussy again and again. I maneuver my legs to adjust myself so I can get stimulation to my clit and pussy at the same time.

Needles of unknown sensations badger my cells. I am groaning with a mixture of happiness and fear over losing this precious demon’s horn. My pussy closes around it, trying to grab onto it, but the smooth texture means that it slips out easily.

“Move your hips and ride Daddy like a slut,” Haxon whispers. “I like to see you act greedy.”

I’m bound to obey him, given how quickly my body has become addicted to the marvelous pinpoint pressure moving inside my cunt and stimulating its hidden corners. My muscles begin to weaken, unable to keep up with the rock-solid weight probing them. “Daddy, you open my eyes to such amazing possibilities.”

The repeated scrapes of Haxon’s horn against my G-spot create a hive of sparks in my belly. My baby is resting there, growing big as I fuck its Daddy and spread my legs to satisfy him. I’m sure my child can feel how my pussy contracts, sighing with pleasure.

Monsters are superior, and demons are the best. I can’t imagine sex without a tail and horns. Every part of Haxon’s body brings new, mind-blowing experiences to me. I’m so lucky I caught his eye. My body has become his slave, ready for any extreme sex act he wants me to perform.

In the end, I’m the one who receives pleasure from it. I would trust him blindly. He has shown me again and again that he cares for me. He will make me orgasm at any cost.

I know he will find a way to stop my marriage to Zander.

I shiver when my body slows down, my belly is tired from the effort of clenching to swallow his horn in my cunt. I’m still pushing my pussy against his horn, but it can’t swallow the smooth, pointed rod anymore.

I let him move his head and fuck me into a sobbing mess. My eyes water as my body is lashed by electric currents originating from the ungodly friction inside my pussy.

The rough grind of his horn against my wet, velvety walls produces a symphony of untold delights.

“I can’t…hold on….” Breath flees my lungs as I surrender to my demon. I let him claim my pussy, my soul, my dignity, and everything else as I drench his head with my slick.

It drips down his forehead, tricking over his aristocratic nose to his lips. Haxon licks my wetness, smacking his lips. “You taste as good as you feel,” he remarks. “Keep gushing for me, my angel.”

“I can’t stop now even if you wanted me to. You’ve broken my pussy and it can’t stop coming all over your horn. That was such a wicked trick, Daddy.”

“Don’t expect any less from a demon.”

My body is gripped by another wave of unbearable rapture. My insides are mush, but they’re also incredibly satisfied. I take in all the tiny, life-changing sensations that beat inside my pussy one by one.

Every time I have sex with him, it’s better than the last time. I will never get tired of fucking him.

“Thank you for coming to me.” I lie limp on the bed as he pulls out his horn. My orgasm is still tearing through my flesh, keeping me sated and unmoving on the bed. “I missed you so much. Now that I’ve had you again, I want to be yours forever. Please take me, Haxon. Kidnap me, throw me over your shoulder, breed me, and impregnate me. Do whatever you want with me, but don’t leave me behind, Daddy.”

“Patience.” He wipes the beads of sweat from my forehead. “You made a deal with me. As long as I use your body, I will make sure you can live in the underworld forever. I’ve found a loophole in the treaty I can use to claim you as mine. But the catch is that it will have to be done on the day of your wedding. I can’t enter Asteria uninvited and exert my right over you. It will have to be done properly so you can be freed forever.”

“I will wait for you, but please come for me before our baby is born.” I cling to his fingers, rubbing my cheek against his leathery skin. “I want you to watch me when I give birth.”

“I won’t miss that for anything.” Haxon touches my stomach possessively. “I’ll make sure you’re mine legally before our child is born.”

“My life would have been horrible if I hadn’t met you,” I say. “I’d have had to marry King Zander and live a miserable life. But now that I have you, I know my future will be amazing.”

“You put too much faith in a demon.”

“Because I made a deal.”  

“I have to leave now. My magical energy will be noticed if I stay too long. It’s impossible to suppress my magic for long.” Haxon rubs my belly once more. “Daddy will come again, Persephone. You look starved. I’ll be bringing food next time. You’re mine now and I make sure my woman eats properly.”

“I look forward to it.”

His shadow is already racing ahead, twisting into the shape of a human body. I want to sleep and cuddle with him, but that’s impossible given our situation.

“Goodbye, Haxon. I love you.” I tap my fingers on my pregnant stomach.

As usual, he put my pleasure before his. My feelings are clearer than they’ve ever been. I’m head over heels in love with Haxon. I’m obsessed with his primal strength, sexual prowess, and most of all, his consideration and genuine affection for me. Nothing can replace that. It’s the reason I’m willing to sacrifice everything for his sake. I’d willingly bear his demon spawns in my belly for the rest of eternity and let him tie me up and breed me as much as he wants. It’s equally enjoyable for both of us.

My body feels alive when it’s used and pleasured by a wicked demon.

I can’t wait to be his queen for the rest of my life.


Chapter 8



Haxon

A good wedding needs fire. And when the one getting married is the King of Asteria, the fire had better be big.

I march into the holy ballroom of Zander’s marble palace, dressed in all my finery. Even though the two worlds are meant to be apart, the terms of the treaty protect me tonight. That’s why I was allowed to pass through. King Zander himself invited me to his grand wedding. I don’t think he knows that Persephone is carrying my child.

There would be no wedding if he knew that.

Being that I’m the only other king and my family was once one of the important noble families of Asteria before we were cast out for being monsters, my attendance is somewhat of a diplomatic move. I’ve been invited to all of Zander’s weddings and I’ve attended all of them. Excluding me would create tension since our kingdoms are at peace and we work hard to create the image of two friendly rulers who trust each other.

I tug at my tie. It’s inconvenient, but I wanted to look fabulous when I kidnapped Persephone and made her mine in front of everyone.

Demeter, Persephone’s mother, has made a grand spectacle for the wedding. The venue is massive, dressed in white lilies that perfume the air. The altar and columns are solid gold, gleaming as if newly polished.

I stride through the marble floors. I’m shown to a seat at the front, close to the altar. King Zander is already waiting for his bride, dressed in a white suit. His golden hair has been styled back to look neat and his blue eyes twinkle with what seems like love but is actually eager to impose his cock upon another unwilling bride. Persephone told me all about it after we had sex that night.

I crept in a few more times, but she said it wasn’t wise to risk getting discovered. She vowed to wait for me. She trusts me and that’s the most delicious feeling a demon can feel. Having a human’s complete trust. We’re creatures of the dark, distrusted and looked upon with suspicion and fear.

But Persephone sees me as more than a demon. I’m her monster, her savior, her Daddy.

The pews are filled with important nobles. I rub my hands together, delirious with glee imagining Zander’s humiliation. This will be a day that will be remembered forever.

As Persephone strides in, my demon heart breaks. She’s breathtakingly beautiful. The layers of her gown fit her curvy body like a glove, highlighting her ample ass and luscious hips. Her stomach bulges slightly and seeing that makes my cock go wild. She’s mine and that tiny swell of her stomach is proof of it.

She takes her place beside Zander. Acid burns in my throat. I hate seeing them together, looking like a perfect couple, two creatures of the light. I was planning to start my fire later, but I couldn’t keep my rage in.

I won’t let people see them together or think, even for a second, that she could belong to Zander.

My primal, monster instinct kicks in. Hellflame races from my fingers, enveloping the space.  

“Something’s burning!” a noble yells.

It’s the altar. I set it alight. It’s turning to ashes, all the golden metal melting like it’s cheap paper. That’s what hellflame does to things. It degrades them, no matter what the substance may be.

I inhale the smoke and panic. It fills my soul with joy. For years, I’ve been half alive. I had nothing I desired, nothing I obsessed over enough to sacrifice everything for.

But now I have Persephone and our child.

I’ve never felt this kind of determination to burn down the world before. Even my hellflame is stronger than usual. Zander is screaming in panic, using his magic to put out the fire to no effect.

He has been weakened by his indulgence, laziness, and authoritarian streak which has resulted in him not improving himself. I could defeat him right now and rob him of his kingdom.

But it’s not his kingdom I want.

It’s his bride.

“Haxon, what do you mean by this?” Zander’s pure blue eyes pin onto me. “Are you trying to start a war?”

I cackle, striding toward him. I’m next to him quickly, my wings cutting the distance short.

“I’m trying to put an end to a war before it starts,” I reply.

Persephone lifts her veil. Her lips are trembling from fear. Her eyes are moist with tears. My pregnant mate looks so vulnerable. It kicks my protective instincts into gear. I snake my arm around her waist, drawing her close to my body.

I drag my fingers over her stomach, hidden under layers of clothing.

“Let go of my bride!” Zander roars face red with humiliation. “You’re crossing the line.”

“I believe you already did that.” I hiss. I clear my throat, making my voice louder so all the nobles present can hear me. “Persephone is mine. She’s carrying my heir in her belly. Her womb is growing my seed. Her body, heart, and soul belong to me. Yet you dared to marry her. I believe I was justified in burning down the altar. I could hardly let the marriage proceed.”

Zander’s expression morphs so quickly, that it gives me whiplash. Confusion gives way to simmering rage, contorting his features. He eyes Persephone accusingly. His fists are balled, trembling with barely-sheathed anger. If there’s one thing Zander hates, it’s looking weak and foolish. That’s probably because he’s both.

“You’re pregnant with Haxon’s baby?” Zander thunders at Persephone. But his attention doesn’t stay on her for long. His face turns, seeking her mother, the witch who plotted this dreadful marriage in the first place.

Demeter’s eyes are so wide, that they’re about to pop out of their sockets. Persephone must have missed out on that part.

“She’s pregnant?” Zander has never looked so confused in the eight hundred years of his existence. I wish I had a camera to take a picture of him. It’d make a great souvenir. “What is the meaning of this, Demeter? Explain yourself.”

“Well…” The vile old woman stutters. She’s clenching and unclenching her fingers, looking around, as if waiting for a miracle to happen. But nothing can save her from the predicament she’s in.

“That’s right. I’m pregnant and yes, it’s Haxon’s child I’m carrying.” Persephone lifts the veil covering her face as she turns to the grand audience of nobles and gods. Her voice is loud and clear, silencing all the whispers in the room. “I will protect this baby with my life because it’s everything to me. My mother lied to King Zander and everyone else because she hoped I’d be killed after the wedding when the king found out the truth. However, he’d avoid making my condition public because it would hurt his image so, she would continue to receive the social benefits from being the king’s mother-in-law.”

King Zander’s teeth chatter with rage. His gleaming blue eyes cast an accusatory glance at Demeter. “You dared to fool me?”

“I’m sorry.” Demeter falls to her knees, apologizing profusely. The gallery is filled with chattering. Nobles are spreading the scandal faster than the wind. People in both worlds love to gossip. That’s for sure.

“If Persephone had married you while she was pregnant with my heir, it’d have broken the treaty,” I remind Zander. “Page eighty-three, line forty-nine says…”

“If any king dares to harm the succession of another, the terms of the treaty may be disregarded by the aggrieved party.” King Zander recites the lines in an emotionless tone. It contrasts with his face, which is red with anger. He has been humiliated by a demon in front of his nobles. Demeter’s not going to live long after this incident.

I stroke my horns. “You marrying Persephone will endanger my line of succession.”

Zander gnashes his teeth. A muscle ticks in his jaw. But in public, in front of all his noble court, he has to perform the role of a magnanimous king.

“I apologize for my oversight. Believe me, I was unaware of her pregnancy. Otherwise, I’d never have allowed her to be my bride. As a way of making reparations, I’ll allow you to take her now, Haxon. She’s yours. Take her to the underworld. I will grant her permanent freedom from Asteria. She can come and go as she pleases, of course, but nobody can force her to remain here, away from you.”

The crowd cheers. It’s what’s expected of Zander. He may be abusive and horrible, but he knows how to act in public. His word is binding, too. Which means Persephone has been freed from being a citizen of Asteria.

“I will grant Persephone the right to inhabit the underworld for as long as she wishes. As the mother of my heir, she will be my queen and will have every luxury available to her.” I reach out my hand. Persephone takes it without a beat of hesitation. “I’m sorry for intruding upon your wedding, but as you know, I can’t enter Asteria unless I’m invited.”

“I will have to correct that in the future.” Zander taps his head. “Incidents like this must be avoided at all costs.”

“Thank you for your graciousness, King Zander. I won’t forget this.” I pull Persephone closer to me.

I take her arm in mine and we make a grand exit, leaving everyone in awe. Whispers trail us. I’m sure the scandal of King Zander’s fourth wedding will go down in the pages of history.

I watch my sexy baby mama as she keeps pace with my steps, using her hand to hold her small stomach.

When we’re far away from all the people, alone in an alcove, Persephone jumps into my arms. Her lips find mine. She presses her mouth against me, parting to allow my tongue to thrust into her sweetness. I savor her taste like a starved man. We couldn’t meet for a few days and I’m already on the brink of collapse.

I could never live without her. She has captivated me beyond measure. She has tied a demon to herself with nothing more than her beauty and nurturing spirit.

“I told you I’d give you the life of your dreams,” I say when our kiss ends. “Did you think I’d betray you?”

“So this was all part of your plan.” Persephone tears the veil from her head, discarding it onto the ground along with her diamond tiara. It clatters on the marble floor, making a loud noise.

I shrug. “Not everything, obviously. I didn’t sell you off to be married to King Zander. And this over-the-top wedding wasn’t my idea, either.”

“But getting me pregnant was?” She has her hand on her hips. She sounds miffed, but there’s nothing a good fucking won’t solve.

“That’s why I needed you to make the deal that night.” It almost hurts my pride as a demon, to be honest. I’d rather deal in fantasies, temptations, and lies. But Persephone deserves to know what she got as part of the bargain we made. “You’re from a noble family. The treaty between the worlds prohibits one such as yourself from staying in the underworld. Even if I allowed you legal entry, I would have had to send you back if your mother or Zander demanded it. The only exception is if you’re carrying the child of the demon king. In that case, you’re mine forever because the baby inside you will be my heir.”

Persephone gasps, cradling her belly tenderly. “You exploited the single legal loophole for me?”

“Do you find that romantic?” I raise my handsome devilish eyebrows.

“I do.” Persephone beams at me. Her smile is like sunshine and a hundred other good things that I shouldn’t have the right to dream about. “I’m just a human woman. You could have chosen any woman to bear your children. Are you sure you want your child to be half-human? Doesn’t that weaken your power?”

“I don’t care as long as my child has half of you,” I whisper. “The night I saw you dancing on stage, you put a spell on my demon senses. In my eight hundred years as a demon, nobody has bewitched me like you do. Once I’d seen you naked and been in your pussy, I lost interest in everything else. I made the bargain purely so I could restore some of the power I lost to you.”

Except I tainted her. I corrupted her womb by planting my seed inside it. No man in Asteria would ever lay hands on her again.

She’s spoiled.

She’s ruined.

And finally, she’s mine.


Epilogue



Four months later…

Persephone

The lights pouring on my skin feel like hot alcohol streaming down my body. I’m drunk on the atmosphere of the club tonight.

Fanfare. Greedy eyes. Muted whispers. Music that throbs in my veins.

I’ve been on stage regularly since Haxon rescued me from my wedding, but the new changes in my body make everything feel incredibly intimate. My huge, pregnant stomach hangs over my lacy thong, revealing my shameful, knocked-up body that is nurturing a monster.

A frisson of heat jets through my body when I imagine the judgment and jealousy the other patrons must feel. I’m sure they all want to be the ones to put a baby in me.

At the far end of the crowd, the familiar twinkle of my husband’s purple eyes both calms me and makes my pussy drip. He promised he’d bend me over and fuck me in the dressing room the moment my show ends. All of this is simply foreplay to him.

My legs are steady, my walk confident as I sway my hips, rubbing my heavily pregnant belly with love. I want people to see how fertile I am, how I’m expanding with new life, and how sexy that makes me.

My pussy is stuffed with demon seed, bred and ready to pop. I love the feeling of my heavy belly weighed down with a big baby. I feel like I belong to someone. I’m bursting with motherly femininity, and the more I stroke my bump, the wetter my pussy gets from memories of being bred by a sexy demon king.

The tassels attached to my bra flutter when I move. My big areolas and nipples, swollen and ready to nurse my baby, punch through the mesh fabric of the bra. My skin is stretched over my ripe womb that’s been seeded by Haxon. I’ll give birth to our child soon. I’m so excited for the process, and to spend days nursing and bonding with my baby.

This will be my last time on stage for a while.

So I’m going to make the most of it.

I’m sharing a part of myself that was only for my husband’s eyes. Haxon is always supportive of my decisions. The exhibitionist in me couldn’t resist announcing my gravid state to all these lusty monsters.

I love displaying my growing, pregnant body and watching all those red eyes glow in response to the fact that I’m a human who has been bred by a monster.

By the king of monsters.

I spread my legs for him and he stuffed me with his seed, making my body swell.

I can’t use the pole anymore because of my state, but no one will miss my dance moves because I have new and even better ones.

I bend over slightly, letting my massive bulge bounce. Sharp intakes of breath follow.

When I squat all the way down, opening my legs wide so the outline of my wet pussy lips peeks through my thong, the breaths become grunts.

Some of these monsters must be masturbating to me right now and being so desirable when I’m pregnant turns me on more.

My pussy clenches with need. I want to be stretched by my husband’s big cock and reminded of how close I am to giving birth to his baby.

I get excited imagining myself having sex when I’m so close to popping. It’s the danger, the wrongness of it all that gets my blood pumping.

“More!” Cheers beckon me closer to the edge of the stage. I drag one finger up my wet folds, almost collapsing at the shock of heat that floods my body at my touch. Pregnancy has made my nerves perpetually sensitive. Even the cold air in the club feels like torture against my aroused flesh.

But I won’t stop until I’m dripping, wet enough for Haxon to bury his cock into my pregnant cunt straight away.

I skim the crowd with my gaze.

My husband’s violet eyes are the brightest and most excited among them all. Haxon adores my pregnant body and he also adores it when I’m all sexy and confident on the stage as I cradle the gift he put inside me.

I was afraid he’d try to stop me from performing once I was married to him, but that’s not the way things work in the underworld. Besides, he made a bargain with me that I’d get to perform and live in the underworld forever. Demon bargains are absolute.

Women in the underworld aren’t good girls. They aren’t expected to give up all their hobbies, desires, and sexual kinks to become devoted wives and mothers who only live for others. Selfishness and bold sexiness are seen as attractive qualities in a wife here. The fact that every monster gets to see me naked while I’m swollen with the demon king’s heir strokes my husband’s ego.

Even though I’m not interested in having sex with any other monster, Haxon allows them to feast their eyes upon what’s his.

“What if they try to kidnap me like you did?” I asked him yesterday.

He laughed like I’d said something funny, his teeth sharp as daggers. “I’m the demon king. I’m the strongest monster there is. Don’t worry, Persephone.” He stroked my hair. “Wear whatever you want and dance naked in front of a bunch of monsters if that’s what gets you off. I’m fully capable of protecting you no matter what kind of danger you’re in.”

“Haxon…” I was moved to years by his response. “Thank you.”  

“Persephone, you’re mine,” he said. “I’ll burn down the world to find you if anybody ever took you away from me.”

“You already did.” I winked at him. “You burned down Zander’s palace to bring me back to the underworld.”

“We made a bargain.” His tongue stroked my cupid’s bow. “I took your soul in exchange for granting you your dream life in the underworld.”

“Why does it feel like I’m the one who got everything out of this bargain and you got nothing?”

“I got you.” Haxon’s purple eyes glowed just like they’re doing now. “That’s everything.”

My skin is flecked with goosebumps from the way the crowd’s gazes are locked on my bump. It bounces when I stretch my body, showing off my milk-filled titties to their full advantage. I pinch my thick buds, and the hit of electricity that melts my core is stronger than a drug high.

I’m not leaking milk yet, but I will be soon. I can’t wait for that part of motherhood. My stomach quivers at the thought of nourishing my little baby with my body. Being pregnant has given me a great appreciation for my form and how wondrous it is.

Every new change—fatter hips, lush thighs, bigger breasts, and ballooning belly—is a surprise that increases my anticipation for how much more I can grow. I feel so fruitful and gorgeous, hotter than I’ve ever felt before. Just imagining myself as a mother to Haxon’s children, nursing them on my teats, and swelling with new babies when my husband breeds me is enough to make me come.

I’m looking forward to my future as his queen.

Ending up pregnant with a demon’s baby was the best thing to happen to me. It changed my life and fulfilled all my dreams of a happy family and a wicked life with a husband who adores me.

Sweat pours down my back. The routine isn’t strenuous, but moving my body while it’s bursting with new life makes me hot. I turn around, jiggling my ass for the patrons. The wild cheer that explodes in my ears warms my heart.

I feel seen. Accepted. Worshipped, even as I’m about to become a mother.

I push up my breasts and kiss my fat nipples. I hug my bare stomach, grateful for the life growing inside me. Grateful for the chance to carry the baby of the monster I love the most in the world; the monster who rescued me from my oppressed life and showed me a better world.

My Haxon. He’s the devil I sold my soul to.

The demon I surrendered my body to.

The creature I gave my heart to.

By the time the routine ends, my panties are soaked through. My pussy is slippery and needy, craving a big cock. The rough lace of my thong sliding over my aroused flesh is agony. I bear the pain, though, sinking my teeth into my lower lip as I bid the audience farewell.

Performing while pregnant makes me horny. I can’t stop demanding Haxon to fuck me every day. Being the dutiful husband that he is, he grants his pregnant wife’s wishes without hesitation.

Every step I take toward the dressing room heightens my need to climax. The crotch of my thong has slipped between my swollen pussy lips and it’s grinding against my clit.

My legs feel weak as ecstasy shoots up to my core. Each press of the fabric against my most sensitive button makes my body writhe for surrender.

I press my fingers into my ripe womb, taking comfort in the softness of my skin. My body is hot. Hot enough to melt. My brain is going numb. I want to kneel in this corridor and rub my pussy against my panties until I’ve drenched the floor in my slick.

But my husband is waiting.

The forbidden, rough fucking waiting for me motivates me to keep going.

I sink to my knees the moment I’m inside the dressing room.

The lights around the mirror are radiating harsh beams, casting the body of my cruel demon king in relief. He’s naked, his cock bathed in yellow light. The tip is glistening with desire for me. The veins coating his erect shaft throb for me, bulging out against his skin.

I crawl to him, my belly wobbling beneath me. I can’t resist his gorgeous body or his virile cock. I know how good his pre-cum tastes. Like honey. It quenches my thirst in an instant and the sweetness slides straight to my pussy, readying me for his assault.

My mouth seeks his dick. I swallow him, feeling the pressure of his manhood at the base of my throat. I lap up his taste with my tongue, relishing the texture of his dick and the heavenly weight of it in my mouth, filling and stretching me.

“Persephone,” Haxon calls my name like it’s a curse and I enjoy how needy I’ve made him. Our sex life is exciting even after months together. In fact, it keeps getting better. I’m addicted to his taste, to filling my throat with his delicious cum and savoring every drop.

But Haxon’s control freak. He rarely lets me have his seed in my mouth. He always wants to cream my pussy and remind me that I’m his to breed forever.

“Don’t be a bad girl. If you disobey Daddy, I’ll have to flog that pretty ass. Spit out Daddy’s cock right now.” Haxon’s fingers press into my scalp. He grabs my hair and then pulls my face away from his erection. The sharp sting of pain of having my hair yanked drives into my pussy like a spike, lighting a fire in my belly.

I already gave Haxon permission to play with my hair as much as he needed. Every time he makes it hurt, my body begs for more of that rough dominance. He’s my master and I’m his submissive. I live to please him and be a receptive vessel for his seed.

I moan, saliva dripping down my lips. The intoxicating aftertaste of his cum coats my sensor glands and it’s torture to not reach out, grab his dick, and shove it down my throat again. “I want to eat your cock, Daddy,” I grumble. “Your cum tastes the best.”

“I know, baby.” The unrepentant demon grins. My heart roils in my chest, wanting to consume that irreverent smile. Somehow, my husband grows sexier with every passing second. My need for him is like a drug addiction, fueled by our otherworldly connection. “But there are rules. You promised you’d bend over and let me fuck you once the show was over. Now show Daddy how wet you got thinking of his cock plundering your sweet pussy.”

The disappointment from not being able to drink his cum is quickly replaced by a buzzing thrill. My pussy revs up, leaking slick, wanting to please my monster husband. His deep, raspy voice is enough to get my pussy dripping like a faucet.

Haxon grabs my elbows and lifts me up to my feet. His fingers drum over my pregnant stomach, tracing a path downward to my pussy. The light touches make my groin tighten. I’m on pins and needles, waiting for what he does next.

One finger hooks under the waistband of my panties. Haxon drags my thong down my legs. He guides my body to turn around.

I can see my reflection in the mirror. His pleasure-glazed, purple eyes are fixed on me.

My husband knows how much I love seeing us while we have sex. It sharpens the intensity of my climax, knowing I’m being watched by my husband as I respond to his dick.

“I look so pretty carrying your baby,” I muse. “Thanks for making me pregnant, Daddy. I’m going to keep spreading my legs for you so you can put lots of babies in me.”

“Good girl, that’s your role as a queen.” He kisses my shoulder, licking the knot at the base of my neck with his tongue. “To swell with heirs for your king and to take the pain and pleasure he gives you.”

I croon, slow waves of bliss rocking my senses.

I push my ass against his massive dick, seeking his girth. I need to be plugged up and creamed by my demon Daddy. “Fill me with your seed again,” I whisper. Talking about breeding and making more babies turns us both on. It’s how primal and forbidden that act is between a human and a demon, yet it has produced beautiful results.

Haxon hisses in approval. The intensity of light in his irises grows.

“Let me feel the life I put in you.” He grinds his palms against my swollen stomach. “Looks like she’s growing well. She loves being inside her mommy’s tummy. Your warmth nurtures her. You’re so fertile, Persephone. You were born to give birth to many babies.”

“You can tell all that just by touching me?”

“Our souls are connected,” he reminds me. “I can tell everything. Including how desperate your pussy is for my cock. Bend over, wife. Let your husband fuck the pussy he bred.”

Tingles caress my nerves at Haxon’s command. I’d love for him to tie me up and have his way with me but my huge stomach poses some problems.

He cradles my pregnant stomach as I bend over the desk, pressing my palms against the table to stabilize myself.   

Haxon is antsy tonight.

He slaps my ass cheeks once, imprinting his hand on my skin.

The burn of the pain is instantly followed by his cock breaching my feminine heat. He impales me with a fast, deep thrust, forcing my body to respond by splitting apart to accommodate his cock.

“You feel so big in me.” I press my baby bump into his protective palms. He holds my expanded stomach as he draws his cock out of my hole.

With just as much vigor, he penetrates me a second time, rattling every bone in my body. The numbing shock of pain from before increases the sensitivity of my nerves to his thrusts.

My pussy, already wet and wanting after a performance, ripples against his dick, milking him.

“Your body has learned how to surrender to a demon,” he says, sounding pleased. “You’ve become the perfect submissive since I bred you.”

“I was always yours to breed.” I exhale loudly when his cock pushes to my deepest part bottoming out in me. A powerful current radiates through my stomach, making my core convulse. “Ah. You’ve shown me the pleasure of letting a demon take control of my life.”

“You don’t regret our bargain?”

“Never. I’m so happy you got me pregnant. I feel fulfilled watching my body swell with a growing baby. I’m more connected to my femininity than I was before.”

Haxon licks my ear. “You’re such a good girl, Persephone. You’re not supposed to love a demon for putting a baby in you.”

“But I do,” I reply. “Besides, you’re not just any demon. You’re the demon I love. The demon I want to fuck forever and wake up to every morning.”

I watch the light leave Haxon’s eyes altogether in the mirror. “You love me?”

“Very much. That’s why I married you and I’m going to bear all your children for the rest of our lives.”

He hits my pussy with slow, strokes. It’s torture clinging to my control when all I want is for him to take it away.

“I’m obsessed with you, too, Persephone.” I can tell that it’s not easy for Haxon to admit that. He’s a demon and he’s supposed to be corrupt and evil, not sweet and tender. But I know he’s more than stereotypes. He’s a three-dimensional monster with a complex personality. “I knew the moment I first saw you on stage that I had to have you. That’s why I trapped you with a bargain and got you pregnant. I used all the deceptive tricks in my book to make you mine. The truth is, I would do it all over again. I don’t regret any of it. Especially now that I know how much you adore being pregnant with my heir.”

“Please…” I push my hips to the best of my ability, meeting Haxon’s movements. “I can’t wait anymore.”

“Neither can I.” His whisper is like a dark wind passing through my ear. My insides shiver when his dick starts to beat into my pussy at an accelerated pace. Waves of heat incinerate whatever resistance I was hanging on to.

My release pummels me like a rain of needles, stinging every part of my body with incredible, never-ending rapture. I’m a puddle of fulfillment in my husband’s arms as he continues to pound me like I’m his whore. My pussy squeezes him tight, gripping his cock hard every single time.

Even though I’m spent, I can’t stop wanting him.

“Persephone, I love you, too. That’s why I’ll use every morally corrupt trick in my arsenal to make sure you’re tied to me forever.” The impact of Haxon’s declaration of love is short-lived.

Because while I’m still floating in the heady currents of my orgasm, his cock twitches in my unprotected pussy.

I know the exact moment he breaks inside me because that’s when his eyes go totally dark in the mirror. His pupils eclipse all the purple in his eyes, making him resemble a true devil.

This is the true Haxon. The one who has laid his soul bare to me and has been sated in return.

He’s mine and I’m his.

The baby we made together binds us together as much as our deal.

As my husband’s hot cum sprays inside me, I have no words left to describe the depth of our bond. It’s beyond fate. We were meant to meet, meant to have that encounter that resulted in me getting pregnant.

I was just a human but now I’m a demon’s queen.

Sexy, wild, and free as I submit to my monstrous master.

I’ve finally acquired what I always wanted—a monster of my own who will fill my belly with his children and give me the family of my dreams.  


Epilogue 2



Haxon

Three years later…

Attending Zander’s fifth wedding wasn’t high on my bucket list, but it has been ages since my queen last visited her homeland. So when the invitation arrived, I accepted without a second thought. Besides, diplomatic relations with Asteria have been wonky since I burned down the altar during Zander’s wedding to Persephone.

It took that prideful man five years to recover from that debacle and prey on another poor, unsuspecting bride.

The venue is as ethereal as the previous, filled with white roses, golden pavilions, and doves chirping. In other words, boring and pretentious.

The weather is pleasant, at least. I squeeze Persephone’s ample hips as I brush the base of her spine with my thumb. “Are you happy to be back here, my queen?”

Persephone takes my other hand and presses it against her stomach. “I’m happy to be here as your wife rather than a scared, pregnant bride about to be murdered by King Zander.”

I have to crack a laugh at that joke. But before long, my eyes stray to the details of Persephone’s body. My wife looks ravishing in a golden gown. Her firm, swollen breasts, still big from breastfeeding our daughter, spill over the low-cut neckline, exposing her sexy beauty to everyone. My woman loves being the center of attention and she’s exactly that today. Even the bride receives less attention than her.

As a demon who loves flouting convention, a wife like her is perfect. She takes up the limelight every time she walks into her room, seducing me with her fertile curves and sunny smile. Not just me, she captivates everyone who lays eyes on her. She has a mystical quality that demands focus and devotion. The male attention she receives has quadrupled since she became a mother and her body has grown beautifully lush with the aftereffects of pregnancy and breastfeeding.

However, her love and loyalty for me haven’t wavered at all in all these years. She serves as my queen, helping me rule the underworld. Her duties have kept her busy along with caring for our daughter, Princess Nefaria.

My half-demon, half-human daughter has her mother’s features, but my horns and violet eyes. She’s a marvelous creature. I can’t wait to see what abilities she will develop in the future.

Zander is grinning at the altar which is raised so high, it might as well be located in the heavens. As usual, he has elevated himself to remind his nobles and subjects that he’s above them, better and more virtuous. His bride is swaddled in frothy white lace. I can’t even see her face or the structure of her body. She looks like a pillow.

“Do you regret not marrying him?” I turn my head to Persephone, studying her expression carefully.

“Never.” My gorgeous, bombshell wife leans in and kisses me right in front of all the puritanical nobles. “I’m proud of being your queen and carrying your seed in my belly. I can’t stop wanting you. You mean everything to me, Haxon. I can’t imagine my life without you. You’re my one constant, my one true partner who I would do anything for. I’d even birth a hundred babies for you.”

“You mean…” My eyes register my hand cupping her stomach.

I realize why she pulled my hand to her midsection.

“I’m pregnant again.” Persephone blushes. “It took a while, didn’t it? We couldn’t spend much time together after Nefaria was born, but I think our three-day fuckest under the moonlight did it.”

Our daughter is about to turn three. She is under the care of the best tutors and nannies in the underworld while my wife and I spend some well-deserved alone time together. We’ll be staying the night here.

The fun part is, she’s pregnant with our second child. Given how often I fuck her, that’s not a surprise. Persephone is so receptive and fertile, taking my cum and nurturing in her womb. She’s going to be swollen with my children forever if she doesn’t stop tempting me with that curvy body and sexy smile.

“When did you find out?” I ask.

“The day before we left,” she replies. “I’m two months along. I’m so excited to have a big belly again. I missed the great sex we had when I was pregnant last time.”

“I’ll make it even better this time.” I wink. “I’m tying you to the bed and fucking your cunt raw until you’re sore tonight.”

Persephone laughs. “We have to spend the night in Asteria. What if somebody overhears us?”

“Doesn’t that excite you?”

The glint in Persephone’s eyes is my answer. “This is why I love you, my husband.”

I cup her face and devour her lips, stroking the heat in her mouth with my tongue, drawing out filthy moans that make the people behind us get up and change seats. That’s how my wife deserves to be kissed: openly, dirty, and long.

“I don’t think King Zander will be inviting you to his next wedding.” Persephone strokes my nipple through my shirt. Her touch is delicate, but potent, making my brain feel woozy in seconds.

“Let’s hope he doesn’t,” I reply drily.

The wedding ceremony begins. I keep my hand firmly planted on my wife’s growing womb, adoring the closeness I feel to her. I’m a monster and she’s a human. But since the day I first met her, she has never treated me any differently. When I’m with her I feel like myself. Fulfilled. Evil. And fucking burning with devilish desire to devour her soul.  

“How long do you reckon she’ll live?” Persephone’s eyes are filled with sorrow as she watches the bride kiss Zander. “I don’t think it’ll be long.”

“I don’t know how long she’ll live, but you’ll live forever.” I lick her ear. “Because I’m not spending a single day without you.”

And that’s how a human and a demon got their happily ever after.
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