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Chapter 1




Asmodeus





I

 look around at the debauchery, which has become routine and utterly boring.  Demons, half-demons and some rare human worshippers who seek eternal life, all fucking like animals.  I let out a yawn.  Gone are the days when I could travel anywhere and rule any kingdom.  Now I’m stuck in Hell.  I may be a Demon King and a Prince of Hell, but my existence is nothing special.  I simply exist to order my minions around to ensure they are trapping enough souls.

The only thing that I have desired for centuries is revenge  against the human couple who used an Angel to trap me in Hell.  Righteous bastards, the lot of them.  I didn’t hide who or what I am.  Now?  I don’t give a fuck about the rules.  I do as I please.



Shareezah comes slinking towards me.  I pin my yellow eyes on the devious little bitch.



“Master, do you require me tonight?”



“If I did I would have come to you.  Now, fuck off.  I’m not in the mood for your shit.”



As she looks offended, I watch as she bows down to me and leaves. I tap the edge of my throne.  I feel restless tonight.  It’s pissing me off, and it’s unsettling.  I look around the hall.  They covered the tables with food.  The animals are rutting like beasts on the furniture, table, chairs and floors.



Being the Prince of Lust, I don’t feel a twinge of desire.



“Sire!  Sire!  I have news for you.”



I look up to see a low-level demon of deception.  Ugly little fucker, but can shapeshift into any type of being.  He is currently in the form of a human.  I narrow my eyes at him.



“What is it?  Korsno.  It had better be fucking good.  I’m not in the mood for nonsense.”



“Master.”



He kneels before my throne at my feet.



“I have located the descendant of the family who wronged you.  The family of Josiah.”



I shoot up from my throne.  I whip out my sword from its sheath.  Swiftly placing it on Korsno’s bowed head.



“Careful.  How do you know?”  I hiss.



“Master.  I have been watching an elderly human who I suspected had ties to the family.  There was nothing I could find. I looked everywhere.  She has died.  She named an orphan as her heir.  An abandoned orphan with no surname.  The old woman’s a distant relative of the Josiah’s.  She left everything to the descendant.  I did a blood ritual to confirm.”



I lift my sword from his neck.



My time has finally come.



I roar at everybody to leave my hall.



Everyone except Korsno.



“Now tell me everything.  Do not leave out a single fucking detail.”





Chapter 2




Claudia





I

 wander from room to room.  Still in disbelief that this four-storey house is my property.  Something good rarely happens to me.  I’m still certain the lawyer has made a mistake.  I have no family, no relatives, so why would this old woman have left me her belongings?

If she knew my parents, would their names be in this house?  I have been looking around for hours.  I can’t find any paperwork on my family's history.



They abandoned me at the church’s doorstep when I was six weeks old.  Wrapped in a blanket and placed in a cardboard box.  The nuns named me Claudia and my surname was from the church name Augustus.  I still visit them all. They need my help, be it in administration or fundraising.  Perhaps hoping one day my family will come back and look for me.  After twenty three years, I doubt that, but I still live in hope.



This lady claimed to be a great aunt to one of my parents.  Her name was Claire Josephs.  I still can’t find my parents’ names.  I spent days looking for any form of paperwork that would give me a lead.  There was nothing I found.



I sigh and make my way to the kitchen.  My stomach is growling.  Before I resume my search, I need some food.



I’ve just finished making some lunch when the doorbell rings.  It startles me.  I’m so used to living with people or a roommate that living in this house has been scary.  I make sure I turned the cooker off and I make my way to the front door, looking through the peephole first.



It is a man.  He looks well-dressed.  I keep the safety chain on and unlock all 3 bolts.  Cracking the door open , I poke my head in the gap.  I look up at the tall man.



“Yes?”



“Claudia Augustus?”



“That is me.  How can I help you?”



“I’m your new neighbour.  I haven’t come by to say hello yet.  I have some time off from work.  I thought I would come around and make sure you’re settling into the new neighbourhood.”



He has sandy brown hair with lighter streaks of almost auburn hair.  A small stubble of a beard, not a full one.  Being well dressed, he wears a shirt and a long winter coat with trousers.  He is very handsome; he has an almost playful look about him.  Like a mischievous little boy with a devilish grin on his face.



He doesn’t seem threatening.



“Thank you.  That is very kind of you to check in with me.”



I don’t know what to say after that.  Do I tell him I’m about to have lunch so he will go away, or does he want to continue this conversation?



“Aren’t you going to invite me in?”



“Oh.  Umm.  I was about to have lunch.”



“Perfect, I’m rather hungry.”



His large hand rubs his belly.



I am socially inept.  I never know when or what the correct protocol is.  I hesitate a moment before I unchain the door.



I awkwardly open the door for him.



“I’m sorry.  I’ve not been here long, so please forgive the mess.”



I hold the door open for him as he walks inside.



“That’s okay don’t worry about the mess.  When did you move in?”



“Only three weeks ago.  Come into the kitchen.  I made nothing fancy, just some pasta.”



I’m on a tight budget.  There is money with the estate, but it will take several weeks to access it fully.



He walks towards the kitchen.  I wonder if his house is like mine.  He seems to know where he is going.  I follow behind him.



“I am grateful for any kind of food.  I am the one who is interrupting your meal, after all.”



I try not to stare at him for too long.  I am already nervous.  He takes a seat at the kitchen table as I pull a second plate out of the cupboard.  I put some pasta from the pot onto his plate before getting some cutlery from the sink for him.



After laying his food out for him, I turn back around to get some water for us both.  Once I sit down, I look up at him.  He is studying me like I’m a bug in a microscope.  I bite my lip and look away.



I take a bite of my pasta so I don’t have to speak to him.  It gives me time to compose some questions I have for him.



“What is your name and what house do you live in?”  I ask.



There are only nine houses on this street.  It’s quiet.  I have seen none of the other neighbours.



“My name is Asmodeus.  I live at number five.”



I gape at him.  Almost choking on my pasta.



“Your parents named you after a demon?!”



“Who knows?  Maybe the demon was named after me?  Few people recognise the name.”



He gives me a crooked grin.



“I was raised in a church, so I know more than most people.”



He takes a bite of his pasta.  His dark eyes are almost black in colour, but they have a strange glow in them.   I need to stop reading my horror/thriller books.  My imagination is running wild.  I put my head down and eat my pasta again.



“If you don’t mind me asking, why were you raised in a church?”



I still don’t look up.



“My parent or parents left me on the church doorstep.  There was no note, just me in a box.  The nuns took me in and brought me up.”



“Sorry to hear that.  How did you know Mrs Josephs?  Did she come to your church?”



I sneak a peek up at him.



“No.  I didn’t know she existed till nearly four weeks ago.  She claimed she knew my family or was related to them.  I haven’t found any evidence of this so far.  It would have been nice to know where I came from.”



His eyes harden for a moment.  His lips tighten.  He looks down at his plate and eats some more food.



“This is lovely, thank you.”



“Oh.  You are welcome.  You are my neighbour after all.”



“Perhaps I can help you find out about your family.”



My eyes widen.



“You can?  How?”



“I’m a private investigator.  It’s my job.”



“I’m not sure I can afford your services.”



I frown at him.  I still don’t know how much money I will get from the estate.



He waves his fork in the air.



“Don’t worry about money.  I’m sure we can come to some other arrangement.  I’m on leave for a few weeks.  Perhaps I can help you while I am off?”



“I have searched everywhere in the house.  There is no documentation about Mrs Joseph’s family. I’m not entirely sure that the lawyer has got the correct person.”



He looks up at me again.  His look is calculated.  It puts me on edge.



“Lawyers follow instructions.  If Mrs Joseph was certain about you, then and only then would she have left you anything in her will.  What did the lawyer tell you?”



“He told me she had made her will twenty years ago.  I would have only been two or three years old then.”



“How about I come around tomorrow?  We can search the house together for any clues.  It’s an extensive property.  There could be some hidden areas you wouldn’t have known to check.”



“Really?  I would never have thought of that.”



I smile at him.



“Thank you.  Can I ask what sort of arrangement you had in mind?  I’m not the sort of person who likes to be indebted to others.”



“I can bring the paperwork tomorrow.  It’s just some help in my office when we are extremely busy.  Nothing too strenuous.  You could probably do it from home.”



“Oh, yes!  That I could do.”



“Excellent.  Thank you for lunch.  Are you free tomorrow?  I don’t even know if you are working?”



“No, I left the church for a while to look into this matter.  They will hold my position open for me.  Can you come around in the morning?  It would be great to get some professional help with this.”



“Of course.  I can come back at 8 am if that isn’t too early for you.”



“No.  No.  That is perfect.  I wake up early.”



I am so excited.  I can’t believe first the house and now a private investigator can help me.



Asmodeus stands up.  I follow suit so I can see him back to the front door like a good hostess.



I stand in the doorway for a long moment.  I see him disappear past my property as he makes his way towards the other houses.  After all these years, I might finally find out what happened to my parents and why they didn’t want me.  This feels like a dream.



Finally, I’m having some good luck in my life.



Maybe it’s my time!





Chapter 3




Asmodeus





O

 ut of the corner of my eye.  I see Claudia still standing in her doorway.  She looks like she is in a daze.

I had planned to kill her, to kill the last of the filthy Josiah line.  As I was speaking to her, the thought of defiling that line became clear.  Claudia is a virgin.  I could smell it on her.  What better than to reap my revenge on her little body?  Breed her with my demon spawn.  What perfect revenge.  I get to slate my anger, and my rage, and spill her blood and my seed at the same time.



Killing her would be too easy and I want to prolong my revenge to satiate the fucking centuries of frustration and rage I have.



She is a little small but she will do.  She has big green eyes and I want them filled with tears. I want to see her humiliation, her suffering and her pain.  I couldn’t see much of her body.  She was wearing baggy clothes.  Her hair is like a raven’s, dark.  It only made her eyes shine brighter.  I’m going to tear her innocence apart.  She will make a good, meek slave who will be at my feet for all eternity.



I only have another two days left before the black magic wears off and my true form shows.  My passageway back to Hell will be enforced.  All because of her filthy family.



The gullible little bitch will sign her soul away to me.



I will ensure it.




∞∞∞




By the next morning, I have everything in place.  Korsno has arranged everything in Hell for her arrival.  I have a special reward for him.  My loyal servant.  I have the contract ready for her signature.  I have to ensure this plays out only in my favour.



I look in the mirror.  My yellow eyes are hidden.  My facial markings and horns are non-existent.    I can’t wait to see Claudia’s revulsion to my true form.  I smirk in the mirror.  I don’t need much sleep, so it’s been a tiresome exercise of waiting.  I took a ride around the city.  It’s filled with sin and depravity.  It made me feel at home.  Stupid humans, how they were given credence over angels and demons I will never know.



Claudia Josiah.  Her soul will be mine.  She will become a whore of Hell.



I walk past the bodies of the occupants of this house.  A mere inconvenience.  Their souls will be in Hell.  I might ask my brother to ensure extra pain for their particular type of sickness.



The sun is shining as I walk towards her home.  I’ve not felt alive in such a long time.  It is exhilarating.  It’s not long before I am at Claudia’s door.  I lift my hand to ring the bell.



The door swings open.



Claudia has a wide smile on her face.



“Come in.  Come in.”



A small smile plays on my lips.  She has her hair in another braid today.  She wears another baggy t-shirt and leggings.  Her wide pink lips make me anticipate my massive cock being stuffed down her small throat.  She is going to feel pain in every orifice she has.



“Good morning.  How early of a riser are you?”



“I was so excited I woke up at 5 am.  Thank you so much for helping me.  I have been searching for weeks and I have come up with nothing.”



“That’s okay.  So tell me, where have you searched in the house so far?”



Her shoulders slump downwards now.



“I have searched every room, every cupboard.  From the attic to the basement.  I have found nothing.”



“I’m going to start my way from the basement upwards.  It’s going to take several hours.  I work best alone.  So if you have anything you need to do or go anywhere, that is fine.  I will leave you this.  If you can read through it and sign it.  If there is anything you don’t understand, then let me know I can go through it with you.”



I hand her the envelope I had pulled out of my jacket as I had been talking to her.



Not letting her say another word, I walk towards the basement.  Korsno has already told me everything I need to know.





Chapter 4




Claudia





I

 hold the cream envelope in my hand and watch him walk away towards the basement door.  I do not know how he knows where everything is.  The only thing I can think of based on yesterday the houses all have a similar internal layout.

I go back to the kitchen and open the envelope.  It looks like a part-time office work contract.  All the tasks have been listed.  All I would need is a laptop.  I could do it with my eyes shut.  20 hours a week for four weeks.



The date on it is for today.  His signature is on it already.  He must have used a red pen.  It looks a bit like blood, though.  His name is signed in calligraphy style.  I stare at it for longer.  That is freaky.



I put the contract back down on the table.  I want to wait, see if he comes up with anything.   If he is a shit private investigator, then I may just give him money.



I go out into the garden to water the flowers and the vegetable patch.  Mrs Joseph was a keen gardener.  I didn’t want all her efforts to go to waste.  I pull the weeding fork and a bucket from the garden shed.  I might as well be productive while Asmodeus is searching for clues.



I don’t know how long I am out for, but it’s so hot now I need to go inside and get some water.  I got a large patch of the weeding done.  The flowers look even prettier now.



I put everything into the shed and go back inside.  I can’t believe I have a beautiful home now.  The church has looked after me. I just wasn’t very well prepared for what was outside the church.  I tried having an apartment of my own, sharing rent with a flatmate who stole everything I had of value and left.  I didn’t have the full rent, so I was promptly evicted.



I reach the kitchen and pour myself a glass of water.  I drink it down.



“I found it!”



My glass slips from my hand, shattering it as it hits the floor.  I swivel around and Asmodeus is standing there, a smile on his face which has some dirt on it now.  His shirt has dirt smudges on it, too.



“Hold on, let me pick this glass up.”



I reach down, picking up the glass pieces quickly so I can see what he found.  I swipe a piece too fast and slices through my skin between my thumb and index finger.



I gasp in pain.



Asmodeus comes over.



“Do you have a first aid kit?”



“Yes, in the cupboard above the dishwasher.  Thank you.  What did you find?  I was too excited.  I tried to pick the glass up too quickly.”



He finds the first aid box.  He motions me to sit down at the table.



“Your father’s name was Caleb Josiah, and your mother’s name was Sarah Josiah.  They hid the papers under the floorboards.”



I frown.  Why on earth would Mrs Joseph go to such lengths to hide my parents’ names?



I sit down at the table.



Asmodeus pulls my hand towards him.  Inspecting the cut, blood is now running down my palm and dripping onto the table.  He pulls the contract he gave me earlier and put it under my hand.



“I don’t want your table getting dirty.”



He carefully wipes all the blood away before applying the disinfectant cream and a large plaster over the cut.



“All good now.”



I stretch my hand and it doesn’t feel painful at all.



“Can I see the papers?  Are they alive?”



“Sure.  No, they died. That’s when Mrs Joseph made her will, naming you as a sole beneficiary.”



I read the papers he handed to me.  My heart is heavy.  Was that all my family dead?  I used to dream my mom would come and get me from the church.  She has been dead since I was two or three years old.



“Are there any pictures



My voice doesn’t break, but it’s close.



“I can get you some.”



“Please.”



“I’m sorry for your loss.”



“I..It’s okay.”



The papers inform Mrs Joseph of my parents’ demise.  Their names and death certificates.  I feel a surge of anger.  Why did they give me away?  They weren’t young teenagers.  They were a married couple in their thirties.



“Did you have time to read through the contract?”



“Huh? Oh. Yes, it’s fine.”  I say absently.



Well, he did his job.



I drop the papers he gave me.  Reaching for the pen I left on the table, I sign my name next to his.



Chapter 5




Asmodeus





I

 found an entire load of shit buried away.  They had been trying to protect their little girl.  How cute.  The fuckers failed.  Generation after generation, they have been in hiding.  No wonder I found none of them.

I watch as she signs her contract.



I smile.



My signature is already on it, in blood.  Her blood is on the contract, as is her signature.  As soon as she signs, I feel for her soul.  I frown.  It feels brighter than any other I’ve come across.  It will dim, though.  I will corrode its goodness through time.



She puts it down and reads through the papers again.



“I’m going to give you some time.  You know I’m at number five if you need me.”



She doesn’t look up, she just nods.



I walk out with a spring in my step.  Clutching the contract that’s set in the course of her remaining life and my possession of her soul.



She is going to wake up to a very different world tomorrow.



I make my way to the house.



The decomposing bodies have been removed.



I wave my hand over the contract revealing its true content.



I hope her ancestors’ souls are writhing in eternal agony.





Chapter 6




Claudia





I

 search the internet for hours for any pictures or further information.  I find nothing.  Nothing about them, nothing about Mrs Joseph, and nothing about me.  I finally give up and make my way upstairs to my bedroom.

I didn’t bother with dinner.



I just want a fresh start tomorrow.  I might go to the police station to get information about the accident.



I shower, braid my wet hair and put an oversized night t-shirt on.  I lie in bed, tossing and turning for a while.



I hope tomorrow is a better day.




∞∞∞




I wake up with a start.  I can’t move.  No.  I can, but I’m restricted.  I open my eyes fully.  I’m in a small cage.  There is a blanket underneath me, but that is it.  I lift my head.  The cage is so small I wouldn’t be able to sit up, never mind stand.  I look through the small squares of the cage.



It looks as if I’m in a cave of some sort.  It’s a sandy red rock colour. How the heck did I get here?!  I look down at myself.  I’m still wearing what I went to bed in.



There is a torch burning near a doorway.



There is nothing else in the room.



I try to turn in the cage to see the other side but it is just a wall.



“Good.  You’re awake.”



I spin my head back round.



This time towards the voice.



My hands grip the cage.



“Asmodeus?  Where am I?”



“Why you’re in Hell, of course.”



Then right before my eyes, I see him transform.  His black eyes turn yellow.  He rips his clothes off to show body covered in black markings or tattoos.  The front of his head has two black horns sprouting out.  His hair turns as black as night.  I think he is the Devil.



I can’t process what I’m seeing.  I feel my eyes roll to the back of my head as I faint.  My head hitting the bottom of the cage is all I feel.




∞∞∞




I wake up again.  This time I’m on my stomach.  I’m on a bench.  All around me, I hear voices. I try to move and I can’t.  I feel my wrists and my ankles bound to the bench.



My mouth is held open.  I can’t close it.  There is some sort of strap holding my mouth open. It’s tied around the back of my head. I can’t speak.  I struggle against my bonds.  Panicking, I can only grunt.



“SILENCE!”



A voice roars.



I freeze.



“As you know, I have been banished and bound to Hell several hundred years ago.  Many of you have heard the story of treachery and deceit.  Today before you.  I have the descendant of the humans who were helped by the Angel Baziel to banish me.  This woman is the descendant of the traitorous scum.  She is going to pay in every way.”



“Korsno.”



Dear God, is he talking about me?



He must be.  I can’t move my head, but I can hear the crowd shouting and jeering at me.



I feel the unmistakable tip of a knife at the back of my neck.



It doesn’t slice through my skin.  It is being used to cut off my t-shirt.



I feel the knife cut through my panties next.



I feel my hair being pulled up, my head moves upward.  The fingers grasp my hair painfully.



My head lifts up and I am face to face with Asmodeus.  His yellow eyes are bright with glee.  He has black markings on his face.  He smiles at me.  Showing me his pointed sharp incisors.  He looks every bit like a demon.



“I’d say relax and enjoy the ride.  You will not enjoy the next part.”



He lets go of my hair.



“Korsno.  Since you found the means for my revenge.  You can take the cunt’s virgin mouth.  You don’t get to cum inside her, though.  Cum on the whore’s face.  I’m going to rip her pussy open and breed this bitch with my demon spawn.  You all witnessed my humiliation. It’s now time to witness hers.”



I moan and struggle to no avail.  My legs are bound on either side of the bench, so I can’t close my legs.  Is this a nightmare?



I see something grey in front of me.  It’s some sort of gargoyle, or goblin, but a lot bigger and taller.  He is stroking his cock.  I will not be able to breathe.  He is too big.



Now I understand the contraption in my mouth.  I won’t be able to close my mouth or bite down.



I feel a slap on my ass.



“Settle down, whore.  This is your life for eternity, so get used to it.”



I try to scream.  The bastard in front of me shoves his cock into my mouth.  His claws grip my hair, making my eyes water.



“Make sure you fuck her throat till your balls hit her lips, Korsno.  Don’t go easy on her.”



He pushes more of his cock into me.  I gag as it hits the back of my throat.



I feel something wet drip down my ass and onto my pussy.



A hand rubs it over my pussy.  It’s slippery.  I feel a wide tip of what must be Asmodeus’s cock at my pussy.



Both his hands grip my ass cheeks.



“Claudia.  You’re going to take my demon seed deep into your cunt.  You’re going to give me my children.  That’s the contract you signed.”



No. No.  It can’t be.



I feel him push his cock into my pussy.  He eases himself into me inch by inch.  He hits my barrier.  His fingers grip my ass harder.



“Yes.  A tight virgin cunt.  Should I rip her apart?”



The asshole in front of me is pumping in and out of my mouth now.  I can’t lose my virginity like this.



There are screams of telling him to fuck me to death.  To tear me apart.  I truly am in Hell.



He rams his cock into me, ripping through my hymen.



I scream as I feel the pain and burning sensation in my pussy.  As I scream, the gargoyle thrusts his cock deeper down my throat.  He pushes past my tight ring and into my throat.  I breathe through my nose.



They both pause.  Either to savour their victory or to let me get used to their massive cocks.  I doubt it’s the latter.



I feel my body tremble uncontrollably.



Asmodeus pulls his cock back before ramming it into me.  He fucks me at a rapid pace.



“Fuck.  Seeing your blood all over my cock is enough to make me cum.”



Gargoyle is fucking my throat at much the same pace.



I can’t do anything but lie here and take their pounding from both ends.



Asmodeus pulls my ass cheeks open.  He fucks into me deeper, hitting something deep inside of me.



“Take my seed, you filthy whore.”



He thrusts several more times.



Gargoyle pulls out of my mouth.  I am panting for air now.  He is wanking his cock over me.



I feel Asmodeus slam deep inside of me as he roars his release.  I feel his cock jerk inside of me as his hot seed spurts several times.



I feel something wet hit my cheek and forehead.



I keep my face down, not wanting to see the gargoyle’s cock or cum all over me.



I dig my nails into the palm of my hands so I can focus on that pain.



I gratefully give into the darkness that is calling to me.





Chapter 7




Asmodeus





I

 watch her chest rise and fall.  I was going to send her back to her cage, but I brought her back to my chambers.  We didn’t go easy on her and she will need a long soak to recover.   

I look at her large tits.



I would never have guessed she had been hiding such an amazing body.  I’m going to enjoy every inch.



Her ass took a great pounding. There was enough padding on it for me to hold on to it, and she certainly didn’t feel bony when I fucked myself into her.



Her arms are bound to the chains on my bed.  Her legs are wide open.  I can see the blood on her thighs.  My white seed oozes out of her pussy, lips dripping onto her ass.  I want to lick her blood up and shove my seed back into her cunt.  I do neither.



She lets out a small, throaty moan.



She tries to move her hand.  The chain rattles.



Her eyes flutter open.



She moves her legs slightly, then tugs on her hands again.



Her breath now coming in little pants.



“Calm the fuck down.”



I tell her.



She freezes at my voice and doesn’t move.



I stand up so she can see me.  I had been sitting near the bottom of the bed.



“Now.  We are going to discuss a few things.  Since you’re tied up at the moment.”



I smile.



She does not.



“You signed a contract.  Your soul, your body and your womb, it’s all mine.  You’re my pet and my whore now.  You do as I say or last night’s initiation will feel like a walk in the park.  Nod if you understand.”



I stand there waiting for her to nod.



Her left eye is twitching.



Is she about to have a seizure?



“Fuck you and fuck your phoney contract.”  Her voice is throaty.  No doubt because of Korsno’s fat cock being rammed down into it.  I look forward to that pleasure myself.



“You’re in Hell now. This is my domain.  You don’t get to say no to me, Claudia.  The sooner you realise that, the easier this life will be for you.”



Looks like she has a backbone, after all.



I may have to become inventive in getting this bitch to heel.



“You’re a hypocrite.  You talk about being betrayed and people being deceitful towards you.  Yet you deceived me.  So if you're going to throw stones at glass houses, watch your own shatter first.”



I don’t say a word.



I unlock her wrists and drag her naked back to her cage.



I slam the cage door shut.



“You stupid woman.  What do you think Hell is?  I’m a demon King, one of the Prince’s in Hell.  I punish souls.  If this is what you want.  This is what you will get.”



“What is my crime?”  She hisses.  “Being born?  You call me stupid when your own logic is faulty.”



I am furious.  I don’t reply and leave the room.



She is fucking right.



Her soul has committed no sin, and I trapped her with a hidden contact.  I leave the room before I take my rage out on her again.



I make my way to the main hall.  The bench is still there in front of my throne.  I go sit at my throne.



A drink is brought to me immediately.  I take a long sip, not acknowledging whoever brought it to me.



Looking at the bench, remembering Claudia’s naked body bent over on it makes my cock twitch.  I look down and sure enough, my cock is semi hard.



As much as I want to fuck her again.  I need to train her obedience.  I watch my minions in their lewd behaviour.  Nothing but the thought of Claudia’s tight cunt makes me hard.



I wave my hand and a slave comes over.



“Put the bench in my chamber.”



This is going to become Claudia’s breeding bench.  It doesn’t matter to me if she accepts this or not.  Nothing will change the fact that she is the last Josiah and she will birth her enemies half demon child.



I stroke my cock, thinking of her eyes wide with fear earlier.  My revenge will wait for another few days.





Chapter 8




Claudia





I

 don’t know how long I’ve been crouched down in this cage.  Maybe two or three days.  A small submissive red creature comes to give me water and my meals.  I feel filthy.  There is a contraption that gets rid of my pee and poo attached to the corner of the cage.  It doesn’t help me get clean, though.  I really stink now and my scalp itches.

That’s the only part that irritates me.  The time alone in my cage helped settle my thoughts down.  I need to learn more about my surroundings and this contract.  I can’t do that locked away.  I’m going to have to play along with his stupid revenge ‘vision’.  Bastard took away my virginity, something that was never his to take.



Any pain I felt has long gone.  I think it could have been a lot worse had he not used the lubricant or oil he used.  If I ever see that fucking gargoyle again, I’m going to rip his cock off.  My throat was raw for days.



My so-called luck was too good to be true.  I’ve been trying to recall my lessons from church about demons and Hell.  All my life being told, don’t do this or you will go to eternal Hell.  I find it ironic I followed all the rules, yet I’ve ended up in Hell.  There is a part of me that is relieved.  I can let go, think and do whatever I want.  The church and society have always judged my actions. I lived my life in fear and uncertainty.  Now look at me.  I say fuck them all.



I let out a chuckle.



“You find something amusing?”



I was so focused on my thoughts I didn’t hear the door or Asmodeus come in.  Since that night, I have not seen him. I look up at him.  The fear I felt was gone.  He doesn’t look like the handsome man I met.  His eyes are the same.  They might be a different colour now, but I can read them just the same.  I realised the black markings on him are sigils.  His skin colour is a dark brown colour.  The sigil markings are all black and cover most of his body.  I wonder why he has so many.  They are to use black magic or are for protection.



I know he is an ancient demon if he has been waiting centuries for his revenge.  Asshole should have just gone for therapy to get over it.



I don’t reply.  I wait for him to speak.  I need to know where his head is.



“I asked you a question.”



“You realise humans were given free will?  I am exercising mine.  I’ve not really used it for 23 years.  Since I’m in Hell anyway, why the hell not?”



The corner of his mouth lifts in amusement.



“All you need to do is comply and accept your place here.”



“Why don’t you explain the terms of the contract?  You made me sign first?”



One of his sigils on his biceps glows a golden colour, its two circles that seem to spin around each other.



When they stop, I see a long contract in his hand.  Not the one page shit I signed.  I feel the anger build up inside of me.



“Claudia Augustus Josiah,  you are to remain in eternal hell as slave to Asmodeus.  Your soul is forfeit, and you will bear the children of Asmodeus.”



“What did I barter?  What did I get for supposedly giving away my life, my soul, and my womb?”



I ask in a hard voice.



“Exactly what you asked for.  The identity and knowledge of your parents.”



I let out a laugh.  Unable to control the hysteria.  All the simple and stupid dreams I had gone in a poof.  I lean back and lie down in my cage.  Still sniggering, I look up at the cave ceiling.  I might as well get used to this view.



Asmodeus leans over the cage, frowning at me now.  His piercing yellow eyes focused on mine.



“Well?”



He barks out.



“Well, what?”



I carry on smiling.



“Are you going to fulfil your side of the contract?”



I put both my hands under my head.



“Hmm.  Let me consider this.  You made me sign a contract for 20 hours a week for four weeks for your help.  Here is my counter offer.  You honour the original contract and I work in Hell for that time period.  I did not agree to be your or anyone else’s whore at any point.”



“No.  I don’t give a fuck what you read or signed up for.  Now get up and out of your cage.”



I scratch my head again.  I would kill him for a shower right now.  It’s not worth this battle.  I still have a war to win.



He swings open the cage door.  There is really no dignified way of being naked and crawling out of this fucking cage.



He grips my upper arm and pulls me up.  Grimacing as he no doubt gets a whiff of me.  I bite my lip before another surge of laughter erupts out of me.  The demon has severe anger issues. I don’t want to trigger him or his fragile ego.



He frog marches me through some tunnels before taking me up a stone staircase.  I guess the plus point of being in Hell is I’m not cold.  Thankfully, no one is around to see me filthy and naked.



He pushes me through into a doorway.  It’s the same room I woke up to.  It has that bastard bench they tied me to in the middle of the floor.



He points to a small alcove.  “Get in there and have a shower.”



“Am I getting any clothes?”



He scans me from head to toe.  His expression is one of deviousness.



Making me want to cover myself.



Before he replies.



“No.”



I glare at him before I turn and walk to the room he showed towards.  It takes everything in me not to stomp away from him like a petulant child.





Chapter 9




Asmodeus





I

 watch her as she walks towards the bathroom.  I’m pissed she isn’t the meek little bitch I met.  Then again, if I wanted that, I have a domain full of slaves.  I thought I was going to her cage to find her cowed and submissive.  She was sitting there laughing.

Fucking laughing, like a lunatic.



Three days of the cage hasn’t helped.



I don’t particularly want to cause her any physical harm, as she needs to be healthy not only to conceive, but to carry my child to full term.  I’ve never considered procreating before.  The thought of the Josiah’s slipping through my fingers for so long infuriated me.  Killing Claudia would have achieved nothing.



I’m still mulling things over in my head.  When there is a knock on the door.



“Enter.”



The maid who has been looking after Claudia comes in.



“Sire.  I have her items you requested, along with her food.”



She keeps her head prostrated downwards.



No.  I don’t want Claudia to become a mindless slave.  I would be bored before the month was out.



“Isra, has she been acting strange when you have gone in to see to her?”



She raises her head, still not making eye contact.



“In what way, Master?”



“Has she been happy, sad, abusive?  Has she been eating?”



Isra blinks several times, as if trying to comprehend my questions.



“Master, she has been very polite with me.  She never once complained.  Uh. Even with the waste situation.  She did not eat very well, though.”



“Thank you.  You may leave now.”



Her eyes widen as she nods quickly and rushes out of the door.



Okay, so maybe I have been a miserable, cruel bastard to everyone around me.



Three days waiting for her to crumble and she comes back with a worse attitude.



I hide the clothes Isra brought for her.  It helps her being a human. She can’t detect the magic I use.



I check the food Isra brought.  Why the fuck humans need their meat cooked, I don’t know.



She comes out of the bathroom wearing a towel using a secondary one for drying her hair.



“Get that towel off.  Come here and eat.”



Her green eyes narrow on me before she follows my instructions.  She sits on a chair opposite me.  I watch her tits sway as she pulls her chair closer to the table.   I uncover the dishes.  She stares at my raw steak.  I don’t use any cutlery, I simply tear the raw meat apart in my mouth.



I watch as she savours her food.  There is little patience in me. I need to be inside of her.



I clear my throat.  Her eyes come up to mine as she licks some juices that almost escaped her full pink lips.  Remembering Korsno’s cock down her throat.  That was so fucking hot when I saw he had got into her balls deep as I tore her cunt apart.  For the first time, I felt satisfaction.  Something to ease my rage.



“You either take my cock willingly or you’re on the breeding bench again.  It’s your choice.”



She glares at me.



“It’s not much of a choice.  Since you already raped me with that fucking gargoyle.”



“Now. Now, Claudia.  What would the church say about such colourful language? Be fucking grateful I used lubricant.”



I conjure some wine.



“Drink that.  You’re going to need it tonight.”



She picks up the goblet and sniffs it.



“It’s only wine.  Hurry.”



My cock has been aching for days.  I watch as she takes several gulps of it.



“Get on the bench.  On your back.  I want your legs wide open.  I want to see your cunt properly this time.”



Finally, I see a glimmer of fear.



“How far have you ever gone with a man?”



Her cheeks are flushed now.



“I’ve only kissed someone.”



Satisfaction courses through me.  I’m going to be the one to corrupt her.  To make her beg for my cock, I want her to be my needy little slut.



She takes a large gulp of the wine.  She goes to the bench.  Doing as I instructed.



Lying back on the padded bench.  Opening her legs wide.



“Hold on to the bars at the top.”  I stand up and follow her.  Shrugging off my kimono-style robe.  I watch her eyes drop to my cock.  I see the shock in her eyes.



“It’s a demon cock.  Not just any demon.  The demon of lust.”



I stroke my large cock.



She has felt pain, it’s time for her to feel pleasure.





Chapter 10




Claudia





I

 ’m lying back on the bench.  It’s tilted up slightly.  I grasp hold of the bars he showed for me to hold.  What did he call it?  A breeding bench?  He takes his robe off.

He has the biggest cock I’ve ever seen.  Not that I’ve seen any real ones.  I’ve seen enough online to know that’s fucking abnormal.  No wonder I was sore after last time after having that baseball bat inside of me.  It’s even got a sigil on it. I can only see part of it.



My eyes travel up his large, devilish body to his face.  He has got a look of sheer malice on his face.  I can feel my legs shaking. I don’t know if it’s fear or excitement.  I want to get up and run.



“Do you need to be strapped onto the bench?”



My eyes grow wider.  Can he read my thoughts?



“No, I’m not telepathic.  I’m just ancient and I can read faces and situations very well.  You looked like you wanted to run.  The first time I fucked you was out of anger, vengeance, and for everyone to witness.  You won’t get punished like that again unless your actions dictate it.”



“What actions?”



“Disobedience.”



“Uh-huh.”



His eyes narrow on me.  He stands over me, his massive cock pointing towards the ceiling.



“It’s your ass.  I enjoy dishing out punishment.”



“That doesn’t surprise me.”



Why am I mouthing off to him when he is standing in front of me with his weapon of massive destruction?



He lifts my leg and straps my ankle into a leg rest.  He quickly does the same with the other leg.  It’s as if I’m in some fucked up gynaecologist chair.  Suddenly, I’m not feeling brave anymore.



He moves the leg rests to spread my legs further apart.



“Have you played with your pussy before?”



I nod.



“Fingers or vibrator?”



I feel the heat in my cheeks.  What is this a pussy survey?



“Why does it matter?”



He slaps me hard on my inner thigh.



“Fingers,”  I say between clenched teeth.



“So, no one has ever eaten your pussy?”



“Well, I couldn’t reach it.”



He slaps my other thigh even harder for now.



“You don’t have to keep slapping me!”



“You seem to have come to Hell and developed a big mouth.”



“No.  I just thought if you can’t beat them, you may as well join them.”



I stick my tongue out at him.



His yellow eyes shine brighter than before, looking at my tongue.



“Shame, if you had more self-control, I might have licked your pussy out for you.”



“I can’t miss what I’ve never had.”



I shrug my shoulders.



He doesn’t say another word.  He simply holds onto my thighs and pushes his cock into my hole.



“When you’re better behaved, I will let you cum. Until then, you’re just going to take my cock, my seed and a pummelling.”



I let out a cry as he pulls back and slams himself into me.  I feel the bench shift slightly.  His cock is splitting me open.



“You’re going to learn who the Master is here.”



He rocks in and out of me at a slower pace now.  For which I’m grateful for.



“This tight cunt is going to get seeded every day.  Till your pussy is yearning for my cock.”



He lazily keeps pumping his hips, pulling his cock back further now and sliding deeper inside me.



I pant as I feel the stretch ease off as my pussy becomes accustomed to his cock.



“You will become my filthy little slut.”



I feel him rub my clit.  I tilt my hips higher and clench around him.  It only makes him slow down his movements.



“Do you want to cum on my cock, Claudia?”



I nod at him.



He rubs my clit harder and starts to fuck into me harder.  I can feel the beginnings of an orgasm. I let out a moan.  He stops rubbing my clit.



“When you learn to become my dirty little slut, you can cum then.  Until then, you just take my cum.”



I can feel his cock rubbing me on the inside as he fucks into me harder.



“You’re here to be my fucking whore.  My filthy bitch.  Fucking, take it.”



“Please,” I whisper.



As soon as I say that, he hammers into me.



I let the bar go.  I need to cum so badly.  The feel of his cock filling me up so deep is too much.  I bring my hand between my legs.



He grabs my wrist.



“Get it back up.”



I put it back on the bar as he continues to fuck me.



He continues for several minutes before he pulls his head back and lets out a long groan through his clenched jaw.  He floods me with his seed like he said he would.  His fingers bite into the soft flesh of my thighs.  I was so fucking close.  My eyes are closed. I can still feel his massive cock twitching and spurting more cum inside me.



“This is what your tight little fuckhole was made for, Claudia.  I might let you have a sliver of pleasure next time if you can control that mouth of yours.”



I feel him pulling his cock out of me.  He pushes it back in and out a few times.



“Lie here for ten minutes.”



He does something to the bench as I tilt further backward.  I grasp onto the bars tighter, feeling as if I will fall to the ground.  I don’t fall.  He has positioned me so that his seed will stay inside of me.



I don’t bother replying.  I’m far too disgruntled.  It doesn’t help that I’m left strapped with my legs wide open.





Chapter 11




Asmodeus





H

 er little pussy looks good in any position.  I watch her as she lies on the bench.  I wanted to taste her little cunt, to make her cum so fucking hard but her damned mouth wouldn’t stop.  When she uttered her little plea, I almost came immediately.

She has the tightest little cunt I can ever remember fucking.



I look at her dark hair falling off the bench towards the floor.  She looks nothing like her ancestors.  For which I am glad of.  I feel the familiar twinge of shame.  No one knows the true story of what took place.  That is a shameful burden I have carried throughout my existence.



I need more.



I need to forget.  Even for a short period.



I conjure a vibrator with a clit stimulator.



Her pussy is dripping with my seed and is still soaked in her arousal. I push the vibrator into her cunt.  Watching as her pussy swallows it up.  I’m fucking pissed I didn’t get a taste of her. She must wax.  Her pussy is still completely bare.  I switch it on, pulling it and shoving it back into her cunt.



She moans, trying to move her hips up.



“Poor, Claudia.  Do you need to cum?”



Her head jerks erratically.



I switch both sides to vibrate inside her cunt and her clit.



“Oh. Oh. Yes.”



I pull it out of her cunt.



Her eyes fly open.  She looks at me.  Not in anger this time.



Desperation.



“No, you won’t come around a piece of silicone for the first time with me, it will be my cock.”



I rip open her straps, pushing the leg rests outwards to the side.  I pull her up.



“On your front.  Get your legs up on those knees pads.”



Fucking perfect!



With the bench still slanted, her ass and cunt are the highest point.



A sight my cock appreciates.



I push the vibrator back into her drenched cunt.



Unable to resist, I bend down slightly and shove it in and out of her several times, loving her tortured moans and pleas.



“This is the needy little slut I need.”



I slap her ass, watching as a red handprint appears on her pale skin.  I need to mark her.



I call on the sigil I need.  I see the script appear on her lower back.






Property of Asmodeus




Just above her ass, I add something which I know will inflame her.  I can’t help but smirk.  Thinking of her reaction.






Breeding Whore




I need to fuck her again while I see my mark on her.



“Claudia?  Are you ready for my cock?  Do you need to cum on my cock like a good breeding whore?”



I yank the vibrator out and push it back into her in a vicious thrust.  She pushes herself back onto it.



“Yes. Fucking, yes.”



I throw the vibrator to the side



Pulling her ass cheeks apart.  I see her tight little fuckholes.



Her little asshole is going to be next.



She just needs to conceive first.



My cock feels harder and longer than before.



My eyes flicker to the script on her back.



It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.  I may rule over my Hell and domain, but owning Claudia seems to supersede that.  She feels so fucking right.



I push my cock up and down her ass crack.  Loving my dark cock against her lily-white skin.  Glancing up at my words again.  My cock oozes out precum.  I rub it into her asshole.  She freezes.  I feel a dark and depraved need to violate every hole she has.



“Not today.  I’m only going to check to see how tight this asshole is.”



With that, I slide my index finger into her ass.



She clamps her hole down as if to stop me.



“The more you resist, the more it drives me forward,”  I whisper.



I slide my fingertip in and out of her tight hole till it loosens.  I pull out and spit on her asshole.



“No.  Please, Asmodeus.  Not there.”



I ignore her.



Keeping her ass cheeks spread, I push my thumb into her ass, my spit doing its job.



I grab my cock with my other hand and rub the massive mushroom shape head up and down her wet slit.



“Whores need all their holes filled, Claudia.  Get used to it.”



I shove my cock into her cunt while using my hand and thumb in her ass to hold her in place.



She lets out a cry.



“Please, take your finger out of my ass.”  She wails.



I push it in deeper.  As I fuck the rest of my cock into her.



What a glorious sight it is!



I lean over her back.  I slowly pump my cock in and out of her pussy.  Once I build up a powerful rhythm, I push my thumb in and out of her ass at the same time.



She fucking howls and her holes clench down on me.



I let go and fuck her fast and hard.  I reach around with my free hand to rub her clit.  I want her fucking mindless in pleasure.



She goes off like a rocket.  Even in her position, she is bucking and jerking as she cums on me.  Her asshole clenches on my thumb while her cunt strangles my cock to completion.  I ram into her another few times before I let my seed flood her cunt again.  Releasing the final sigil to ensure conception takes place.  Fuck leaving it to chance.



I pull my hand out from under her hip and pant on top of her head.  Hundreds of years of fucking and this has to be the most poignant moment.  Revenge forgotten, just to know we have created a life together, is mind-blowing.  My hand tightens around her ass and pushes my thumb deeper back into her asshole.



She grunts and lets out a little moan.



“You don’t understand the meaning of the word no?”



“I understand it.  I just choose to ignore it.”



I pull her hair back and kiss her neck and ear.



She turns around with surprise on her face that I was kissing her.  I don’t blame her.  When I dragged her down to Hell, I was a vicious. I need to fucking pull back or I will end up where it all began 369 years ago.










“Harriet, we can make this work.  I swear to you, your father will accept me.  You know I can raise a glamour sigil.  He will never know what I am.”





I know this woman is mine.  I do not care that she is a human.  Her father is the local Reverend at our parish.





“Asmodeus, I fear our love can never be.  They will burn me for being a witch.  If we marry, our children will be half demon.  I cannot keep my purity for any longer or I will become an unmarriageable age.”





“No.  I will not give you up.  We made promises to one another.  I am bound to honour mine.”





I watch as she shakes her head, her golden hair bouncing in the firelight before looking at me with her bright blue eyes.  I do not wish to be with anyone else.  I have been alive for over 3000 years.  I have twisted lust in so many ways that it has become meaningless.  I have not used my powers of persuasion on Harriet.  I want to respect her boundaries and have her become my Queen.  There is nothing spectacular about this woman.  I simply cannot put my finger on it.  All I know is she is important to my future.  The dark witch confirmed this to me.





She touches my cheek with her hand.  I close my eyes and move my face into her warm, soft hand.





“Meet me tonight.  I will gather my things and we can leave together.”





I sigh in relief.





I go to meet her that night and her she was with her human betrothed.  They used white magic to call upon Baziel.  That was the day I was bound like an animal with so many sigils.  They became part of me.  That was the day my skin darkened when I was burned.  That was the day I truly hated God’s ‘revered’ creation.  Humans.   




Harriet set the trap for me, citing to her betrothed I was trying to possess her.  It was her deceit and lies that brought me to my demise.  After centuries of power and freedom, one human bitch was my downfall.



I’ve enjoyed reaping my revenge on humans.  They are so weak it doesn’t take much to trap them.  My domain in Hell has only increased in number and productivity.  Korsno doesn’t know the gift he brought me that day.  It took everything in me not to kill Claudia.  It helped that she looked nothing like Harriet, who married Thomas Josiah.  I hope she burns in eternal Hell.



I pull myself up off Claudia.  Without saying another word, I walk out of the room.  I need to get the fuck away from her.





Chapter 12




Claudia





I

 pull myself up off the bench.  That was weird.  Talk about blowing hot and cold.  Letting out a heavy sigh.  I guess I’m just along for the ride.  I can’t help but ask myself did my parents want to protect me from Asmodeus or did they want to just go live their lives without a kid?  The answer is irrelevant now.

I head back into the bathroom for another shower.  My hair will look like a nest if I can't find a hairbrush. I doubt there are birds down here, but I’m sure some bats will land in it soon.  The cum is running down my legs. It’s not as if he has carpets of flooring I need to worry about down here.



There are many questions I have for him. I wish he hadn’t run away.  I wonder if it’s normal in Hell to wear no clothes as he left naked and he won’t give me any clothes to wear.



I don’t mind looking at him.  It took me a while to get used to his eyes and horns, but everything else?  He looks hot.  The shower is not like anything I have ever seen. It has the smallest mosaic designed tiles; it is like what I have seen in museums in the eastern art section.  The alcove is small but once through the small doorway; the bathroom is enormous.  At least four of me could fit in the shower. The bath looks like a small swimming pool.  I have great expectations for the toilet.  Or maybe I should just be happy that I have access to one now.



I am grateful there are more towels in here Asmodeus threw the other ones on the ground.  I really need to find someone to speak to about how things are down here.  Asmodeus is far too mercurial for him to be reliable.  Just as I come back into the room, the small creature that looked after me in the cage comes in.  She freezes as she sees me.



I wonder why she is so timid.  Isn’t everyone in Hell supposed to be a badass or evil?



“Hey, I’m Claudia.”  I take my hand out for her to shake.



She looks at me then my hand for a moment before pulling her own small red hand out to shake mine.



“I’m Isra.”



She is looking bashful now.



“I was hoping you could help me with some questions I have about my new home.  I’ve always lived on earth and this is my first time in Hell.”



“Oh.  I will need to ask, Master.”



“Why do you need to ask Asmodeus about something so simple?”



“He does not tolerate mistakes.  There are so many people and demons who have been burnt to a crisp for disobeying.  I enjoy being alive.”



She gives me a small smile.



I smile back at her.  I don’t want her to get into trouble.



“I understand.  Can I get a hairbrush at least?  My hair is so bad at this rate. If it can’t be saved, I’m going to have to cut it off.”



“You won’t be fucking cutting anything off.”



A voice booms.



Mr Hot and Cold Alpha Asshole is back.



I tilt my head at him, studying his expression and stance.  I don’t want to push him over the edge.  I try not to look at his dangling dick.  It’s difficult not to, as it is an impressive size even when it’s not erect.



“Can you help get my tangles out, then?”



His eyes narrow on me.



“This is what Isra is here for.  To see to your needs.”



“So If we can’t get them out I can cut my hair?”



“No.  I like your hair long.”



“I wanted to ask Isra regarding how things are run in Hell and any etiquettes I should know about.  She was concerned about answering my questions.  Do you have any problems with me learning about my new home?”



“What’s wrong with asking me?”



“Umm.  You’re not always around and when you are, you’re not always talkative.  Plus, it’s different, having girl talk with Isra.”



He looks at me with suspicion in his eyes.



I frown.  Does he think I’m plotting his demise or a great escape?  I am the one who is at a disadvantage down here, being a weak human.  This might be my first contact with Demons, but I am aware of some of their powers of persuasion, gifts and strength.  I wouldn’t stand a chance.



His gaze is unnerving me. 



He finally nods slowly.  Turning to Isra.



“You can speak to her freely about my domain.  Entrance and exit discussions are restricted.”



Isra clasps her hands and nods her head.



“I will get bring you a hairbrush mistress.”



“Thank you.  Please call me Claudia.”  I smile at her.  She is such a timid little thing.



She swiftly leaves the room.  I don’t blame her.  I feel the room think with tension.



I feel Asmodeus’s eyes on me again.



Thankfully, I’m wearing a towel, so I don’t feel as vulnerable.



“Is everything okay?”  I ask quietly, turning to look at him.



I can see a hardness in his yellow eyes,  the pupil is so small they almost look all yellow.



“Of course.  You don’t need to pretend you care.”



I don’t know how to answer that, so I don’t.  Does he think I hate him?  I spent my time in the cage trying to figure out how to get past this.  I could have reacted in a hurt, angry, vengeful, and spiteful way.  To find a solution to the problem, I had to look past all my emotions. My so-called contract.  I know souls are precious.  This is the battle every faith in some way or another portrays.  The battle of good and evil and the eventual loss of your path, or your soul.



The church taught me what they felt I needed to know about religion and morals, but people taught me all the negative aspects of life at a young age.  People lie, cheat, steal and deceive to get what they want.  I don’t know what my ancestors did to Asmodeus, but it couldn’t have been good for him to be hunting my family members for centuries.  I’m just a casualty of someone’s mistake or mistakes.



It doesn’t mean I need to take shit lying down.  It just means I have to be cautious and aware of what and who is around me.  I do not know who is down here, how malicious they are, and what powers they have.



“Will your demons try to kill me or harm me?”



He looks surprised at my question.



“No.  Why would you think that?”



My mood growing somber as I remember my first night in Hell.  I sit back down on the bed.  Looking at the floor as I can’t bring myself to look at Asmodeus’s face.



“They all witnessed what you said and the first night.  You declared open season on the human.”



I hear him walk over to me till I see his feet.  I notice for the first time faint tiny scars beside the sigils.



“No one will harm you.  If anyone does.  It will be me.”



I still don’t look up at him.



At least, if nothing else, he is brutally honest.  I don’t know why this upsets me so much.  I never found my place in life.  I was a burden to the church, the state and I was mediocre in my job.  The only brightness I had was trying to discover a significant history or story from my birth parents.  Sums my twenty-three years in this life.



I see his feet disappear and hear the faint sound of the water in the bathroom.



Isra comes back with my hairbrush.  I try to keep my spirits up with my interactions with her. Since Asmodeus walked away from me, he has been off.  I need to find out what the fuck is going on.



I sit in the middle of the giant bed.  Isra sits behind me, trying to section off my hair so she can run the hairbrush through it.



“You have such beautiful hair, mistress.



“What did I tell you, Isra?  Call me, Claudia.  I’m not anyone’s mistress.  My status is lower than yours at this point.”



I chuckle.



“Oh, no Mis…Claudia.  There are many demons and demonesses who are very jealous of your status.”



“Er.  Why would anyone be jealous of me?”



“You have the King’s attention.  His attention never lasts longer than one night.”



That makes me chuckle.



‘Tell them their jobs of riding his cock are safe.  I’m only a temporary revenge distraction.”



Isra has a sly look on her face now.



“I wouldn’t count on you being temporary, Mi…Claudia.  Everyone dismisses me as small and insignificant, so they all talk around me.  I know Master has been terrible to everyone for a long time.  That changed when you came.  I saw him smile and only earlier today he thanked me.  I’ve been in our domain for over 600 years and I have seen him smile once.  A genuine smile, not an evil one.”



She covered her mouth as she let out a little giggle.



I turn around and put my arm around her to hug her.  She really is so cute.  I don’t know why she is hiding all the time.



“What’s going on here?”



I pull away from Isra and turn towards Asmodeus’s voice.  He is in front of the bed with his dick still out.



“Argh.  You’re going to poke my eye out with that thing.  Why are clothes not mandatory in Hell?!”



He lets out a bark of laughter.  Then, as if embarrassed he did, he abruptly walks away from us.



Isra pokes my shoulder.  I say nothing.  I don’t believe that I could have any sort of positive impact on him.  He is just happy to finally get his pound of flesh, or should I say soul.



Isra is braiding my hair now.  I’ve never been treated so nicely before.  I’m so glad Asmodeus picked Isra for me.



“Isra, get her ready for the banquet.  I will see you in the hall.”



He is wearing some sort of intricate golden kimono style robe with what would appear to be baggy black cotton or linen yoga type trousers.  Good to know he won’t be stabbing anyone’s  eye out.



With that, he leaves us in the room.



“Umm.  Mistress.  Do you know you have Master’s mark on you?”



“What?  Where?”



I look from one shoulder to the other to see what she is talking about.  I felt nothing.



“It’s on your lower back.”



“Is there a mirror here?”



“No, Mis….Claudia.”



“What does it say?”



She doesn’t say anything for a moment.  I know it must be bad.



“It’s okay, Isra.  Just tell me.”



I let out a heavy sigh.



“It says property of Asmodeus...breeding whore.”



“What?!”



I turn to see my lower back, but I can’t see it.



That fucking asshole.  He didn’t even tell me he marked me like that.  I remain silent for a while before another thought occurs to me.



“What’s happening tonight?”



I’m suddenly anxious.  Thinking about my first night here.



“It’s a celebration.”



Isra is hesitating.  I turn around to face her.



“Just tell me if I know, then I can deal with it.”



“Your pregnancy celebration.”



“Huh? But we’ve only…”



My brain pushes everything together.  Especially Asmodeus’s reaction after fucking me then walking out immediately after the act was complete.



He knew something then, or he did something…?



He told me he was going to breed me.  I don’t really understand what he means by tainting my lineage.  I have little to go on.  Where I come from and how much is good or bad in my family history.



“Isra, how much do you know about this whole revenge business?”



She looks away for a moment before looking me in the eye with a determined look on her face.



“This is what I have heard.  Master was involved with your ancestor but he was betrayed and falsely accused of actions.  He did not commit your ancestors called upon the angel Baziel to bind and return Master to Hell.  He was burned and hurt badly when he was deported down here.  Since then, he has been a cruel ruler. Only the Master knows what your ancestors did to him.  No one has ever been brave enough to ask him.”



“That’s sad.  The actions of other people changed the course of his life.  I still don’t agree with how I am being punished for what others did before me.”



I frown and look down at my hands.



Isra puts her hands on my shoulders.



“I have a feeling everything will work out.”



“Do you know anything about half-human and half-demon children?  I mean, what will normal look like for my baby?”



Isra smiles softly.  “Your baby will be held in awe.  Master is over three thousand years old and he has never procreated.  If we look at other hybrid children, then the baby will look human till puberty to around eighteen years old. That is when they will manifest their father’s powers.”



I exhale a long breath in relief.



“The other demons and entities here won’t try to harm my child for being half-human?”



“No.  You need not worry, Claudia.  Your baby will be well-loved.  Now come, I have to get you dressed.”



Oh, thank God!  Clothes!




∞∞∞




Isra has just finished putting my hair up braided and in some fancy layers on top and she weaved some beautiful white flowers through it.  It’s a vivid contrast to my dark hair.



I shouldn’t have got too excited about the clothes, I may as well be naked.



It’s like wearing a belly dancer’s outfit.  I have a gold bra top with gold beads and sequins on it.  The bra is practically pushing my large breasts up into my face.  There are strands of gold beads attached from the middle of the bra running to the back so they sit elegantly over my ribs.  My white skirt has a gold waistband at the top, which sits very low on my hips.  The white material, although layered, is a sheer material with intricate gold designs on it.  I don’t have any underwear on. It is all stunning but very risque for me.  I asked her to cover up my tattoo with a piece of material running from my waistband to the bra top.



“Will you stay beside me please, Isra?”



“Of course.  I am there to serve you.”



“I don’t need your service.  I need you there as my friend.”



She grins at me.



All her teeth are sharp like a piranha’s.  I definitely want to stay on her good side.



She doesn’t change she remains in her black robes.  She grasps my hand, leads me through the doorway and along some passages.  I would be utterly lost without her.  Everything looks the same to me.



I simply clutch her hand. It’s helping to ease my fear.  We come up to a wide opening and I can hear the boisterous noise coming from what must be the main hall.



Isra pulls me inside.  The noise dims slightly as demons and what look like humans stop to look at me.  Sure enough, Asmodeus is sitting on his throne, watching me move towards him.



Isra pulls me towards his throne before ditching me.  The traitor.



Asmodeus looks at me before he looks at my belly button and tugs me onto his lap. Pulling my ass up on top of his cock and my legs dangle off the side of him and his throne.



“You look breathtakingly beautiful.”  He murmurs in my ear.



“I think I would look classier if I didn’t have the word ‘whore’ all over me.”



His hand moves to where he put the words and he yanks the material that was there.  I try to grab it from him, but he tosses it over his head away from me.



I glare at him.



“I’ve never marked a woman before.  We don’t have the same so-called morals down here.  Anyone entity male or female, would be proud to wear my mark.  It also stops anyone fucking with you.”



“Great.  Everyone can refer to me as Claudia the Breeding Whore.”



He bites his lip as he attempts to hide a smile.



“No, you’re mine.  My sexy little breeding bitch.”



I roll my eyes.  It’s not as if I can go get laser treatment to have it removed.



Fuck knows what sort of magic he used to brand me like a cow.





Chapter 13




Asmodeus





I

 watch on as my minions stop to see Claudia come into the hall.  After the show, I put on for them all they know who she is and what she is to me.  She clutches Isra’s hand.  She should rely on me and me alone. I haven’t made that easy for her.  I know Isra is a female, but I still feel jealous, which is ridiculous.

I see her tits encased in gold and her belly is showing.  Just how I wanted her.  It won’t be long till my seed grows in her womb.  It will be strange to think I will become a father and Claudia will be my child’s mother.  I will watch her like a fucking hawk.  I will not allow her to harm my babe.    My eye narrow in on her pussy.  In the meantime, I’m going to enjoy using every inch of her.



Isra brings her over to me.    I pull her onto my lap.  My cock already stiffening.  I make sure her ass cheeks sit on top of my cock. I move my head forward, rubbing my horns on her head.



“You look breathtakingly beautiful.”  I whisper in her ear.



“I think I would look classier if I didn’t have the word ‘whore’ all over me.”



I put my hand on her back where I marked her and feel the material there.  I rip it out.  She reaches to take it from me.  I quickly throw it over my head.



She glares at me.



“I’ve never marked a woman before.  We don’t have the same so-called morals down here.  Anyone entity, male or female, would be proud to wear my mark.  It also stops anyone fucking with you.”



“Great.  Everyone can refer to me as Claudia the Breeding Whore.”



I bite down on my lip hard, trying to stop a smile from breaking out.



“No, you’re mine.  My sexy little breeding bitch.”



She rolls her eyes at me.  She isn’t convinced.  She doesn’t need to be. It’s what I want on her.



I wrap my arms around her waist, gripping her soft, supple skin.  I grind my cock into her ass.



“I take it Isra told you?”



She turns around to look at me.  Her green eyes are soft.  I gaze at her eyes.  She has specks of brown and yellow in them.  A most unusual colouring.



“Why didn’t you tell me I was pregnant?”



I watch her as she touches her belly. Tracing her fingers around her stomach.



“I had other things on my mind,”  I murmur to her.



“Are you hungry?”



She shakes her head.



I give her a devilish grin.



“Good.”



I push her off my legs to stand while I undo the laces of my trousers, pulling out my now hard cock.



“I want you to climb up on my throne and fuck yourself on my cock.”



I stroke my cock up and down in hard strokes.



She looks around us, biting her lip.



“No one is bothered in Hell. Who fucks who.  Come over here.”



She shuffles towards me.



I lift her skirt up.



“Climb up and leave your legs on either side of mine.”



She follows my instructions.  She places her hands on each of my shoulders.  Her ass is on my knees.  I push my hand towards her pussy.  I find her pussy wet and ready.



“See, your slutty little cunt knows what it wants, Claudia.”



I pull the straps of her bra down and push her tits out of the cups till her dusky nipples are pushed over the bra.



“Bring your tits to my mouth.”



Her fingers clench my shoulders tighter as she pushes herself upwards and leans over so her tits are on my face.  I am mindful that my horns don’t pierce her.  I tilt my head back and suck on her nipples.  She instantly moans.  I continue to lick and suck, going from one to the other till she is grinding herself on my cock, coating my length.



“Now I want you to show everyone what a good whore you are.  Lift your hips up and slide down my cock.”



She licks her lips as she follows my instructions.  I grip my cock, making sure it’s at her entrance.



She rubs her little pussy on the tip of my cock before slowly sliding down my length.  I close my eyes as her tight cunt muscles surround my cock.



I grip her waist with both hands and push her further down my cock.



“Show everyone who this cunt belongs to.”



I pull her up and slam her cunt down on my length while I fuck my cock up into her.  She screams as I catch my breath.  I move her hips till she starts to furiously ride my big cock.  Her tits are moving up and down with her.  I pull her back over so I can tease her nipples.  I suck one in my mouth while I pinch the other one.



After a long time of her fucking me, I can tell she is tiring.  I lean her over to me, gripping her waist.  I use her cunt for my pleasure.  Fucking my cock into her again and again.  I grind the front of her onto my pelvis so her clit rubs off on me.  I slide my hands under her skirt to grip her as I use her as my cocksleeve.



I feel my seed building up in my tight balls.  I use my powers on her through my hands I jolt a dose of lust into her.



“Cum for me, Claudia.  Cum for me so I can flood your hot, wet pussy with my seed again.”



She wails my name as she slams herself down on me now.  She erupts as her cunt clamps down on my cock.  I push my head back as I groan and yank her ass down, keeping her cunt latched on my cock as deep as I can as I offload my cum deep inside of her.  My cock twitches and jerks as it empties yet another load into her cunt.



I open my eyes to see her panting and still writhing on my cock as she is still pulsating on my cock.  As her tremors die down, she opens her eyes.



“Wow.  This is what I’ve been missing out on?!”



I chuckle, bringing her forward and biting her throat, then sucking on it hard enough to leave my mark.  I decide not to tell her I supercharged her orgasm.



“Aren’t you glad I saved you from a mediocre sex life?”



“Perhaps if you and the gargoyle hadn’t spoiled my first time, I would be more amenable.”



“Are you going to forgive me for that?”



I pull my head back to look at her.



“Are you going to forgive me?”  She asks me softly.



That’s a good fucking question.





Chapter 14




Claudia





H

 e doesn’t reply.  Instead, he waves his hand, and a servant brings us our food.  He keeps me on his semi-hard cock as he feeds me bites of food and eating some himself.  I’m glad my skirt is covering us and I’m facing him, not the demons in the hall.

He is feeding me some fruit now.



“How do you get all this food down here?”



I ask after I finish chewing on a slice of apple.



“We use a mixture of magic and natural produce that is brought into the domain.  I can give you a tour tomorrow?”



I cover my mouth as a yawn hits me out of nowhere.



“Let’s get you to bed. You may have overdone it with my cock today.”



I hit his arm, glaring at him.



“That’s your fault.”



“I don’t know. You seemed to love it at the time.”



I let out a small smile.  He sweeps me up in his arms. His cock is probably hanging out again. He walks me to his bedroom.



“Can I have a toothbrush, please?”



“There is already one there for you.”



I wash up and unbraid my hair, taking out all the beautiful flowers Isra had put in for me.



When I go back into the bedroom.  Asmodeus is already in the giant bed, his head propped up by the pillows, his arms under his head.  I stop mid-step.  He looks up at me.



“What?”



“I didn’t know if demons slept or not, I guess.”



“I don’t sleep as much as humans, but we do rest.”



I nod.  That makes sense for different bodies to have different needs.



I’m still wearing my belly dancer outfit.  I’m too tired to shower.



“Can I please have some normal clothes?”



“Hmm.  What do I get in return?”



“For someone to moan less?”  I retort dryly.



“You’re not much of a negotiator.”



“I’m too tired to argue with you right now.”



“What would you class as normal clothes?”



“Something that leaves my dignity intact.”



I pull back the light sheet.  I shimmy my skirt off and unfasten my bra.  I put the clothes at the bottom of the bed.



His eyes are instantly on me.



“Don’t even think about it.  I need sleep, not cock.”



I crawl under the covers as he laughs.



“Is this what you’re going to be like the whole pregnancy?”



I put my head on the pillow and sighed.



“I have no idea.”



Asmodeus puts his arm around me.



“What about vitamins and a midwife?”



His arm tightens around me.



“You don’t need to worry about that.  I will take care of it all.  This is my first babe.”



I sigh again and yawn again.



“Go to sleep.”



I fall asleep in seconds.





Chapter 15




Asmodeus





I

 watch as her eyes flutter and she falls asleep instantly.  I need to find out about hybrid babies.  She has only conceived today, and she is exhausted already.  I also need to find the dark witch.  This is not something I expected and I remember she told me the Josiah’s were linked to my future.  I always thought it was Harriet, but what if it was always Claudia?  She looks nothing like Harriet and her eyes have hints of yellow in them.

I don’t feel the hatred or the rage I have felt for over three hundred years.  I felt a lightness in my stone cold heart today.  When I laughed earlier today, I was surprised by myself. I felt embarrassed.  It feels good to let go of the negative emotions.  I am wary of the new ones.  I have been down this road.  I cannot trust my instincts about Claudia, but it feels so unfair to keep punishing her for her family ancestry, especially after how harsh I was with her initially.



I have to get a fucking grip of myself.



Our baby needs to be healthy. I am excited to have a baby that will have part of Claudia and part of myself.  I don’t like that the creation of this child came to my mind when I was having my darkest of thoughts.  It doesn’t need to end like that.



On that thought, I lay further down on the bed and pull Claudia on top of me.  I play with her dark raven locks till my eyes droop down.




∞∞∞




When I wake up, it is to Claudia sprawled all over me.  She looks so innocent in her sleep.  Her tits push up against my chest.  I never want her to wear clothes.  I should let her rest.  Maybe if I make my visit quick, she will still be asleep when I get back.  I have a dark witch to find.



I carefully slip out from under her and go to the shower.  As soon as I am ready.  I use my transportation sigil and make my appearance with someone I have not seen in nearly 370 years.



As I see her home forming a black-coloured blast throws me out.  I sit on my ass in a garden.  Shaking off the impact of the blast.  I walk to the door and knock.



“Next time, if you use the door, you won’t have to land on your backside from my protection spells.”



“Still miserable as ever, I see.”



I grin at the old coot.  She has her white hair tied up in a knot, she still wears medieval clothes.  A grey dress and a long black robe.  She hasn’t changed in all these years.  I may be a powerful Demon King, but even I know better than to ask this woman her age.



“Still as arrogant as ever, my liege.  I wondered when you would come to me again.  It’s been a long time.  You healed well.”



My face hardens.



“I found the only remaining descendant of the Josiah family.”



She smiles at me.  Opening the door wide.



“Come in and tell me all about her.”



I’m not surprised she knows the descendant is female, this is why I am here after all.



I walk into her small cottage.



“Tea?”



“No, thank you.  I need you to tell me what you meant about Harriet being important to my future?”



“Yes.  Yes.  We will get to that. Tell me about the descendant first.”



I tell her how Korsno found her and how I bound her to Hell and myself in the contract and her pregnancy.



Her sharp dark eyes narrow slightly.



“What of her nature?”



I think about my disgust and my first impression regarding her and what I have seen her become now.  She is caring and protective of Isra, who has the lowest serving status in my domain.



“I thought she was meek and submissive. She has shown a great deal of strength and character even in the ugliest parts of my thirst for vengeance.  She has a kind soul.”



The dark witch sits back in her chair with a satisfied look on her face.



“Good.  The child will be born in six months.  The trickery around her soul binding may cause you some problems.  This is for you to rectify.  My original statement stands.  Harriet was important to your future as through her she created your Queen.  The sight is not infallible. As you can see in this case, it’s taken 369 years to take place.  I expect an invitation to celebrate your child.  I wish to bless her with my protection.”



I look at her in surprise, not just regarding the fact that she named Claudia as my Queen, but my child.  “I’m having a daughter?”  There is a lump in my throat.



She gives me a kind smile.  “It is time to fully let go of your past so you may embrace your future.  Remember, actions have consequences.  You can only bend an item so much before it breaks under the pressure.”



I frown at her, not fully understanding what she means.



Everything is falling into place. What could go wrong?





Chapter 16




Claudia





I

 stretch out in bed.  I can’t remember the last time I had such a restful sleep.  I am about to open my eyes when I am thrown up.  I open my eyes and see I am over someone’s back.  It isn’t Asmodeus. This demon is grey.  I try to look up and I see another demon who is very attractive. I think if I had lesbian tendencies, I would definitely do her.  She is tall and willowy, with long dark hair flowing down her back.  She is wearing clothes, the bitch.  They cling to her body, which is in an hourglass shape.  Her breasts look as if they are the same size as mines a D or DD cup at least.  The off-putting thing about her is the nasty expression on her face.  That does not bode well for me when it looks like there are two demons against one midget human.

“Hurry, Master will be back soon.”



She hisses.



The demon pulls the sheet off the bed and covers my bare ass up.  I can’t see now but he is moving.  I try to yank myself over his shoulder so if I can make either of us fall, I can make a run for it.  He only grips me tighter and I feel a breeze and I think he has taken flight.  I look over, but I cannot see anything but the dark sheet that’s covering me.



Why can’t I just catch a fucking break?  For once in my existence?  Fuck this.



Through the sheet, I bite down hard at some part of the demon’s body.



“Fuck! Fucking stop that or we will both fall to our deaths.”



I’m about to bite down again, till I remember I’m pregnant.  I sag down in defeat.  I can’t do anything to harm an innocent child.



I feel the asshole land after a short while.



He pulls me off his shoulder and yanks the sheet off from me.



It’s the grey gargoyle bastard who had his dick down my throat the first night I came to Hell.



He gives me a nasty smile before yanking a handful of hair and pulling me into a room as he pushes me in.  He stands over me and swings an iron door shut, creating a clanging sound which sounds final.



I sit on the floor, rubbing my scalp.  Glaring at him.



“I’m going to take out all the revenge needed on you.  Filthy fucking human.  You don’t deserve to be anywhere near my Master.”



“You know you’re going against your Master’s instructions, right?  There will be consequences for this.”



“He will not care by the time we are done with you.”





Chapter 17




Asmodeus





I

 transport myself back to my room, hoping Claudia will still be asleep.  She isn’t on the bed, nor is the black sheet we had over us last night.  I go into the bathroom.  Something doesn’t feel right.  I remember the dark witch’s words.  She isn’t in the bathroom.  I walk back into the bedroom.

Isra walks in with a large tray of food and a smile on her face.



“Master.”



She bows down.



“Do you know where Claudia is?”



Her head shoots up.



“No.  Master.  I came to bring you both breakfast.”



“Where the fuck is she?”



My voice raising several decibels by the time I finish the question.



“Master, I…”



Before she finishes her sentence, Shareezah bursts into my room.



She bows down immediately.  “Master, I saw your human with Korsno earlier.  They were walking through the western caverns.”



“Korsno?  Was she struggling?  Is she hurt?  That fucker, what does he think he is doing?”



“No, Master.  They both looked jovial.”



I feel the familiar feeling of rage course through me.



“Take me to where you saw them last. Now.”



“Of course.  My Lord.”




∞∞∞




We searched everywhere in and around the western cavern. I couldn’t find Claudia or Korsno.  I got little else out of Shareezah, which was the entire purpose of this trip, so I dismissed her.  I need to think and then use my sigil to locate Korsno.  My demons do not know the full extent of my powers for this very reason.



We are created from unpredictable fire and I trust no one.  Especially not a demon of deception.  As for Shareezah, she is simply driven by her nature of being a succubus.  She needs my cock like a drug to leech scraps power from me.



I transport back to my room.  It’s no use trying to quell my fury.  I cannot help but picture Claudia and Korsno laughing together.  No doubt much like Harriet and her husband had after banishing me.



I take my sword and the sheath attaching it to my hip.



It’s time to go hunting.



Using my sigil, I feel Korsno’s location as I transport myself to him.



As I see the location is forming, I see we are still in Hell but from knowing my domain, it smells like the Eastern caverns.  I feel the intense hatred and fury ooze out of me as I see the scene in front of me.



They are lying on the bed together. He is wrapped around her as she sleeps.



“Get up.”



I roar at them.



Korsno awakens with a jolt.



“Master.  I can explain.  She begged me to take her away from you.  To take her back to her home.”



I glance back at Claudia, who is still asleep.



“You think I believe you?  That you would do anything you didn’t want to do?”



“She offered herself to me, Master.  I was weak.  Please, forgive me.”



I see the fear on his ugly, twisted face.



Now that I can believe.  Korsno is  weak willed, which is why he is a low level demon.



He crawls off the bed and prostrates to me.



“You are nothing, Korsno.  I would have elevated your status as you found her.  Now all you have is your demise created by your own doing.”



I pull my sword out of its sheath and swing it across his neck, instantly separating it from his body.  The blood that spreads out of his body looks more black than a dark red covers my sword.  Using the bedsheet to clean my sword, I slide it back into its sheath.



I scent the room.  I smell his release, but not Claudia’s.  She made the wrong fucking choice trying to escape from me.  Deceit and deception are ingrained in her lineage.



She is going to realise a cage is the least of her worries.





Chapter 18




Claudia





M

 y mouth feels dry when I wake up. I try to open my eyes but fail.  I try to remember what happened.  We were at the banquet last night.  Then…nothing.  I open my eyes.  I blink several times to see if what I am seeing is still there.

I look around me.  I’m in a dungeon, but instead of it being a stone one, it’s made up like the rest of hell in a sandy red cave.  My wrists are chained to a wall above my head and I’m sitting upright on the ground.  I look down at myself.  I shouldn’t really be surprised that I’m naked.  The whole nudist lifestyle is not something that I am sold on. I’m still looking around, trying to figure out what happened since last night.  I remember Isra taking me to the hall and after that; I remember nothing.



I just keep hitting a wall.  It feels like something is blocking my memory.  The harder I try, the more it hurts.  My head is throbbing, like the worst hangover I have ever had times fifty.



The door flies open and Asmodeus stands there.  He has his sword attached to him. He wears all black clothing today.  This doesn’t bode well for me.   I look up at his furious face.  He looks like the same Asmodeus I met when I first came to Hell.



“What happened?  How long was I unconscious for?”



He sneers at me.



“Why don’t you tell me?”



“I don’t know.  The last thing I remember is Isra taking me to the banquet hall.”



Fuck, my head is still throbbing in pain.



“Your lies won’t fucking work with me, Claudia.  As you humans say, I have been there, done that and bought the fucking t-shirt.”



“Asmodeus,  I have no clue what you are talking about.  I have told you I remember nothing other than Isra taking me to the hall and then waking up here.”



“That’s fucking convenient for you, Claudia, but not for me.  You stay here until you confess.”



I gape at him, my mouth falling open.



Is he serious?



I close my eyes. The pain in my head combined with the pain in the ass in front of me is too much to deal with right now.



I don’t open my eyes till I hear the door slam again.



I wince at the noise as it rings around in my head.



I’m left there for what feels like hours.  I feel whatever has taken place it’s taken me further back than the time I was in the cage.  At least, that was comfortable.



The door opens. I look up, hoping it’s not Asmodeus, as I still have a throbbing head.



Isra pokes her head in the door.  Pushing the door open, she was holding a tray of food.



“Mis…Claudia, are you well?”



I give her a lop-sided smile.



“I’ve been better, Isra.  Are you okay?”



She nods her head enthusiastically.



“What happened, Claudia?”



My shoulders sag down and I lose my smile.



“I don’t know, Isra.  All I remember is you getting me ready and taking me to the hall.  After that, I remember nothing.  I have been trying for hours to remember, but the harder I try, the more my head hurts.  It’s still throbbing.  Do you know if you have any human painkillers down here?”



She sits on the floor next to me.  She has a sad expression on her face.



“Master is not doing well with this.  Please know I will try to find out what happened.  It is going to take some time.  When the King is this furious, nothing can be changed and he cannot be reasoned with.”



I purse my lips together and try not to let my tears fall.  I got through 3 days alone in the cage.  I can get past this.  ‘Master’ can go fuck himself.



I nod my head slowly.



“Thank you, Isra.  You’re my only hope left in this dismal hellhole.”



She makes light small talk as she feeds me my food.  She asks if I need to use the bucket.  A fucking bucket!  I don’t know when she will be back, so I use it to do a pee.  It’s humiliating. She has to clean me since I’m chained to the wall.  She said she will get some water and she can give me a wash later.  My head felt better after some food and water but she said she will find out if there are any human painkillers that are safe for a baby.



I only know how many days it has been because of the number of meals.  It’s been three weeks since they have left me to rot in this dungeon.  I no longer speak.  I really have nothing to say.  The chains have rubbed my wrists raw.  Isra has tried wrapping material around my wrists, but it doesn’t help the pain.



My belly seems to have popped out a little.  I know it can’t be from the food or lack of exercise because I don’t have my usual healthy appetite.  It is the weirdest thing, as I’m technically just over 3 weeks pregnant.  I try harder now, knowing it is my baby that’s making an appearance.  I talk to it constantly.  I had never thought of having children.  I could barely take care of myself.  Now I dream of giving my child everything I wanted as a child and being the most loving mother I can be.  I never, ever, want my baby to think it is unwanted or unloved.



My baby gives me hope, my little buddy makes me smile.



So no matter how sick I feel in my heart, I force myself to eat.





Chapter 19




Asmodeus





I

 make my way from the hall to my bedroom.  Another fucking day done.  I push my door open and see Shareezah lying naked on my bed.  This little cunt just doesn’t get the message.  I walk into my room, ignoring her as I hang up my sword and head to the bathroom.

After washing the day away, I go back into my room.  She is still lying there now with a smile on her face as she draws a pattern on the bedsheet with her finger.



“Master, how may I please you?”



“By fucking off out of my room.”



She sits upright now.



“Master,  I implore you to let me help you forget about that traitorous human bitch.”



I calmly walk up to my bed and grab her neck.  I squeeze till her red face goes a delicate purple colour.  Then I squeeze some more.



“Master!”



I sigh and let go of the tedious cunt’s neck.  Shareezah scrambles off the bed, holding her throat while gasping and coughing all at the same time.



“Yes.  Isra, what is it?”



“Master, if I may speak to you alone.”



I watch Isra give Shareezah a hard glare.



Shareezah simply runs out of my room, still holding onto her throat.



Isra goes back to the door and looks out of it before closing it.



“Master, I don’t think Claudia is doing very well.  Can I at least give her a proper bath and dress her wrists?”



“Have you treated her wrists?”



“Yes, Master.”



“Give her a bath, but she remains cuffed.  Get the guard to add another chain to the cavern wall.”



“Thank you, Master.”



She turns to leave.



“Isra?”



“Yes, Master.”



She turns to face me again.



“Has she confessed to anything yet?”



She looks at me for a moment, then shakes her head.



“Master,  I do not think she has anything to confess.”



She says softly before leaving my room.



I haven’t been to see Claudia in the dungeons.  I know if I go, I will weaken and let her out.  She needs to stay there till she tells me the truth.  Isra is caring for her needs to ensure my babe is well.




∞∞∞




I sit back on my throne, tapping the armrest.  Watching everyone.  Feeling the anger burn inside of me.  I see at the doorway of the hall Isra and Shareezah in a heated argument.  It’s been nearly two months since I banished Claudia to the dungeons.  Unbeknownst to her, I have been going to her dungeon every night.  Isra got her a longer chain to allow some freedom and a small pallet for her to sleep on.



She still claims she knows nothing.



I watch as Shareezah attempts to take a swipe at Isra, but being a lot smaller, Isra doesn’t need to duck much to miss it.   I decide to make my way over to them.  I know which one of them is slippery, little bastard, so I grab Shareezah by the scruff of her neck, holding her up.



“Talk.”



“Master, I think she has something to do with Claudia not being able to remember anything.”



“She is lying.  You little bitch.  I’m going to kill you.”



“I overheard her bragging to Targo about how she got rid of Korsno and Claudia and how her way for elevation was clear now.”



“You know Shareezah, I was so bored tonight.  Thank you for giving me something to do.  Guts, gore and pain.  That is what I am in the mood for tonight.”




∞∞∞




By the end of the night.  I have her guts, gore and her pain.  I also have realisation and understanding of the dark witch’s parting words.  The fear and remorse I feel are like nothing I have ever felt before.  I’m a demon.  I do not have regrets.



Till now.





Chapter 20




Claudia





I

 snuggle into my pallet and covers.  God.  I love Isra.  She has been my little red knight in shining armour.

Fuck men.



I caress my stomach which is looking more like a five-month bump than a two-month bump.  I have a feeling this will be a quick pregnancy.  I can feel little fluttering movements already.  I’m not a pregnancy expert, but I know that is supposed to happen a lot later.  I still feel amazed that my little tiny, itty bitty baby makes itself known to me.



He or she has kept me going all this time.  I don’t know what is going to happen when it is time to give birth, but if anyone try's to take my child away from me, Hell or not, I will rip everyone apart with my bare hands.



I do nothing all day long, yet I’m exhausted by nightfall.  My little munchkin likes to suck out all my energy.  I feel my eyes drift shut.  Sending a good night and my love to my baby while stroking my tummy, I fall asleep.




∞∞∞




I wake up stretching.  Something feels different.  The heavy manacles around my wrists are gone.  I’m lying on a soft bed.  I pull the covers down my shoulders to look at where I am.  Sure enough, I’m in the Demon King’s bedroom.  He sits on a chair in the corner, watching me from the shadows. I haven’t seen him since I woke up with no memory.  He still looks the same other than he has grown a beard.  His yellow eyes look brighter as he is sitting in a dark corner, like a creeper.



“Claudia.  I…We found the culprit who planned your abduction.  You were in a manner possessed, but the demon who possessed you took away some of your memories.”



“I’m sorry.  I’m sorry for the way I have treated you.  I’m sorry for laying what your ancestors did to me at your door. Most of all, I’m sorry for keeping you in the dungeons for so long.”



“Who did this to me?”



“Korsno and Shareezah.”



“I don’t know them or recognise their names.”



“Korsno is the one was with me the first time I took you.  Shareezah is a succubus demon who needed you out of the way, so she could rule beside me.”



I frown.  I don’t understand what or why they did this.



“What did gargoyle get out of this then?”



I see Asmodeus’s face harden.



“He was supposed to get you out of the bargain.  To use, punish, torture and kill.”



“They are both dead now.  Nothing will ever harm you again.  I will take steps to ensure this.”



“How did this all come to light?”



“Isra suspected Shareezah.  I saw them arguing.”



My little red friend.  She truly had my back.  She is worth a thousand demons and another thousand humans.



The disgusting gargoyle comes back into my mind.



“Did the gargoyle do anything to me while I was unconscious?”



“No, when I found you.  You were both naked in bed.  I could scent he had cum but not inside or on you.”



I cover my mouth, trying to swallow down the feeling of nausea.  Fucking disgusting gargoyle prick.



As I sit upright, I put my hands in my lap and tuck the covers under my arms. I look down at the scarring around my wrists.   I look at the patterns they created.  I think of all the ways people had me chained.  The church, my ties to my family, working for a pittance to my employers and a signed contract, handing over what little I had left to Asmodeus.



I know what I have to do for my child and what I have to do for myself.



“What do you want from me, Asmodeus?”



“I want us to be a family, Claudia.  I’m sorry for what I did in anger.  I will do anything to make it up to you.  This will never happen again, I promise. I will listen and I will learn.”



I am still looking down at my wrists.  I feel the bed move and I brace myself.  I don’t want his touch or anyone else’s.



“You know, the church always felt I should be grateful they took me in, orphan Annie.  So they expected me to jump each time they called upon me.  To abide by their faith, no questions asked.  I spent my life obsessed with finding my family, you know how that turned out.  I took jobs where people treated me like I was scum.”



I look up at him.  His eyes are on mine and his expression is somber.



“You.  You came and took what was left of me.  Of my body and my soul.  I want you to destroy my contract and let me go home.”



He rears back off the bed and stands up.



“No. No.  You will not take my child from me.”



“Sorry?  Is this the same child you didn’t give a fuck about because it was inside me for two months?  You don’t get to play father of the year card.  Give me what I want or we are done.”



I hear him pace up and down the room before I hear him let out a roar, slamming the room door shut.



Yeah.



It fucking sucks to be cornered and having your choices taken from you.





Chapter 21




Asmodeus





I

 let out a roar of anger and frustration.  I storm out of the room, slamming the door behind me.  I am furious at being played by my own demons and my self-doubts, enabling them to have played me so easily.








“It is time to fully let go of your past so you may embrace your future.  Remember, actions have consequences.  You can only bend an item so much before it breaks under the pressure.”




“FUUUUUCKKKKKKK!”



I roar out aloud.



I see some demons out of the corner of my eye scurrying away in fear.



I grip my horns with both hands.



Fuck.  This is all my doing.  The dark witch warned me.  I saw the scars on her wrists; I gave those scars to her.  I did the same to her as what was done to me.  I am no better than the ones I hated for so long.



How can I be alive for so long and still be this idiotic?  I had everything in the palm of my hand.



If this was a test, I failed it miserably.



I could have gone to her at any point and talked to her.  My bruised pride and my past kept me from seeing her or what I thought was weakness.  I left Isra to look after her, trusting she will care for Claudia and my child.  Claudia’s words going through my mind.  She is right about what she said.



I close my eyes.  I may have lost what I thought was a young and pure love all those years ago.  Nothing and no one will compare to me losing Claudia and my babe.



I sigh.



It’s time.



I need to face up to the consequences of the actions I knowingly took.





Chapter 22




Claudia





I

 feel like a different person.  Not only because I am wearing underwear and clothes again.  I marched into the lawyer’s office demanded they ensure probate is logged with the courts and  done within a week or they will be fired then sued.  So I got all the estate, funds and other assets transferred into my name.  I won’t need to worry about working for a long time.

I won’t let anyone use and abuse me or my good nature anymore.  The church came to my door in the form of Sister Margaret and demanded to know where I had been, and they had been struggling to get someone like myself, subservient.



How selfish of me?  I told them I had been in Hell for a two months and I was now carrying the Demon King’s spawn and I loved fucking him.



I think I have a little devil in me, as I loved the flabbergasted look on her face as I slammed my door in her face.



They didn’t come back to my door to guilt trip me into being their free labour in the name of religion.



I’m sure it won’t be long before they come and try to exorcise the demon within me or worse, try to save my soul.  I will answer to God, not the church.



As much as my stay in Hell had not been pleasant, it had taught me more in two months than my entire life.



I look around at what I have achieved.  I have the most beautiful nursery set up.  It’s mostly in white with some splashes of pink through it.  I think back to when I was leaving Hell.




We watch the contract burn.





“I will transport you back home.”





I swallow.





“When?”





“When do you want to go?”





“If I can get some clothes, I would like to leave now, please.  Can you remove your mark  from my back?”





“Yes.  You will look after our daughter?”





I put my hand on my stomach the other goes over my mouth.





“We are having a girl?”





He walks over to the bed.  He puts his hand on top of mine.  I suck my breath in and quickly pull my hand out from under his.





He rubs his hand on my protruding belly.





“Can I…?”





I can’t speak.  I nod my head slightly.





He pulls the covers out from under my arms and looks at my belly before rubbing it with both his hands.





“I’m sorry.” He whispers.





I don’t think he is saying it to me.





I bite my lip as the tears well up in my eyes, blurring my vision.





“Your clothes are on the bed.  I will be back.”





He left me to compose myself and put some clothes on before he sent me home.




“Claudia?  Are you alright?”



I clear my throat.



“I’m fine Isra.”



I asked Asmodeus if Isra could come with me.  He readily agreed.  He used a sigil to put a glamour spell on her.  Her powers are not significant. She looks like a human being now. She ended up going from red to a light brown, her dark hair a lighter brown now, her all black eyes are a dark brown, she is still only around 4 feet, though.  I’m still working on her fashion sense. Which is saying something, considering my own is atrocious.  I binned most of my baggy clothes and got normal jeans, shorts, skirts and tops.



I reach for her hand.  Smiling at her to reassure her.  She worries too much about me already.



“Are you ready to be Aunt Isra?”



“Yes! Yes.  I cannot wait.”



She squeezes the life out of my hand.  I chuckle, loving her enthusiasm.



“I can’t wait to meet her in only three months’ time,  yet time seems to go so slowly.”



I rub my belly, which has only grown.  Isra had told me that to carry my baby girl to full term will only take six months.  I was more happy than surprised. I already knew my girl was growing fast.




∞∞∞




Another month passes by.  Now I have a slight waddle in my walk.  I only have one month left to meet my baby girl.  I’m so glad Isra is with me. She has really come out of her shell.  I loved seeing her flourish.  I have asked her if she wants to study or do anything else while she is here.  She said maybe later, just now she wants to be close to me and the baby.



We have her scan pictures laminated on the fridge so we can see her every day.  As the time gets closer, I can’t help but think of her father. I wish he could have seen her or met her.  I know he is banished from earth.  He had a small window of time on earth when he came to find me and that was aided with magic.



Isra has already offered if I want to go back to Hell for a visit. She can take me.  I am just scared if I go back and he tries to cage me or keep me there again through trickery.  It breaks my heart my little girl won’t know her daddy.  We just need to be enough for her.



I glance over at Isra, who is putting together a moussaka.  Baby Astara loves her aunt’s moussaka.  The doorbell rings.



“I will get it, Isra.  I’m so hungry I might start chewing on your arm soon.”



She giggles as she carries on layering all the yummy goodness together.



I waddle to the door, looking into the peephole.



I see Asmodeus.  In his human form.



I swing open the door.



He still looks the same as he did all those months ago. The only difference is instead of having human eyes, he has yellow eyes.



He gives me a devilish smile.



He looks so strange in his human form I got used to his demon form.



He is looking at my belly now, his eyes wide.



“How did you get to come back?”



“I contacted Baziel and told him the truth of what happened all those years ago.  I told him I am reformed and I want to go see my Queen.  He lifted the banishment spell and here I am.”



I raise an eyebrow at the word Queen.



“Come in. We were just making dinner.  Well, Isra was.  I was watching her.”



I move aside to let him in.



Instead of coming inside, he pushes me up against the doorway.



“I missed you.”



He puts his hands on my belly.  Gently stroking it up and down.



“Both of you.”



He kisses my cheeks before kissing my mouth.



“Who was...Master!”



Isra immediately kneels before him.



“Get up Isra, he is in our house!”



She lets out a snort but still won’t get up.



“She is right. Get up, Isra.”



She looks up and I can see she is happy to see Asmodeus.



“I will make the rest of dinner. You both sit and talk.”



She runs back towards the kitchen.



Asmodeus takes a hold of my hand and leads me to the living room.  He sits me on the sofa before taking a seat beside me.



“When does our daughter make her appearance?”



“Four weeks and two days.”



I can’t stop looking at him.  He looks like my Asmodeus, but he doesn’t.  Only when I look at his eyes do I feel like it really is him.



“You don’t like my human form?”



“It’s just that I got used to seeing you in your true form.”



“You prefer my demon form?”



He looks shocked.



I nod my head, giving him a small smile.



“It showed your canvas through time, the real you.”



He clears his throat.  While pulling on the collar of his shirt.



“Claudia, I don’t want to be away from you or our baby.  I will never treat you so callously ever again.  I have had a lot of time to think of how and why I got to the stupid conclusions I did.  How I reacted and letting everything fester instead of being mature and discussing things through with you.  I want you to know how much I regret everything you have suffered through my hands.”



“Will you tell me what my ancestors did to you?  I need to understand.”



“Can I hold you?”



I nod.



He toes off his shoes.  Leaning back onto the sofa with one leg on the floor and one behind me.  He pulls me onto his chest.  Putting one hand on our daughter and the other around my waist.  He starts from the very beginning of the day he met Harriet.



We talk for hours.  Isra brought our food and even took away our dishes while we still talked.



I was yawning.



“I will leave.  I can come back tomorrow?”



I cover my mouth as I yawn again.



“You can sleep on the sofa.  I don’t have any beds in the spare rooms yet.”



I’ve never seen a man look so happy about sleeping on a sofa.



I get the extra bedding from the closet and give it to him.



He takes it from me, putting it on the sofa.  He pulls me into an embrace.  Holding me close, belly and all.  He rubs my belly and Astara chooses that moment to kick or elbow him.



He pulls back and looks down at me, then my belly.  With a look of awe on his face.  I forget he has missed all this.



“I…was that…can I see?”



I pull my top up.  I can’t see much because my breasts are in my way.  I can’t see much of anything.  I can’t remember the last time I saw my feet properly.



He sits back down on the sofa and pulls me between his legs.  He strokes my belly.  I feel his lips on where Astara kicked.



“Thank you.  For sharing and for having me here.  I won’t let you down, Claudia.”  He finishes with a determined tone of voice.



Only time will tell.





Chapter 23




Asmodeus





I

 toss and turn on the lumpy sofa.  The bed is on order, but the delivery has been delayed.  It’s been two weeks since I came.  I am desperate to sleep with Claudia.  Not for sex.  I mean, that would be a bonus being back inside her hot pussy.   Just to hold her and Astara at night.  I love the name Claudia chose for our daughter.  It is perfect.  She chose it because she said it reminded her of my name and it means Star in Greek.  Astara is our bright little star.

The first night, I told her my entire story.  She is the first person I have fully told it to.  From the beginning till the end.  She is cautious and wants to take her time, but I feel she understood me better. I am willing to wait for her till the end of time.  I waited over three thousand years to meet her.  I won’t ever take her for granted again.  I still have to reign the bastard in me at times.  She doesn’t hesitate in speaking her mind either.  I smile at how much she has changed in such a short period.



Sixteen days till I can hold my little Astara in my arms.



I am content.



My family is my peace.




∞∞∞




“You will get the fucking doctor here right now.  I command it!”



The nurse blinks at me, then laughs in my face.



Fucking. Laughs. In. My. Face.



I hear another snigger.



I look down at Claudia, who is doing the same.  Albeit whilst holding her stomach.



My anger leaves me and my face softens looking at her.



I go back to her side and hold her hand tight, bringing her palm to my lips and kissing it.



“Are you okay?”



“I will be fine when they dish out the drugs.”



I hear the nurse grunt.



Fuck her.




∞∞∞




I will not fucking cry.  She is the most beautiful being I have ever seen.  I cannot take my eyes off from her.  She has our dark hair.  I think she will have her mother’s green eyes.  I can see no taint on her.  I feel the bright light in her soul.  Just like her mother.  My bright little Astara.



“Let me hold her.”



I hold her closer to my chest.



“Asmodeus, you are being ridiculous.  She needs milk soon.  How is she going to nurse from your chest?”



I lift my head, narrowing my eyes at Claudia.



“She isn’t crying for food yet.”  I whisper.



“Argh.  I have explained this to you. I need to put her into a routine.  That starts with feeding, sleeping and timings.  We need to start early with her, so it’s not so hard for her later.”



“But she is so tiny.”



I frown. It seems so cruel.



I hear Claudia snigger.



She will not be laughing in a few weeks’ time when I fuck the laughter out of her.




∞∞∞




“You’re sure about this?  This is what you want?”



“Yes.  I’m done.  I know what I want.  The current arrangement in Hell is working for everyone.  They don’t need me.”



“Isra is safe with us?  There are no repercussions for any of us?”



“Yes.  She is. No repercussions.  I will protect all of you.  There is something I need to speak to you about, though.”



“You remember I burned the contract?”  I look at her lying on the bed.  Her hair flowing everywhere.  Astara is playing with her mother’s hair on the bed beside her.



She looks up from her to nod her head.



“The dark witch told me she can bind our souls together for eternity.  It means we share our souls together.  This will transfer some of my power to you. More importantly, it means we live together for as long our lifespans will allow.”



“Together?  With all of our children?”



I love that she is already thinking of more.  It’s something I have been thinking of as well.  I wanted her to heal fully beforehand.  Astara is only four weeks old.




∞∞∞




“This is the longest I have gone without sex since my existence.”



“Poor you.  It’s only been six months.  I did without it for years.”



Claudia rolls her eyes at me.



Isra has Astara tonight.  She is in love with our baby as much as we are.  How I could have thought she was so insignificant was beyond me.  My Claudia seen her worth a long time before I ever did.



“Why don’t you lie down? I will show you some of what you missed.”



I give her my devilish grin.



Since we are now soul bound, we have forever.





Epilogue





22 Years Later…






M

 y Queen lies on the bed sprawled out, the covers half on and half off her.  I look at her face and she is sound asleep.  I should take a picture of her to show the small bit of drool there, but she might smack my phone on my face.

My feisty little bitch.



I got my mark on her again.  It just says Property Of Asmodeus on it now with a large heart with our children’s names scripted inside.  I have the same of her but on my chest with our children’s names.  Mine is blue so it could stand out from my sigils.



Our youngest is only 7 months old.  We have fourteen children now.  Each time we keep saying this is our last, but neither of us can stop.  Just one more…



Our beautiful Astara has many of my powers.  Some of the others are beginning to show and some will come in time.  Our youngest is a wily little character.  I think he is all me.  He exhausts me, but delights Claudia.  How I could have ever doubted this woman is beyond me.  I never made that mistake again.



We haven’t aged, so we moved to avoid the locals suspicion. We live in a stunning villa in the south of France now.  We won’t need to move for a while.



I pull the sheet off Claudia. She mumbles in her sleep.



I never tire of this woman. Or looking at her beautiful round ass. I lick my lips.



Grabbing some lube from the bedside cabinet.  I gently part her ass as I squirt half the tube onto her ass. The other half will go on my cock.  With my size, we have to buy this shit in bulk.  We don’t have much time till Aiden wakes up.



I shove a pillow under Claudia’s hips.



I push my finger in her ass.  I smile as she pushes her ass back onto me.  It took her a while to take my cock, but I worked diligently to make sure she loved it.  Using more of the lube, pushing it into her tight little hole, I push two fingers into her.  Slowly fucking her asshole.  Just watching her little rosebud swallow up my fingers is enough to almost undo me.



I use the remainder of the tube and lube up my straining cock.



I push three fingers into her.



“Asmodeus…”



“Yes.”



“Aiden will…”



“I’ve checked on him.  He is sleeping. The monitor is on.”



She turns to look at me, giving me a devilish smile.  Before she pushes back onto my hand.  I look at her stunning sleepy green eyes. Her hair is everywhere.



I’m the luckiest fucking demon in all the realms.



I pull my fingers out.



Her hole is gaping open now.



I push the tip of my cock inside of her.  Closing my eyes as her tight hole grips my cock.  I push her legs open wider as I lodge my knees under her thighs.  I want to watch my cock fill her hole up.  Pulling her ass cheeks apart, I watch as I slowly push further into her when I am at the halfway mark.  I can see her legs trembling and her breathing increase in speed.  She tries to push back onto me, but I hold her hips.



“No, my little breeding whore.  You don’t get to decide how I fuck your tight little asshole.”



With that I thrust hard, shoving the rest of my cock inside her.



She lets out a cry.



“I want all of your fingers inside your cunt, Claudia.  I want to fucking feel them against my cock.”



Her hand disappears under her hips and I feel her little fingers against my cock.



“Push them up against my cock as I fuck your ass.”



I grip her ass cheeks as I slowly fuck in and out of her stretched asshole



Her face is in the pillow as she moans and says something which is completely incoherent.



I keep pulling my cock back and ramming into her; the lube making me slide easily in and out of her fuckhole.



My balls are getting tighter. I use her ass cheeks to move with me in rhythm.  I feel my power flowing into her. I want her to cum so hard she squeezes the cum up from my balls.



“Ready to cum for me, my little whore?  You love having all your holes filled up.  I’m going to fuck my cum in you so deep you will be leaking it out all fucking week.”



I slam into her as her ass tightens around me.



I thrust another two times till she screams into her pillow.  Her ass squeezing my cock so hard I can’t move.  I feel myself let go as my cock jerks while my cum explodes deep into her ass.  She shoves her ass further back onto me until my balls rest on her cheeks.



I’m still filling her asshole up as I groan from the intensity of my release.



I collapse on top of her.  My cock is still buried deep in her hole.  Keeping my hands on either side of her, kissing her head and nipping her shoulder.



We are both still panting for several moments.



“I love that after all these years, you are still a filthy bastard.”



“Don’t worry, I love that after all these years, you are still my little breeding whore.”



She lets out a giggle.  I didn’t know what life was without my love. 



I hope she never changes.














The End.






Afterword


Hello Lovelies,



I have a confession.  I didn't want to finish with this Dirty Demon & Claudia.  I had to go back and extend the ending. 



I will miss them.



I was excited to get to this Monster series.  Why?  Because they don't have the same rules as us!  I could stretch out into the unknown.  But be warned these are horrid monsters to begin with.



I hope you enjoyed this book and will enjoy the next three showcasing some of the more animalistic characteristics in our Psychos.  As always thank you for your kind words and continued support.



Stay Happy & Stay Healthy,



All my Love,



LoveBite Shorts xXx
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