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Demon Bound

Everyone in the kingdom has a job that they do. Their way of getting by. The merchants flow in with their caravans selling what they can for a few gold pieces before packing up and heading to the next settlement. The butcher makes his cuts. The alchemist mixes his ingredients.

The innkeeper provides a room, a warm meal, a place to rest one’s head. The barmaid serves the drinks. Everyone’s doing something. And what I’m doing… is well… the patrons of said inn.

I am one of the few real reasons any of these men even visit this inn. There’s plenty of inns and taverns in a kingdom this size. Plenty of places to grab a drink or a slab of meat to chow down on. But here at the Purring Kitty Inn, food and drink isn’t the only thing on the menu and certainly isn’t what attracts travelers, warriors, and all others who require their most basic and primal needs met.

I also live here, at the Purring Kitty. A room is provided to me. So long as I keep entertaining men, I get to keep the room, no charge. On top of that, I keep whatever I charge my visitors. A very sweet deal. The owner of the Inn, Nathaniel, knows us girls are a big reason why he gets so many customers and he treats us right. There’s a lot of girls who do the sort of thing we do here, girls who would kill for a room at the Purring Kitty. You gotta be hot stuff to land a deal like this. Now, I’m not saying I’m some sexy goddess that with one look can put men on their knees or anything. I’m cute, sure. But the real reason I secured myself a spot here isn’t because of my looks. It’s because I’m willing to do what a lot of these other girls aren’t.

See, most of them, they do it for the money. Which Is all well good, I like gold pieces too. But it’s not just the money I enjoy. I enjoy the work, like really enjoy it. Sure I get called a slut or a whore by the more uppity crowd of the kingdom. I get looked down on by both the nobles and the clergy. But that just excites me all the more. Slut… whore… damn right I am. And I love it, baby.

I always saw myself as willing to do or try anything. Fun is fun, new experiences? Why not give them a shot. I didn’t think I had limits. But when a man unlike any other came for a visit for the first time, those limits were going to be tested. It happened like this…

The night started off like most others. I hung around the first floor of the inn, listening to the mingling words of the patrons around me. Keeping an eye and ear out for any potential partners. When I saw a guy eating and drinking alone, I knew I found one. He looked pretty rough, hair a mess, clothes disheveled, a sword sheathed and hanging on his hip. Just what I was looking for. A fighter, one of the King’s foot soldiers. Definitely low ranked. Perfect, all of the looks and strength of a warrior with non of the annoying ego and pride.

I made my way over to his table and sat myself down. When you’ve been at this as long as I have you find your confidence.

“Hey soldier,” I said, giving him the eye of a woman in wanting.

He picked his head up out of his plate, “how’d you know I’m a soldier?” He asked, taking a bite of mutton and then scratching his beard.

“You got the look. If you’ve lived here as long as I have you can read people pretty well.”

“Useful skill,” he took another bite. Someone less skilled than I might assume he was disinterested. A common mistake. A soldier back from battle has only one thing on his mind, the desire for a good meal and a full belly. But once that need is met, the very next thing on their mind is a woman. And I was ready for that moment. The very second his stomach was filled and satiated he’d find himself with a hunger only I could fill.

“Certainly proved useful for me… So tell me how’re things on the front?” I asked. It’s a beautiful thing, meeting a first-time warrior back from battle. That bright-eyed innocence, that thrill of anticipation to prove one’s worth, it means nothing once they return home. Their eyes reflect naught but the painful reality of risking one’s only life for a King who sent them off to their death.

“It’s shit… it’s all shit…” He wiped his mouth with the cloth napkin.

“Tell me about it,” I rested my chin on my palm and looked dreamily into those eyes glazed over by the terrors of war.

“You really want to know?” He said, ripping meat off the bone of some unknown animal with his teeth.

“That’s what I’m here for. Nobody in this fucking kingdom gives a damn about another poor soldier… so tell me.”

“Yeah? And how much do you cost?”

A smirk etched its way upon my lips, I liked him… “Much less than what I offer. Tell me, I’m all ears. Everyone has a story.”

He dropped the bone onto the plate and cleared his throat, wiping his mouth this time on the back of his wrist, “Everyone has a story…” He took a moment to chew on these words, sucking out their meaning fully before swallowing them. “But not everyone can tell it.”

“Too hard?” I asked. I would understand, as best as I could anyway.

He shook his head, “No. The one whose story needs to be told can not speak it.”

Why was he being so cryptic? You don’t see that in soldiers. Not to be mean but… mostly they’re dense and brutish at worse and plain at their best.

“He’s dead… lanced right through the throat, right in front of me,” said the soldier. His face tensed, he was fighting back the pain. Fighting to keep that pain from turning into anger, and fighting his fear that his pain may turn to sadness. Anger is generally accepted amongst his kind, but sadness… that’s a weakness. Yet I had a feeling he didn’t particularly see it that way.

“Who?”

“My brother. Looked up to him. Became a warrior just as he did. When we were sent to the front together… it was the happiest I felt in a long time… to be by his side…” He clutched the discarder bone on his plate, his knuckles turning white. “And as he fell and I looked down at him for the last time… I wasn’t looking down at him, his head barely still attached, blood soaking into the earth. No, I was looking down on a world that cared for nothing.”

“And the man that killed him? Did he get away with it?” I expected he did, expected he was upset he was unable to avenge his brother’s death.

He continued with his story, “I dropped my sword. I wanted to see my brother’s killer. I grabbed his throat, his eyes swelling as I squeezed… this time as I looked down I did see my brother. I saw him in every lifeless body scattered on the battlefield. In disemboweled brutes. In bleeding knights screaming for their lives. And the only possible solace lies in ending their suffering quickly.”

I didn’t respond. I didn’t know how to. I’ve heard plenty of warriors tell their tales hundreds of times before. Puffing out their chests, relishing in the bodies left in their wake, flexing their arms, and asking if I’d like to squeeze it.

Breaking the silence between us, he spoke again, “All of it because our King-” He spat in his plate, “Doesn’t have enough gold. So I’ll ask again, how much do you cost.”

A strange mix of emotions surged inside of me. I couldn’t quite pinpoint what though. Pity? Heartache? Respect? He was different, he thought differently, felt the world differently. How much do I cost?

“Nothing,” I said.

“So you’re a charitable whore then…” He scoffed. I wasn’t sure if it was a question or a snide remark.

“Love isn’t charity,” I placed a hand on his. He was clutching the bone all the while and for the first time let it drop back onto his plate.

“You love me?” He made no effort to hide his amusement.

“No… but… maybe someone should try.”

“Try all you want. Just don’t expect the same from me.”

I shrugged my shoulders and stood up, fair enough. I moved behind him and placed a hand on his back, he glanced nervously around the room eyeing the other patrons. Nerves, I figured. First time with a girl of my standing maybe.

I nudged my elbow into his ribs, “What you’re looking for is right here,” I leaned in, my bosom in his face. He smiled, the first time I’ve seen him do so.

He may have had his doubts but he followed me upstairs to my room all the same. I reclined myself down on the bed resting my cheek on my palm, smiling as he watched me. The light of the flickering candles illuminating my supple flesh. I teased my fingers at the hem of my dress, easing it up the length of my legs exposing more and more. I gripped my thigh and bit my lip waiting for him to come join me.

He swished his fingers through his lush dark hair, “What’s your name?” He asked.

“Does it matter?” Most men who follow me into this room leave without ever learning my name.

“Shouldn’t it?” He sat on the edge of the bed.

“Not according to most… it’s Adelaide.”

“Adelaide… I’m Kade,” he placed his hand on my calf.

I rolled from my side onto my back, spreading my legs a bit. What was he waiting for? Surely not to learn my name.

“This your first time? With a woman, I mean. I’ve heard the stories of what you soldiers do in the barracks when you can’t get to a girl.”

He grimaced.

“Hey, I’m not going to judge. I get it. Needs need to be met, right?”

He ignored my insinuation, “My second time. There was this girl in the village I grew up in.”              

I took his hand in mine and slid it up my leg. Over my calf and across my thigh, “Then you know that this,” I picked up his hand, “Should already be here,” I pressed his palm against my panties. Together we rubbed. His fingers rolling over my panties, over my pussy and clit. He crawled his way on top of me. His chest held over mine, his lips inches from mine. I took my hand off his and held it to his back.

With just a little push in the right direction, the primal drive inside of Kade had awakened. He pulled my panties down my legs and tossed them onto the floor. His fingers teased over my clit while he brought his lips to my neck. He sucked at the soft flesh of my neck, my breathing deepened. He nibbled and sucked at my neck.

“Mmm, that’s it… more…” I whispered into his ear. His hand moved faster as it slicked over my pussy, his fingers wet my juices. I dug my fingers into his strong back, feeling his cock stiffen as it pressed against my thigh.

I snuck my hand under his trousers and reached for his cock. Wrapping my nimble fingers around his thick shaft, I asked, “Is this all for me?”

His warm breath tickled my ear as he responded, “It’s all for you Adelaide.”

“Perfect,” I slid my hand from the base of his cock to the tip. Thick, long… certainly felt like a nice-sized cock. “Why don’t you take it out so I can get a better look at what I have got to work with?” I pulled my hand out.                                                                                                                             

I pulled his shirt off over his head while he shuffled his trousers off. I licked my lips, “That’s one yummy-looking cock. Bring that over here,” I tapped my lips with the tip of my finger. Kade settled his knees under my shoulder and brought the tip of his cock to my mouth. I opened my mouth and licked my wet tongue from the base to the tip. A drop of precum seeped out and rolled down his shaft which I happily licked up as well.

“Fuck, that’s nice,” Kade groaned.

“I know how to treat a cock,” I said, tapping his stiff dick against my tongue. “I know what a man wants.”

I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and sucked it in. My tongue flicking at the underside. I bobbed my head back and forth, sucking my way another inch deeper each time, filling my wet mouth with his nice cock.

“Gods, you really do,” Kade rested his hands on my cheeks, eyes looking into mine as I sucked. He shut his eyes and tensed the muscles in his face, the pleasure given by mouth reaching new heights inside of him. I eased up on his cock. I didn’t want him to finish too soon. With all the practice I’ve had, I’ve gotten quite skilled at knowing when to slow down and when to speed. Knew just how to keep a man right on the edge of where he most wanted to be.

I slid my mouth off his cock and wiped the spit dangling off my lips, “You better not cum yet. You haven’t even felt my pussy yet. You want to be inside this pussy, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck, absolutely.” Kade reached back and sliding his hand over my cunt slipped a finger inside my tight wet hole. He teased a second finger in, stretching my tight pussy open to fit it.

“You’re pretty good with those fingers of yours,” I grabbed his free hand and sucked his on his middle finger, “Mmm… but I bet your cock will feel even better.”

Kade plunged his fingers in deeper. I could tell by the sound of my wet cunt that it was ready to have his cock inside.

I hiked my dress up above my navel, grinding my hips in the air. I beckoned for him to give me more, “Come on baby, don’t you want to put it inside her?” I asked, slapping my palm against my juicy pussy.

Kade lifted my legs by the ankles and rested them on top of his shoulder, settling himself between them. With his cock in hand, soaked from my spit, he teased the tip up and down my slit. Kade pressed the tip of his cock in, lifting me by the hips he sunk himself in deeper. Sinking his cock in up to the base.

“Fuck baby… such a big cock,” I tossed my head back, my hands squeezing my breasts from over the dress.

Generally speaking, telling a patron about ‘what a big cock’ he has is just part of what you have to do. In Kade’s case, however, it wasn’t just words it was true. He did have a pretty big cock. Meaty and nicely shaped that fit so snug inside my tight pussy.

Kade eased his hips back and forth. Slow at first. Grunting with each push. “Fuck, that pussy feels good.”

“Keep going, baby. Fuck me harder,” I begged, pulling at my dress’s neckline. I yanked the front of my dress down, my full breasts spilling out.

Kade’s fingers dug into my thighs, mine into his back. He pumped his mighty cock harder. My tits bouncing with each thrust. I pinched my nipples between my fingers, tugging at my tits while Kade fucked my cunt.

“Mnn… fuck yes, just like that… keep going… don’t… don’t stop,” I whimpered, my body secured to the bed underneath the weight of him.

Kade’s animalistic grunting filled the air and my ears. Such a beautiful symphony. His grunts mixed with my moans while our sweaty bodies slapped together.

“Gods be damn, I want to fill your tight little cunt up,” Kade pressed his forehead to mine, his teeth clenched, sweat beading down his forehead.

“You better fucking not,” I growled back, my pussy tightening around his thick cock as his rough pounding brought upon a flickering ecstasy.

Kade pressed deeper inside, pounding into me from above, my knees forced back toward my ears as he had me practically folded in half.

“Then you better tell me where you want it because I’m gonna fucking cum,” Kade growled back, stuffing my pussy full of his meaty shaft.

“Right fucking here baby,” I pinched my nipples and squeezed my breasts together, “I want you to paint my tits with your load.”

A few more thrusts. Kade throbbed inside my contracting pussy as it gripped the shaft. He slipped his cock out and shifted himself over my chest, the tip of his hovering of my tits as he stroked. I swished the spit in my mouth around and spat on the tip. Kade rolled his fingers over my saliva and jerked himself faster, bringing himself to the edge of orgasm. He paused. Shoved his hips forward and let himself erupt. Warm cum streamed from his cock splattered onto my full plump tits. Kade’s thick load dripped down my cleavage, sticking between my breasts. A nice big yummy load all for me.

“Mmm, that’s what I wanted,” I said, rubbing his cum over my tits, “Look at all that cum.”

Taking deep breaths Kade rolled off me and onto his back, staring up at the ceiling he said, “I don’t know about love but that felt pretty fucking good.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself. Not everything has to be so gloomy.”

The door to my room swung open with a crash. Caught off guard Kade and I sat straight up.

I squeezed Kade’s thigh much harder than I realized and shouted, “What the hell are you doing. You’re going to have to wait if you want to-”

A guardsman rushed into the room. Grabbing my wrist he yanked me off the bed, “Out of the way whore. I’m not here for you.”

“Who the-” Before I could finish another followed in behind the guard. A tall man cloaked black, his face obscured, brought a finger to my lips gesturing for me to keep silent.

“Get off me,” Kade shouted, struggling against the guard.

“Quiet, traitor,” with an armored fist the guard backhanded Kade across the face, blood and spit spraying onto the pillow. The guard ripped Kade off the bed and shoved him to his knees. Another to blow to the face. As quick as he entered, the guard left, dragging Kade behind with him.

“W- where are they taking him?” I asked the cloaked man. My cheeks turned red as he turned to look at me. I shot my arm across my chest to cover my exposed breasts. I may be a whore, but I still get to choose who enjoys this body of mine.

He shrugged, “I suppose they’ll take him wherever they take deserters of the King’s army.”

“Deserter…”

He nodded, “Went missing during battle or some such. Personally, I don’t really care.”

“Th- they’ll kill him for that.”

He shrugged again.

How could he be so callous? And… and… if he didn’t care, then why… “Why are you even here?”

“For you, of course,” he said with a grin.

“Me? You can forget it,” I pulled my dress back up and covered my breasts, “I’m not offering you anything.”

“Are you sure,” he reached behind his cloak, pulled out a sack of gold, and tossed it on the floor. By the sound of the thud it made hitting the ground I knew there was more gold in there than I had ever seen in my life.

“Forget it.”

He let out a dissatisfied “hmmph,” stroked his chin, and then closed the door.

He bit his thumb, hard enough to draw blood, “So we won’t be bothered.” He dragged his thumb across the wood door, marking it with his blood. “Now,” he stood over me, “Tell me truly, do you love him?”

“I…” I stared at him trying to find the answer to that question. Why was it so difficult? Why couldn’t I just say no? “I don’t know,” I blurted out.

“Well, do you want him to live?”

“No one should die fighting another man’s war.”

“Then you should reconsider my offer.”

Hearing that made me absolutely furious. I stood up, “You,” I jabbed my finger into his chest, “Just let them take him away.” I jabbed him again.

“I had to. In order to find you, I needed to help another find what they were missing. Such is part of the magician's law. And I needed to find the right whore for this job.”

“And you couldn’t help someone find their missing cat instead? And why me, there’s plenty of whores in the kingdom.”

“That would not be a balanced trade. And I can’t say why you, I simply followed the thread to where it led. Perhaps you’re the most open to the unknown.”

I let out a sigh of frustration.

He continued, “But maybe you can save him if you help me.”the

“Help you with what exactly?”

“Ending this war. I need a vessel to act as a gateway for the world behind this one. To give birth and form to a darkness that could offer me… both of us… aid.”

I swallowed a fear building inside of me, “Y- you’re a warlock… you’re talking about summoning… demons… aren’t you?”

“Indeed, I am Anselm, but I doubt someone of your standing has heard of me,” he lowered his hood, face covered in tattooed markings and symbols, nearly every inch of skin marked in some way. He removed the cloak and tossed it on the table beside the bed. His whole body must have been tattooed, his hands and arms, and who knows where else.                                                                                                   

“So, will you help me?”

“I will,” there was nothing left to consider. If I wanted to free Kade I had to do this. It may very well be the only way.

“Good,” he removed his shirt. His torso was covered in tattoos just as I had expected. Taking a deep breath in he pressed his thumb to one of the few parts of his chest that weren’t marked. Anselm dragged his thumb over his chest, grimacing as he did. His thumb seared the pale skin of his flesh leaving behind black lines in its wake. When he finished a deep black archaic symbol remained etched upon his chest.

“If you would,” said Anselm, motioning for me to lower the top of my dress. I pulled my dress down, the neckline resting underneath my breasts. In the end, he would get to see them after all. He took his thumb and pressed it just above my breasts, dragging it over my skin just as he did to himself. I screamed out the burning pain. Anselm ignored my screaming until he finished creating the symbol. I was like him now, darkened by this magic.

“On the bed,” he demanded.

I crawled on top of the sheets. I could still smell the lingering scent of Kade’s musk there. I lifted my dress and waited for Anselm to join me. The warlock removed his trousers, his cock already hard for me. He pushed at my thighs and slid his hand over my pussy. The recent chaos and pain of the tattooing had dried me up. Taking notice of this Anselm slunk down, his hands grabbing my knees, mouthing moving in.

Anselm let his tongue slip over his lips. He had quite the long tongue but damn did it feel good as he used it to lap up my pussy. The tip of his tongue teasing over my clit, mouth sucking it in.

“Nnn… fuck,” I moaned, grinding my hips up and down, rubbing my pussy along his wet tongue. Anselm continued to eat me out until the juices gushed from my sweet pussy. He had quite the skill when it came to using that tongue of his. But then his kind, they live in a world of perversion, it’s part of the nature of what they do. Inhibitions have no place in a warlock's work, nor do they have any place in whore’s. Maybe the two of us aren’t so different.

Anselm slapped his palm against my pussy, its wetness audible. He shifted himself up along my body, his cock pressed between my pussy lips, slipping between them. He eased himself inside me, my moans echoing in the room. Pumping that stiff cock of his in and out, Anselm let out grunts of pleasure. But this… this wasn’t about the pleasure for him, that was nearly a side effect. His eyes never met mine, instead they remained fixed on the marking permanently tattooed on my flesh. Nor did he say a word to me.

Anselm lifted my legs, allowing himself to penetrate deeper into my cunt. His arms wrapped around my back, hugging me in close, our chests pressed against each others.

“You’ll need to cum too. In order for this to work,” he said, fucking me harder.

Hearing that, I almost wanted to laugh, if I wasn’t too busy whimpering through the waves of his rough pounding that is. Men don't care about a woman’s orgasm, they stuff her, fill her, get off, and hope to have impregnated her. Yet, in this law of so-called black magic, it cares.

As he fucked my pussy his cock throbbed more and more. I could see in his face he was fighting back his urge to cum. He was waiting for me. I slid my hand between my legs and teased my fingers over my little clit. I rubbed just how I liked it most. My clit swelled as the pleasure mounted. With his thick cock deep inside and my hand moving faster it would not be long. My pussy contracted, hugging his cock and holding it in.

“F-f- fuck… Oh yes… Okay… I’m gonna…” I bit down on my lip, wrapped my legs around his waist, and readied myself to let go.

Anselm nodded and rammed his cock in. The two of us spilling over the edge of orgasmic wonder in unison. His cock erupting a thick load of warm cum inside my wet cunt, my pussy taking it all in, then tightening around his cock and pushing it out.

I’ve had wretched men who refused to listen and cum in me before, I knew what it felt like. This however felt different. His cum filled my womb and a strange energy surged from within it. An unnatural yet pleasant warmth radiating out.

The candles that lit the room went out and shrouded us in darkness. The marking upon my chest burned. I squirmed restlessly on the bed, heart thumping in my chest.

“What’s happening!” I shouted. But I knew… I knew what was happening. Whatever we had summoned was coming. My body transforming into a gateway out of the world behind worlds. Black smoke filled the air. That which we had called forth came not from my body, nor from our consummation. Our act of perversion, it did not give birth to it. It was as the tattoo on my body, a symbol, a form of language that communicated to and called upon what had always existed. And that which had always existed in another plane now existed amongst us. In the clouded darkness, I could not see it. But I could sense it, its presence overpowering and clear. It was here.

“We did it,” came Anselm’s voice muffled by the clouded air. We did and there was no going back. I was bound to this magic and to this being that I felt looming over the bed where we lay. Indeed, the reason I could sense this being’s presence had nothing to do with the physical senses which had all been cut off for the moment. The reason I knew it was here was because of this binding, this giving of some part or perhaps the whole of myself to its ownership. Bound, linked, chained, claimed… whatever it may be called was palpable.

The fog cleared and lighted returned to the room. Anselm sat cross-legged at the edge of the bed, his eyes cast upward. I feared for what I may see if I did the same. There, standing before us, a massive creature from a world unknown. Seven feet tall, maybe even more than that. Skin a deep dark red. A body like those of our gods carved out of stone, but this was no god. My vision trailed from his solid abs and chest and up toward his face. His features, sharp, rigid, angular. A devious handsomeness and cunning to them. Yet what caught my attention more so than anything else were a pair of black horns that curled out of his forehead. And as my eyes met his, black as coal, he grinned baring sharpened teeth like an animal's fangs.

If anyone or anything could aid me in saving Kade it was him, this demon. And it was a him, for it wore no clothes. His flaccid cock dangled freely between his legs, a cock even though unerect was more massive than any man’s I’ve ever seen. Yes, even the most well-endowed man on this earth could not hope to rival what the demon had.

I wanted to speak to it, I felt I ought to, but what could I, a mere mortal woman have to say in the presence of a monster who could cause my body to crumble with a glance.

The demon exhaled, his powerful chest rising then falling, wisps of steam spilling from his red lips.

“What’s this here…” The demon spoke with slow calculation, his dark eyes fixing to mine, “A new toy for my enjoyment,” he licked his lips, his tongue forked like a reptile’s.

“If it would please you, she is all yours to enjoy,” said Anselm, bowing his head.

“It would please me very much so,” he placed a finger on my thigh, dragging it along my supple flesh, “Thank you.”

I thought it odd how awfully polite he was for a monstrous creature. The demon squeezed my thigh, his fingertips digging in slightly, then pulled his hand back he shot it forward spanking my ass.

“I’m going to have fun with you,” the demon growled, smoke curling out of his nostril with each exhale.

“Oo... mmhmm,” I nodded, biting my lip and batting my eyelashes, now that was more like what I expected.

“And what is it you want in return such a delectable whore?” The demon directed his question toward Anselm.

The warlock shook his head, “We can work out the details of our arrangement later. Her needs are a bit more… urgent, than mine.”

“Is that so?” Grinned the demon, placing a finger beneath my chin and lifting my gaze, “I do so love when they’re impatient.” He crawled over me, his strong hand on my shoulder, pushing me down onto the bed. His tongue flitted between his lips, sliding up my neck and teasing about my ear.

A comforting warmth unlike any other radiated off that powerful body of his. Real power, real strength. Initially, I had my concerns about this whole ordeal. Handing myself over to Anselm, trusting that selling myself would pay off. But then selling myself isn’t anything new to me. It’s how I had always got around. And now it has gifted me with exactly what I need to get what I want. This powerful monster, nothing could stop it, the iron bars of a jail will bend to his will as easily as a branch in the hands of a child. Kade… this is for you, I’m coming for you.

“Mhmm, very impatient for you,” I licked my lips and reached a hand out, grabbing that powerful demon cock, wrapping my fingers around the shaft, and giving it a tug. His cock stiffened in my hands as I slid them off and on, one after the other, working it from base to tip. The demon exhaled his pleasure in puffs of smoke that curled above his horns.

“All this,” I spread my legs open, teasing a hand over my glistening wet pussy, “Is for you. And all I ask in return is that you help me rescue… a friend, from imprisonment.” I slapped my pussy with my palm, its sticky wet sounds pleasing to the ear.

“Is that all?” The demon laughed, “And here I thought I’d actually have to do something special in return for this,” he slipped down my body, his face between my legs. That lizard-like tongue darting out of his mouth licking up my sensitive clit. Barely touch, just grazing it, the slightest touch, and yet…
“Mnn… fuck, that’s good,” I moaned, bucking my hips, grinding my pussy, and clit up and down that flitting tongue.

The demon sucked my slit into his mouth, his tongue swirling around, so good… so fucking good.

I lurched forward, grabbing his horns, pulling his face further into my pussy, riding his face and tongue, “Fuck, you’re good at that. So- so you’ll help me?” I shivered, a burst of fiery Ecstacy sent burning throughout me.

He sucked his lips off my clit, licking the juices off of them, “Sure, a small price to pay for pussy this tasty,” he grinned, baring his fangs, and then dove back in for another taste.

He had me quivering and shaking, moaning and rolling. And that was just with his mouth and tongue. I could only imagine what a cock like that could do to a pussy like mine. The more he licked and pleased this sensitive clit, the more I ached for that mighty cock. Not just for my own pleasure. But also for Kade… as strange as that may sound. This demon was going to rescue him, and for that, he deserved to be thanked and cared for. What better way for me to show our thanks to him than by using my expertise, my one perfected skill. That is, riding cock and making men feel good.

It was my turn to crawl down his body and make him feel oh so good. I let go of the demon’s horns, slinking myself between his legs, his cock poised over lips, his body hovering over me. I slipped my tongue over the tip of his cock, teasing it just as he did with my clit. The demon’s cock twitching and throbbing with each little touch.

The demon let out a growl of satisfaction, “Nngh… you’re a talented little whore aren’t you?”

“I’ve had some practice,” I winked, wrapping my lips around the head and sliding his cock deeper into my mouth, farther and farther until the tip hit the back of my throat. Making myself choke and gag and spew my gooey saliva all over his thick shaft.

“Come on… I want you to fuck my mouth like it’s a pussy, I know you want to,” I choked down more of that cock, showing him I can take it, take it down my throat like a real good slut.

“Damn, I stumbled on a good one. Most mortals can be so prude,” he clasped my pretty face between his hands. The demon pumped his hips back and forth, forcing his cock down my throat. “Fuck the world, that wet slutty mouth sure knows how to please a cock.” He tossed his head back, roaring like an animal, becoming increasingly more primal, driven by lust and not much else. No longer was he simply pumping his cock between my lips, he full on fucked my pretty little face, using it for his own deviant and perverted joy. Hopefully this mouth wasn’t the only hole of mine he wanted to enjoy. I wanted to give him every single one, make sure he understood just how much what he agreed to meant to me.

My jaw ached, forced to remain open for him. He pulled his cock out of my throat, giving me a moment to catch my breath. I huffed and puffed and wiped the spit dangling off my chin onto the back of my hand.

“You ready to fuck this pussy?” I asked, patting my palm against my eager cunt, hungry for his yummy cock. “Because she’s ready for you.”

He tore at my dress, licking his long tongue up my slender tummy, up and over my tits. Teasing about the nipples, and sucking each one into his mouth.

“So fucking ready,” he grabbed my ankles and tossed my legs over his shoulder, saddling up between my legs, his thick cock pressed against my slit, not yet pressing in.

“Then come and get it,” I spread my pussy lips open, my pussy tightening and relaxing, beckoning him to stuff all that cock inside.

He slapped his heavy demon cock against my clit. I bit my lip and clutched the bed sheets between my hands, my knuckles turning white in anticipation of that inevitable penetration. I’ve taken plenty of cock before. But nothing like this, nothing this big and powerful, never by someone as dominant and strong as a demon.

The demon gripped my hips with his rough hands and stuffed his thick hard cock into my tight wet pussy.

“Oh god… fuck that’s big,” I whimpered, taking the first inch of his mighty cock in.

“That’s right, take it like a good little slut for me,” he stuffed another inch in, forcing me down further, pulling at my hips, and commanding my body.

“Mmm, fuck yes, whatever you want, it’s all yours. My body is yours to use,”

“Who owns this fucking pussy,” he roared, pressing down on me, folding my legs back, my knees brought up to my ears, his cock hitting deeper, the tip slamming against my cervix.

“Fuck… you do… you own every one of my slutty holes… fuck me…” He pounded into my pussy like a beast, like a wild animal in heat, driven by his most primal and unholy urge. So big and so fucking deep.

For the first time since laying eyes on the demo,n I glanced over his shoulder and saw Anselm in the corner of the room, having completely forgotten about him. What did he matter now? I had what I wanted, he was nothing to me. He couldn’t offer me what this creature could. Anselm had neither the strength nor the cock to give me what I wanted. Seeing that look of jealousy on his face as the demon fucked moan after whimpering moan out of me, it was such a joy. Anselm deserved it, it was his fault Kade had been taken away from me. Anselm would never give it to a woman as good as this, nor would he ever have someone risk everything to rescue him from whatever ill fate I do so hope befalls him.

Shrieking and shuddering, my pussy contracted around the demon’s thick cock, gripping it as it plunged deeper and deeper into my tight little cunt. My toes curling, my chest heaving. The demon rammed my pussy and pounded the fuck out of me, pumping me full of raw sexual energy. Bringing my ecstatic wonder to higher heights until I couldn't help but burst forth the rushing waves of penpent-upeasure spilling out of me in moans and spasms, tossing and turning underneath his powerful grip.

My sweet little pussy tightened more and more, pushing that thick demon dick out, my juices glistening off his shaft.

“F-f-f Fuck that was amazing,” I whimpered, my arms crossed over my bust, the waves rolling over me.

“I’m not done with you yet,” the demon, taking hold of my hips flipped me over onto my stomach. Grabbing my hips he lifted my ass in the air, my tits pressing into the mattress, my face buried in a pillow.

With my face down and ass up the demon spanked me, disciplining his naughty sluts ass. He spread my ass and spat on my tight little asshole.

“I’m not done until I’ve fucked every one of your holes,” he said, spanking my ass again, making me cry out in that perfect mix of pleasure and pain.

I didn’t know how much more of his cock I could take. I was already tired, sweaty, and aching. The demon surely did a number on me as it is. Yet, for him, I wouldn’t quit until he had his fill. I’d give him everything. And when I’ve got nothing left to give, then the least I could do is let him take it, however, he desires.

The demon stuffed his face in my ass. His tongue teasing around my tight hole, licking and tickling.

“Mmnnn, that feels nice,” I cooed, tossing my ass back for more. “No one’s ever done that to me before.”

“That’s because you’ve never had a demon willing to treat you like the nasty whore you really are. Sluts need a good ass fucking just as much as they need their cunts fucked.”

“Mnn… yeah? You’re gonna fuck this ass for me?”

He darted his long tongue into my tight hole, using his saliva to lube and loosen me up for that massive cock of his.

“I’m not going to just fuck it,” the demon slipped his thick cock between my cheeks, “I’m gonna fill it with cum,” he slapped the tip of his cock against my puckered hole. He pressed his tip to my asshole, easing it in, stretching me open to receive him.

“Nnn… fuck me…” I grabbed the pillow and wrapped my arms around it, squeezing as he sank his cock in farther, stretching me out so much.

“Look at that ass taking all this dick,” the demon slammed his cock in up to the base, his thighs slapping against my ass. My asshole greedily gripped his cock as he pumped deep inside me. His cock rock hard, throbbing and swelling with the need to blow cum.

“Fuck yes, give it to me… Fill my ass with your demon cum, I want it all,” I begged, face resting on the pillow, tongue hanging over my lips, panting for a breath. “Harder, fuck my ass and give me that nasty demon seed.” I reached back and spread my ass, letting him hit it deeper, driving that cock all the way in.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” I cried out every bit of it, my ass slapping back against him, hungry for more and more cock. The demon hunched over my back, his chest pressing down, his mouth sucking my ear as he growled and grunted.

“Come on, do it,” I spanked my ass, “Fill my ass with all that cum.” I tossed my ass back, fucking him in return. Giving what little energy I had left to milk that demon seed out of him.

His fingers dug into the supple flesh of my ass, squeezing harder and harder, burying his cock in as far as my tight little ass would allow. Grunting from behind clenched teeth, smoke exhaling with each breath, the demon released himself. Streams of warm cum erupted from his yummy cock, pumping into my ass, filling me all up until it dripped out between the two of us.

“Mnnn… fuck, that’s it… that’s what I wanted,” I tightened my ass around his shaft, tugging his cock, making sure to milk every drop of cum out of that cock.

“Such a nasty little slut,” the demon pulled his cock out.

I splayed out onto the bed, spent and dead tired, used up and filled up. My ass gaping from all his rough-fucking, a thick load of cum dripping out and down my thighs.

The demon turned to face Anselm, “I think it’s your turn,” he said, stroking his cock, slicked with cum.

“M- my turn?” Anselm responded in shock. I’m guessing the warlock was not expecting that. Neither war I, but it made me giddy all the same. I liked the idea of the little wretch getting what he deserved.

“Of course,” the demon moved off the bed, backing Anselm into the corner, “Did you really think once was enough? My cock requires more than.” The demon stroked himself, leering down at Anselm. The warlock is nothing more than a small insolent human in the presence of one as largely powerful as my demon.

“Are… are you sure?” Anselm attempted to take another step back but there was nowhere else for him to go.

“If you want my help, you better do as I say,” the demon fired back.

“Right… yes,” Anselm didn’t seem too happy with the proposition but he got down on his knees all the same. Weak little man, he knew his only hope for power rested in pleasing one truly powerful.

I quickly chimed in. Worried that at any moment Kade would meet his ultimate end, “When you’re done with him you’ll help me right? I don’t know how much longer-”

“Ah, sorry. An ass like yours makes even a demon forget his purpose,” he rubbed his temples just below his horns and let out a sigh. “Tell you what,” he patted Anselm on the top of his head, “You clean us up, and I’ll call it even for now.”

“Clean you?” Anselm eyed the demon nervously.

“And her,” he pointed his thumb over his shoulder, “You wouldn’t want us going out with cum dripping everywhere, would you?”

“N- no, not at all.”

“Good, then get cleaning,” the demon shook his cock over Anselm’s lips, impatiently tapping his hoof on the wood floor.

Anselm opened wide, grimacing as he sucked his way down the demon’s messy cock. The warlock slurped, choking as his lips and tongue slipped up and down the shaft.

“That’s right, get every last drop of cum, I want to see my cock glistening with spit.”

Anselm bobbed his head back and forth until his mouth was filled with the leftover demon cum. I’d like to say I felt sorry for him, can’t imagine what sort of man would enjoy that, but I don’t. He deserves every bit of humiliation and degradation coming to him.

“Now swallow it,” demanded the demon.

Anselm nodded, winced, and swallowed, choking down the demon’s sticky white cum.

“Good, now clean up my slut.”

The demon grabbed me by the hips and lifted my ass up, spreading my cheeks, cum still dripping from my gaping hole.

“Don’t just stand there, get over here and eat my cum out of her ass,” the demon commanded, spanking my supple ass.

When Anselm hesitated the demon grabbed a fistful of his hair, dragging the poor man onto the bed and stuffing his face in my ass. It wasn’t exactly what I wanted, but it was a nice little bit of revenge for what the bastard did to Kade.

“That’s it, stick that tongue in my ass and scoop all that cum out you dirty fuck,” I couldn’t help laughing as the warlock stoop,ed himself to such depravity, his tongue darting in and out of my gaping hole. Anselm sucked and licked and cleaned my slutty hole as I pushed the cum out of my ass and into his mouth.

The demon yanked Anselm’s head back, grinning as he looked down upon the sad little mortal, “See now that wasn’t so bad was it?” Anselm did not dare speak out against the demon, taking his humiliation in stride, brushing himself and wiping the cum off his lips.

We left the inn and left Anselm behind. I didn’t want or need him slowing the two of us down. Not while every second Kade remains hidden from me is another second of excruciating uncertainty.

“Are you really gonna give that bastard what he wants?” I asked the demon, not understanding in the slightest why someone with so much power would waste it on the likes of Anselm.

The demon tightened his grip around the throat of a guardsman. The guard’s feet dseven-footh off the ground, his armor clanking as he struggled to breathe. It didn’t take long, after the third guard I’ve gotten quite used to the demon’s interrogation methods. As for the horrified looks of concerned citizens, well I’ve been used to that my whole life… the look on a housewife’s face isn’t all that different whether it’s a whore she sees walking down the street or a seven foot tall demon of pure destruction. I guess it’s all the same to a prude like that.

“I have no choice,” said the demon, digging his black nails into the guard’s throat, “His magic binds me to him for the time being… Though I am free to torment him as much as I wish, that’s just part of being a demon.”

“How much longer is this going to take?” I asked, already losing my interest in what happens to Anselm.

The demon loosened his grip on the guard’s throat, the man slumping to the dirt in a heap, “That’s up to him,” the demon stomped his hoof down, aiming for the guard’s groin. The guard curled into a ball, rocking back and forth. “You going to tell us where he is now?”

The guard, struggling to breathe, his neck bruised purple, nodded.

“There you go,” the demon clasped my shoulder, “I told you if we looked hard enough we would find someone kind enough to help us.”

I suppose I could be more patient but I didn’t have much patience in me. I needed to get to Kade. What I mean is… someone needs to get to him, and since no one else in this damned world has any soul left, that means I have to get him. I just hope it isn’t too late. I doubt very much that deserters are offered a fair trial before being sentenced.

After getting the information we needed from the guard he was promptly disposed of. No, he wasn’t killed or anything. I don’t think Kade would have wanted that. We didn’t take the guard’s life. We did however take away the guard’s ability to aid in the giving of life, leaving him naked and without his precious gems in some canal. A fair compromise, I would say. My demon took a bit of convincing, his kind aren’t exactly used to leaving survivors. But I think even he sees that one can have just as much fun in keeping their prey alive.

Of course, the information we received wasn’t what I wanted to hear. Kade was being taken to the dungeons, or so the guard told us. The guard didn’t have much to go off of other than seeing the direction Kade was being dragged off in. Hoping the guard wasn’t lying is a bit of a mixed bag. We just might be able to make it in time, but… the dungeons. The dungeon that was officially abolished by the last King to appear more humane, yet the screams echoing in the sewers late at night have somehow managed to slip past the official statements.

We waited until not nightfall to make our next move. Though time was of the utmost importance I feared the two of us had already drawn far too much attention to ourselves. Not that my demon cared about any of that in the slightest. We wouldn’t be much use to Kade if we happen to be taken prisoners ourselves, or worse.

Getting underneath the canals wasn’t much of a difficulty. The demon, using his brute strength ripped a metal grate straight out of the stone. The dank canals reeked of stale water, not pleasing in the least. Though I suppose I can’t complain, I’ve stumbled into far seedier places than this in my time as a working whore.

We approached a large wooden door sealed with an impressive padlock. With a simple twist of the wrist, the demon unhinged the lock, the metal clanking as it bounced off the stone floor and into the water. Muffled voices came from the other side, what they said or what they were trying to express I could not tell. I could only hope they were not screams, yet my mind would not allow me to think anything but the worse.

As we ventured further into the darkness the scent of what I could only describe as rotting iron assaulted the senses. Though I had a bit of trouble assimilating to it, the demon however appeared to be right at home, almost relishing it with each deep full breath he took.

We came to a fork in the tunnels. The demon paused, his pointed ear twitching, “This way,” he pointed down the tunnel to the left.

“How can you be sure?” I asked.

He took another deep inhale, “I’m sure.”

“That wasn’t my-” But before I could finish protesting he took off, the sound of his hooves echoing throughout the empty tunnel.

“This is it,” said the Demon, standing before a thick solid metal door, a small barred window in the center.

“And you’re positive?” Not that I should have any reason to doubt him, but one mistake could cost us a life.

The demon grabbed hold of the bottom of my dress and lifted it up. Pressing his face down there he took a big inhale of the scent of my sex. “Unless you’ve fucked someone else that’s been taking to the dungeon, then yeah, the scent leads here.”

As much as that grossed me out, I had to admit, it sure was helpful.

I lifted myself up onto my tiptoes and peeked through the bars. There was no mistaking it, Kade was in there. Seeing him tied to a table, the wooden boards swollen with the blood of their previous occupants, really made me wish I was mistaken.

“Adelaide, is… is that you?” Kade called out, struggling against the bindings to turn and look at me.

“What did they do to you, Kade. Are you okay?” My heart thumped with the fear.

“Nothing… yet… thank everything you’re here.”

“You should be thanking me,” grunted the demon, pushing me aside and peeking in.

“What the fuck are you,” Kade shrieked, this time pulling at his binding to try and run. Realizing there was nowhere for him to go, he sank down in a huff.

“He’s with me,” I said, trying and failing to shove the demon aside, it was like trying to move a pillar of granite. “Just hold on, we’re gonna get you out of there.” I nodded at the demon, indicating for him to do his thing.

The demon wrapped his fingers around the bars, the muscles on his forearm bulging as he pulled. With just a small amount of exertion on his part the demon ripped the metal door ,off its hinges and tossed it to the ground with a loud echoing clank.

With the door out of the way, I rushed toward Kade, practically laying myself on top of him.

“You’re not hurt are you?” I caressed his cheek and shoulders, lifted his shirt and scoured his body for any indication of harm.

“No no, I’m fine really… They haven’t done a thing to me yet, except tie me up,” Kade lifted his arms as much as the bindings would allow.

“Right right,” I beckoned the demon over, “Would you?” I asked, motioning toward the chains.

The demon raked his black nails across all four of the chains rendering them to pieces.

Kade rubbed his wrists with his palms, “Adelaide,” his voice a low whisper. He tossed his arms around me, the two of us embracing in as warm of a hug as the cold dank dungeon would allow. Parting from me Kade asked, “What is going on? And who is this? Is he like your pet or something?”

“Pet? I am no one’s pet,” the demon’s coal black eyes flickered with red flames, his chest swelling as he flexed every one of his massive muscles.

“Knock it off,” I said, deflating the demon’s ego. “You’ve helped me free Kade, you’re free to go back to Anselm.”

The demon shook his head, “I can’t.”

“What do you mean you can’t? Kade is freed, that was the only thing binding you to me,” I said.

“I can’t leave,” the demon shrugged, not really bothered by that fact, “He must still be in danger.”

In the following silence, I glanced from the demon to Kade. Still in danger? I grabbed Kade by the wrist and squeezed, as if doing so might actually offer him any sort of protection. Footsteps echoed from somewhere down the tunnels and I squeezed harder. It wasn’t over yet.

Now it’s over. In a flash of red and black the demon bolted down the tunnel. Silence first, and then a garbled and guttural scream of pain. The gruesome squelching of blood and bone filled the empty halls.

The demon returned, sauntering with a fanged grin on his visage. “Now I am free. And now you’re back to be nothing more than a whore.” The demon lips curled into an even more wicked grin, waving us goodbye and dissipating in a cloud of black acrid smoke.

I shrugged my shoulders. Whatever, the demon’s leaving solidified one thing, that Kade was now safe. My worries flushed fully from my mind, freeing me to exist in a small moment of peace.

“I guess I’ll go back to being nothing more than a whore then,” I said, smirking at Kade. I shoved at his shoulders and had him sit back down on top of the wooden table.

“What are you doing?” Kade questioned as if it wasn’t obvious.

I slid my hands up his strong thighs, “What I do best, being a whore. Though this time only for you. I imagine neither one of us can show our faces in the kingdom again. Not that I have any desire to. It’s going to be just me and you for a while, you know? And right now, I have only one desire,” I moved my hands up his thighs and between his legs, wrapping my fingers around his soft cock, stroking it over his pants.

“But here? In this hell?” Kade may have had a few concerns. Yet his cock stiffened in my grasp all the same.

“Absolutely,” I said, teasing my fingers over the tip of his cock, “If we allow this place to remain as nothing more than a fearful horror in our minds that’s all it will ever be. Let’s change that. One last act of rebellion against this kingdom of death,” I slid his trousers off down his legs, his hard cock springing out beckoning for me to come play with it.

I placed my hands on Kade’s knees and leaned down, bringing my lips to the head of his cock. I kissed the tip and teased my tongue underneath, making Kade’s hard cock twitch with desire. “Let’s make love where they made suffering.” I sucked the first inch of Kade’s nice cock into my mouth.

“Mmm… fuck… okay…” Kade placed a hand atop my head, combing the loose hairs out of my face as I bobbed up and down the length of his cock. Spit dripping out of my mouth and drooling over my lips, coating over his hard cock.

Kade sighed deeply as I throated more of his cock. Something still bothered him. He did not see things the way I now did. Even this short time spent stolen away had taken a toll on his mind and body. He needed to see he was free now, more than see that, he needed to feel it. To know that this world and whatever happened next in it was up to him now, not those whose systems have kept him restrained. I had to awaken that knowing inside of him, make him understand.

I slipped my mouth off his cock and looked Kade in the eyes. I wrapped both hands around a thick spit-covered cock and jerked. “Doesn’t that feel good? My little hands wrapped around your big cock?”

“Fuck, yes it does,” grunted Kade.

“That’s it… just focus on how good it feels. It’s all for you… all of this is for you,” I said, pulling down the front of my dress and exposing my plump breasts, “Every inch of me.”

A light flickered in his eyes. Slowly Kade was coming too, no longer hiding in the back of his mind out of fear of what might happen to him next. For there was nothing bad waiting for him at the end of any of these moments. Only pleasure, one pleasurable experience leading into the next. That’s what he had to look forward to with me, with these hands and lips wrapped around his cock.

Kade, looking back into my eyes as I licked all over and sucked all the way down his cock, saw me unobstructed by the clouded glass of his horrific past. He knew then, as well as I did, what needed to be done. Together we could alchemize the past into a future of our own crafting.

“And we can make life where they had made death,” said Kade, shuddering from the pleasure of my wet mouth wrapped around his cock.

“That’s exactly right,” I agreed, Kade, saying what I had been thinking, wanting…

“Let’s do it,” said Kade, eager and full of raw vigor. With ease, he lifted me up and sat me down on top of the table. With his hands on my shoulders and his mouth on my lips, Kade forced me down onto my back. Squeezing and teasing my tits and nipples as we embraced. Lifting the lower half of my dress above my waist.

Finally having Kade freed and pleasuring his tasty cock with my mouth had soaked my pussy in its slippery wet juices. He lifted and parted my legs, resting them atop his shoulders. The tip of his cock teasing between my pussy lips, slipping over my clit and succulent juices.

“Don’t make me wait any longer,” I cried out from beneath him. “I waited long enough to find you again.”

Kade pressed and eased his thick cock inside. My tight pussy happily gripping his cock as he buried himself deeper inside of me.

“Mnnn… fuck, that’s so good,” I bellowed, my voice echoing throughout the empty tunnels. “Give me that cock, baby… pound my pussy until you cum and fill me with your seed.”

Kade grabbed hold of my hips, his fingers digging into my supple flesh. Each one of his thrusts was more forceful and powerful than the last. His thick cock ramming and claiming my pussy for his own. That wonderful cock of his throbbing as he gave me everything he had.

“Fuck, you’re so beautiful… so perfect,” said Kade through clenched teeth and primal animalistic thrusts.

“Come on baby, give me that cum… make life with me, right here, right now… I want it.” I begged, pleaded, and demanded.

Kade’s whole body tensed, reaching higher and higher levels of pure ecstatic pleasure as his long hard strokes and rough moving hands did the same for me.

Kade gripped my plump ass, spreading my cheeks, allowing his cock to penetrate my wet pussy that much deeper. Our bodies are slapping together. Our breaths and moans mingling in the air above us. Sweat dripped down his forehead but nothing could deter that raw primal urgency to fuck and impregnate. Nothing now could slow or stop Kade until he had finished.

“That’s… that’s…” I could no longer get the words out. I was entranced by the pleasure, lost to the feelings both inside and all around me. My pussy contracted around his cock, hugging it tightly, not letting it go, squeezing and squeezing as the need for my release reached its breaking point.

“Fuck yes,” the words spilled out of me, just as the torrential expulsion of all that we had built up to, flooded both mind and body. I lurched forward, wrapped my arms around Kade’s powerful torso. Spasms of pleasure’s ultimate release shivered throughout me as I held on to him.

Kade, unable to resist any longer as my sweet wet cunt gripped and milked his thick cock, tossed his head back, and let out an earthy growl. Warm cum erupted from his cock, filling my pussy. Holding me just as tight in return the two of us rested in one another as his cock twitched and jumped, emptying every last drop of baby-making cum into my fertile womb.

“Mmm, perfect,” I hummed sweetly as the two of us rested, our heads nestled in the crook of the other’s shoulder.

“Absolutely,” Kade agreed, whispering into my ear, stroking my tangled messy hair. We held close to each other like that for a while. Soaking in the silence and the warmth of one another’s loving body. I had a sense of fulfillment and satisfaction that I had not felt in… maybe forever. But I had it now, and that’s what mattered. And I had Kade cuddled on top of me. Nothing was amiss. Even in this cold harrowing dungeon of despair, I felt completeness. Maybe hope? It’s hard to say. Even harder to say what comes next for us.

I didn’t overly concern myself with the formalities of where do we go from here, what do we do. And neither did Kade. We would leave this dreaded kingdom, that much is certain. But whatever blossoms out of that last act of defiance toward a world that had no care for either one of us, that was something we would just have to wait and experience for ourselves.
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