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Fertile For The Demon

Most who chose the path that I myself travel do so in the pursuit of power. Driven by their pride or greed or hatred. All of them, myself included, seeking to manipulate this world to communicate with one which is hidden from man. But my pursuit is not one of power. I find no satisfaction in gold or political control like those magicians who work their will from the kingdom’s underground. My satisfaction comes from satisfaction itself. That is to say the primal and base pleasure of my own body.

Why waste precious energy pursuing castles when one can only occupy a single room at a time. This hut and the vast woods that shroud it is enough. Cotton covers the same as silk. Ah, but the body, the pleasure it can experience, now that is truly unbounded. For a time I satiated my thirst on whores. Willing sluts who would spread their legs for a few coins. Which is perhaps the only thing gold is good for, I much rather cut out the middleman and go straight to the source.

That source, a whore’s pleasure center, I have dove deep into it many times. Taking them in every way. Riding them, being ridden by them. Ropes, whips, chains… one, two, three, at a time. Whatever they were willing to do I was willing and then some. In this hut, in their homes, behind their husband’s back. Growling while they moaned, grunting when they whimper. Spilling seed on them, in them, wherever I pleased.

These hands have squeezed every drop of delicious pleasure there is to be had from a woman. Mortal women, that is. But in the world behind worlds there are others. Others not like us, beings of a different sort. Humans, they are unfocused. They can claim themselves power but in them, even in the most brutish warrior or regal king, is weakness… spots and blemishes splattered on the soul from their time spent in this world. The same is true of whores, even in the most lusty, nasty slut is a purity that the world could not corrupt… such a shame. In the world behind worlds this is not so. They are the full incarnation of their most wanted will. And those that will themselves as lust are nothing but. Demons, nymphs, succubi… whatever name they may be given it is all the same. Entities whose being is narrowed and filed down to the point of a single symbolic reality.

That is what I am after, lust herself. She waits for me, I know it. Waits to be called upon. For someone to find her word and speak it and her out of that world and into this one. I have studied, planned, and perfected. And with the moon full in the night’s sky the time for our meeting is upon me. It is in my mouth, its taste the most sweet and savory, dripping down my tongue and throat. Swallowing it whole, I started the ritual.

The wax candles flickered around me. I took a deep breath in and then out. Holding the chalice in my hands I raised it to the moon, bowing my head. I dipped a finger into the chalice, the blood within it now thicker and coagulated yet still workable. I dragged my finger across the earth beneath me, painting it in blood. Drawing upon the sigil that had been shown to me in a moment of wild ecstasy.

A sigil undoubtedly sent to me by Lust. It came upon me one night while finding myself entertained by two whorish wenches. My cock plunging into the one’s pussy, the pleasure of it mounting from deep within the core of my being. The other whore riding the first’s face, grinding her pussy on the sluts lips. The room filled with the echoes of our moans. My cock pulsating, hungry for the woman’s cunt. As I approached the climax, in fact as we all did, I kept my focus on my one true desire. To know Lust, as it really is to be known. And as I released myself, spilling a thick load of sticky cum into this whore’s tight cunt, there in my mind’s eye I saw it, a dark red sigil both unmistakable and unforgettable.

I prostrate myself before the completed sigil, my forehead pressed to the earth. With my eyes shut I kept my focus on nothing but its image. Internalizing it, projecting, breathing it in and then out with each passing inhale and exhale. I remained unmoved in that position for quite some time, until time had no meaning, until I could no longer tell minutes apart from hours.

A powerful warmth swelled from inside of me, centered around my cock. On its own accord it stiffened, hardening to its full length and girth. Yet I did not stir, dared not to move until certain Lust was here with me. The air around my body held in itself a similar fiery warmth. I kept my mind focused on the work before me, on this patterned sigil within my mind, wary not to give into my excitement too soon lest I break the spell. But I could sense it.

Lust’s arrival was imminent, the game now was one of patience. Years of meditative practice is what it took to arrive at this point. Hours every day sitting unmoved in the silence, not allowing a single object or thought to interrupt me for even a moment. I have trained myself well. I had sat in meditation during all-night orgies. Dozens of gorgeous women, all naked, all crawling over and pleasing one another. Keeping myself in this trance state, not allowing their orgasmic moans, and wails for more to deter me. Such denial would soon pay off.

And now there was no denying that Lust was now here with me. A hand rested on top of my head, fingers flitting through the strands of my hair. I waited but a moment longer and received my message. It did not come in words but rather was transmitted through that first touch we shared. ‘Open your eyes and look upon me,’ it said.

And so I did. Opening my eyes I saw at first the sigil marked in blood now burning before dissipating from this physical plane. Then casting my gaze upward I saw what I had summoned forth. Worry and confusion shocked me. This… this was not my expectation. With my eyes trailing up the demon’s legs. Thick, strong, muscular legs. In between those legs was not Lust’s sweet succulent pussy. Instead a massive flaccid cock dangled there, thick and powerfully red, a most impressive size to be sure, it would put any man’s among this earth to shame.

I gazed up at his chest, abs, and pecs, like those carved from stone with broad shoulders. Then his face; black lips and fanged teeth. Eyes blacker still. And from his forehead sprouted two great horns that curled at the ends.

I looked away from the demon. Where had I gone wrong? Was it in my meditation? With my eyes fixed on the ground I spoke, “Y- you’re not Lust,” I said, my disappointment palpable.

Clutching a fistful of my hair the demon wrenched my head back, forcing me to gaze once more upon his twisted visage.

“I am your Lust,” the demon snarled his words. “Am I not? Perhaps you should take a closer look,” The demon, pulling at my hair, forced me forward, dragging me on my knees and in between his legs.

“It- it can’t be…” My eyes went wide, inches from his dangling cock, “Lust is a woman. A beautiful, sultry-”

“Lust is what you desire. I can only take what form you truly find most pleasing. Unless you doubt what you see before you? Unless you doubt your own mind?”

Was he right? I had dedicated every bit of my life to this ultimate pursuit of most wanted pleasure. There are no mistakes in my spells and magick. So then… this must really be what I want. I could deny it, I could turn and run, I could banish this being back to its world. And yet, my cock had remained hard all this time, while I eyed his cock and drank in the sight of those muscles. That powerful body, that strength, with one hand he could lift and toss me about. A being of pure domination.

“Yes…” I exhaled deeply, sliding my hands up those muscular legs, “You are my lust.” I wrapped my fingers around his cock, feeling it harden in my hands. “I submit myself to you. I am yours. Mind, body, and soul. Yours claim and to own, to use and have, however you so desire. For that…” I tugged on his thick cock, stroking it from base to tip with both hands and bringing it to my lips, “Is my desire.” Opening wide, I slid my mouth over the tip of his great red cock, tasting its warmth and wonder.

“Good,” the demon growled, clasping my face between his large hands, “You’re job is simple. Let me do as I please. And you will find that what I did pleases you most.”

Before I could speak my response the great demon thrusted his hips forward, stuffing his thick cock into my wet mouth. Pumping his hips, the demon slid his cock between my lips and over my tongue. Grunting, he thrusted harder, forcing that cock of his deeper. My jaw ached as I struggled to keep my mouth open wide enough to fit him.

He made me choke and gag on that cock of his. Saliva spewing over my lips and dripping down his lengthy cock, forcing my face back and forth, taking complete and total control of me. Using this wet hole for his own pleasure. Which in turn delighted me so.

As this monster fucked my face I never felt so alive. Such a thrill, my heart pumping the raging blood through my veins. To give up all control to another more powerful, more deserving, this was my joy.

The demon slipped his cock out of my mouth. Grabbing hold of his cock he slapped me across the side of the face with it, “What a good cock sucking slut you are,” he said.

“More, give me more of your cock,” I demanded, spit dangling from my chin.

The demon shook his head.

“No? Why no, I need it… I need that thick cock choking me.”

“You’re a very good whore,” he waved the tip of his cock over my pursed-out lips, teasing the underside of it. “But not perfect. Not yet.”

“Please, whatever you want. I’ll do it. Just let me taste more of you.”

“Very well,” grinned the demon. He raised his hand over my forehead and snapped his fingers. In an instant, a burst of flames surrounded my body. I shrieked in terror. Which quickly subsided, for the flames surrounding me did not burn and caused me no pain whatsoever. What they did cause was far more extraordinary than that.

As the orange flames licked up my flesh subtle changes began to take place upon my body. Slowly, bit by bit, I was changing. My chest expanding, my hips growing wider, my once hard cock now flaccid, and then shrinking further still. My hair meanwhile grew longer, laying past my shoulders in long curly brown tresses.

“Wh- what’s going on?” I blurted in my confusion.

“You’re becoming what I want,” the demon barked back as my skin softened, glowing fresh and new, my features less rigid and more delicate. “The perfect bitch for me to fuck.”

As the flames dissipated and with them so did my uncertain fear. For I understood what he meant and what he wanted. Looking down upon myself I was no longer the same self I had come to known. I was not the pussy thirsty man I had always seen myself as. No, as I knelt before my new master I was a cock hungry female slut. I had tits, large and full, nipples pink and round. A slender tummy, soft and delicate to the touch. And as I separated my knees and look farther down still I no longer had a cock, the cause of so much of my pride. In its place was a pussy, a pretty little pussy with a tiny little clit.

I slipped my hands along the length of my new curves, enjoying my own sensual touch, letting a soft moan escape my lips.

“Isn’t that much better?” The demon asked.

“Mmhmm,” so much better, I shivered as my fingers passed over my sensitive clit.

All this time I had spent fucking whores. Fucking them, mounting them, ramming them with my cock, and erupting load after load of cum. Watching them take my dick, listening to them moan and pant and beg for more. Squealing and shrieking in orgasmic ecstasy. Licking them up and tasting every inch of their supple flesh. Drinking in all that they had to offer and more. Yet that was never what I wanted, not truly. What I wanted was this. I wanted to be that whore. Now I could see it more clearly. While fucking them, deep inside, I wished it was me laying on my back, legs spread in the air with a man on top pounding his thick cock into my tight hole.

Here, in this moment, I had access to all that. I was that nasty whore I had always dreamed of being. And in front of me, that thick powerful cock I always desired of having… of worshipping and pleasing. And his cock was more than I could have ever asked for. More than any mortal man could have ever given me.

“Am I the perfect whore now?” I asked, lifting my hand up underneath my tits, groping and squeezing them, biting my lip as I eyed his juicy cock.

“We shall see,” said the demon, grabbing a fistful of my long brown hair with one hand, the other he used to open my mouth up, slipping his thumb between my lips for me to suck on as an appetizer.

The demon pulled his thumb from my mouth, a trail of saliva following, stretching then snapping. He yanked my hair back, my head tilting up. Then he stepped over me so that the beautiful package was poised directly above.

“Let’s see how well you can suck these next,” huffed the demon. Dipping down he brought his juicy cum-filled demon testicles to my lips. “Go on then, suck on them for me,” he ordered.

“Yes master,” I answered, opening my mouth to receive him. The raw pheromone-fueled scent of his sex assaulted my senses and filled my pussy with a deep aching. I dragged my tongue along his dangling demon balls, sucking one into my mouth, fondling it with tongue and lips.

“Nnn… that’s a good start,” he grunted, stroking his shaft, still slick with my spit. “Now the other one.”

I sucked the other one in, doing as he commanded. My one sole purpose, do as he says. With my mouth stuffed with his demon baby-makers, I wrapped both hands around his slippery cock. Stroking and sucking the master simultaneously.

He pulled at my hair, my mouth popping off the tip. “Fuck, that’s good,” my voluptuous breasts heaving as I caught my breath.

The demon directed my gaze upon his monstrous visage, “Now tell me, who owns?” He growled like a wild animal.

“You do, master. You own me.” I said.

“And who is my nasty slut toy?”

“I am your slut, master. Yours to use however you see fit.”

“Damn right you are,” he held a hand up and snapped his fingers. If the last time he snapped was any indicator, whatever was about to happen was going to be wildly astonishing.

Thick black ropes sprouted for the earth. On their own accord, the ropes sprang toward me, wrapping binding around my wrists, forcing my hands and chest down to the ground. My face, tits, hands; all pressed to the earth. Another pair of ropes shot forth and bounded themselves around my ankles, legs, and waist. These ropes took control of my lower half, parting my legs and lifting my plump ass and pussy into the air.

“Now you can really be my submissive little sex slave,” said the demon, circling around my body like a predator circling its prey.

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked, my pussy presented in the air for him, beckoning to have his cock come over and play with it.

“Whatever I damn well please,” he grunted, moving behind me. Looking over my shoulder, the best I could while tied and bound, I saw him rearing his arm back and then-

“Oh fuck… mmmn…” I cried out, his rough palm spanking my fat ass.

“You’re just a dirty slut who needs to learn her place, aren’t you?” With both hands he gripped the plump and supple flesh of my behind, squeezing and working it, lifting and spreading.

“Yes master, teach me my place. Punish me like I deserve to be punished,” I begged, wagging my ass for him to come and claim.

The master dominated my naughty ass, spanking, and spanking until my flesh stung a bright red. I never knew there could be such pleasure in being treated like nothing more than a piece of human fuck meat. The hair pulling, the spanking, the forcing his massive cock down my throat until I choked, gagged, and drooled all over it. All of it had my body pumping with insatiable lust and desire for more. My sweet little pussy eagerly calling out for its own raw and dirty treatment. Calling out in the only way it knew how, that is by gushing its creamy juices, becoming wet and ready to take a cock with greater ease. Not that I could imagine a cock that size going into a pussy this tight with any sort of great ease.

“Please master… please,” I begged, bucking and grinding my hips as much as these ropes and bindings would allow. “I need you inside me, please give me that thick demon cock.”

The demon spread my ass and slapped his mighty cock against my wet pussy, tapping the tip against my sensitive clit, “Is this what you want?”

“Fuck… please, put it in,” I begged and begged, clutching my hands unable to stand another moment with him inside of me. I tossed my ass back, pressing harder against his cock, doing what I could to try and get it to slip inside.

“Not yet,” he chuckled devilishly, giving my ass another hard spanking and pulling his meaty cock away, “I think I will make you suffer a little longer.”

I couldn’t take it, such torment it was to not have the one thing I wanted most. To have it so close, to have it barely touch, it drove me to such wild and erratic behavior.

“Fuck,” I cried out, helpless pulling and struggling against my bindings that kept this submissive slut in her place on the ground, “I fucking need that cock, fuck this pussy master, pound me, fuck me… please please please.” I whimpered and wallowed in the building ache of a most needed fulfillment. “What more do you need of me, what else would you like? Tell me and I shall do it.”

“Is that so?” The demon asked, slipping his hand between my legs and over my dripping pussy. He rubbed at my clit with determination, that little bead, the seat of all orgasmic wonder swelled and pulsed as his fingertip repeatedly passed over it, circling and circling.

I clenched my teeth. His fingers brought me to the edge, I could see at the bottom of this cliff was pure ecstasy, but without his cock I would never have what I needed to make that leap towards it. And so all I could do was yell and scream, moan and beg, whimper and plead. But the master did not care for my words, did not care how much I shook and shaken for him. His enjoyment came from watching how much the torment of denial causes me.

“Yes master, I beg you to use me, put it inside. That’s all I ask.”

My demon master spread my ass with his strong hands and spat on my tight little asshole. “If you wish for it to go in, then it shall go in.” Not a moment later he stuffed that slippery and slick cock through the spit and into my ass. Stuffing his cock deep into my asshole, stretching my hole open to fit that thick shaft of his.

“How’s that? Is that what you wanted? Inside that tight ass of yours?” He grunted, plunging his mighty cock another inch deeper. His fingers gripping the plump flesh of my ass, sinking in yet another inch, stretching me open all the more.

“Ah, fuck… that’s huge,” I shut my eyes tight and bit my lip, taking his cock in my ass. That… that wasn’t… at all what I meant. And yet… “Mnnn… that’s… that’s fucking good.” I whimpered, his cock now stuffed in my ass all the way up to the base, his hands reaching over my back and taking hold of my shoulders.

“Damn right it is, there is nothing in this world better for you than my cock. That’s what a naughty slut slave needs. A cock for all their holes.”

“Yes master, I am nothing but your slut. A toy for you to use,” I slapped my own ass and spread it for him, helping get that cock to sink into this ass as deep as it could possibly go. Relentlessly pounding me from behind my demon master claimed and stretched my tight ass open. His body slapping into mine, his heavy thrusts sending me forward only to have my ass bounce back down upon him. His animalistic grunts and growls rang in my ears as he pumped his cock and fucked my ass.

Once he had his fill and fun with my ass he slipped his massive cock out. Only one place remained untouched by that cock of his and it wasn’t not going to remain so for much longer. My pussy’s innocent virginity just aching to be taken by this monster. To finally give it all up to him and his immense power and domination is my life’s true happiness.

“Master… my pussy… she’s ready for you,” I said, my heart beating tiredly in my chest, my breathing deep and ragged. Sweat dripped down my body, glistened off my tits.

“Is that so?” He asked, pulling my hair and forcing me to gaze back at him, “Is it ready for this big load of demon cum?” He tugged at his cock and slapped the tip against my wet slit.

“Mnn… fuck yes master. I want all that cum. I want you to fill my pussy with your demon load and fill my womb with your demon babies.”

That natural urge to have my fertile womb pumped full of cum and impregnated had taken over me. An urge I believe all women must feel, to reproduce to have this body used for its most sacred purpose, to bring forth life.

The master stuffed his thick cock into my tight cunt. Slipping through its messy juices and sinking in. He grabbed hold of my hips, his fingers digging in my flesh.

“Mmm, come on master,” I spanked my ass, “Pound this pussy, it’s all yours.”

“Fuck,” he barked, fucking deeper and harder, driving his cock down into my cunt from above. “You like that, you nasty little slut.”

“Oh… fuck yes… just like that… harder…” I gritted my teeth, taking every inch of his throbbing cock.

Nothing could compare to the pleasure of having a massive demon cock stuffing my pussy, throbbing and pulsating with the raw and primal urge to cum. Nothing I have done prior in this life could compare. As a man, I could never feel or understand what true ecstasy there is in having a powerful cock ravaging a tight eager cunt.

With each stroke of his cock the pleasure swelling inside of me reached new heights. That cliff’s edge, so close now, so very close. My voice crescendoed, loud and shrill, squealing and shrieking for more, rougher, harder, faster. I wanted it all.

My sweet little pussy tightened around his mighty cock, greedily sucking it in, holding to it and not wanting to let go. Not until he cums and blows his thick load straight into my womb can that yummy cock leave this delicious cunt.

“Mnn… That’s it, master,” I spread my ass some more, “Fuck this tight pussy deeper.” All it took was just one more thrust and that cock sent me into bliss. Moaning my pleasure, my body shaking as I pulled against the ropes, clit swelling and pulsing with the love of orgasm, pussy gushing.

The master buried his cock in, the tip pressing on my womb, his arms wrapping around my body, squeezing at my tits, pulling me back, and securing me against his body. His head resting on my shoulder, his growls beating into me. His cock throbbing and then erupting, spraying a powerful load of thick demon.

“Oh god, yes… give me every fucking drop,” I shouted, feeling his warm cum fill my pussy full to the brim, “Give me all that cum, impregnate this slut.”

The master kept his cock buried deep inside until I had all that I wanted, every last sticky nasty drop of sweet sweet demon cum swimming inside of this fertile womb. The demon slipped his cock out, dripping with cum and juices. As he pulled out the ropes dissipated, freeing me.

I crawled across the ground toward my demon master. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft of his messy cock, scooping into my hands all that extra cum as dripped down his shaft.

“Give me this cum, this my cum, I need it all,” I said, sliding my hands off his cock, holding his cum in my palms. Bringing my fingers to my pussy, I stuffed them in, making sure not to let any cum out.

“Thank you, master. Thank you so much,” I said while stuffing more of his cum into my cunt. Such potent and powerful cum and it was all mine.

The master grinned, watching me play with his cum, “I will return for more when you’re once again of any use to me.”

“Y- you’re leaving? Please, can’t you take me with you?” I begged on my knees, “I’ll do whatever you want, I’ll suck your cock every day, please.”

“You have already been impregnated with my seed, I have no use for you until I can do so again. And you still have much to learn about being my slut slave before I care to take you anywhere.”

I prostrated myself before him, “Yes master. I understand. I will wait for you,” I rubbed my tummy, “Until you can impregnate me again, I will wait.”

“Good,” In a snap he vanished in a burst of flames, leaving me behind naked and filled with cum.

And I would wait, just as the master asked. I would wait every day, dreaming of his return. Nothing else mattered. I did not care to fuck anyone else. I only wanted the master, only his potent and powerful demon seed could ever satisfy my desires.
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