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Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, discussions, access to the author (that’s me!), and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author! 

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it
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NADIA'S NOTE: I KNOW this isn't an adaptation on any kind of faerie tale, but sometimes a title writes a story for you.

“You deserve this,” they moaned together. “You deserve this more than anyone...”

Two sets of tits, shining and soft and slippery, slid up and down his thick shaft and cockhead. The lips of the wanton tarts kissing his cock, kissing each other, leaking drool and spittle as they lost themselves in a spell of lust and desire. He was all they cared about, all they wanted. All they needed was his seed. They adored him in some kind of pillow-filled chamber, pressing him into heavenly layers of silk.

Arthur dimly realized these weren’t his betrothed—weren’t Eury. In fact, they were the same woman, just duplicated in some way. How was that possible? He reached down to touch them, ensure they were real—and groaned, cumming at the touch of their gloriously soft hair as it spilled over his hands like twin rivers of silk. They slurped him down, moaning in appreciation at the volume of his load. 

“So much...” they whispered in awestruck tones. “Our Sir has so much seed for us...”

His cock remained hard. A part of him realized he was dreaming. That was the only way this was possible. It felt so real. But it must have been a dream, otherwise how was he still hard after cumming so much?

“Sir is so powerful,” the girls moaned in unison. “We’re so lost for him.”

These beauties were dark-haired, dark-eyed. They looked like his oldest crush, only bustier, shinier, thinner. Every angle more defined. Once again, he thought of Eury, trying to somehow escape from these forbidden sensations, but even as he did, the crush-clone on the right sank her mouth down deeper, taking his whole shaft down until her lips pushed against his bush. 

“G-gods!” he whispered. “Gods above!”

They were so much sexier than Eury. So much more beautiful, and she was a knockout. These two were devilishly perfect.

“We’re lost,” the other clone moaned. “So lost for you.”

He came again—and again, somehow, he remained hard, even as the clone slurped and sucked him with supernatural alacrity. 

“So lost,” she whispered again at his ear. Now she held her clone down on his cock, making her gag. “So lost...”

* * * * *
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“SO fucking lost, I can’t believe it!”

Arthur woke with a start. Eury stood over him, wildly gesticulating with their map. In the early morning light, her brilliant half-elven features would normally make his heart turn over in lust. Automatically he admired the turn of her athletic ass and svelte back in her tight, pale blue leather outfit. But he was—he noticed, quickly trying to hide the mess inside his blanket—expended. 

Twice. Expended twice, at least. Gods. And still hard, too. How was that possible?

“What...” he shook his head, trying to shake the fog of the dream away. “What do you mean, lost? We paid a fortune for that map. It’s supposed to guide us all the way home.”

Eury nodded and pointed at the small table she had set up from their belongings in their mountain camp site. On the table was a compass, another few maps, and a sexton for some reason. Eury always over-packed. 

They were in a small clearing inside of a forest on the side of a small mountain inside of the Alcabane Pass. Above them was a long, difficult trail to the mountain’s peak where they had just spent several days on their hunt for their demon bounty; below them was a mass of seemingly endless forest that led out into a miles-wide valley before rising back up into even more, and even taller, mountains.

“These mountains, here—” she pointed to the northeast, “seemed wrong. I don’t remember them from when I checked our route earlier. So I checked our route against our normal maps. And...we’re lost. We are so fucking lost, Arthur. I’m sorry. I don’t know what happened.”

“It is no surprise to me that your poor judgment has led you astray,” came a voice from the small trunk among their belongings. “You did, after all, show incredibly poor thinking when you rejected my very-real offer of power and delight, to—”

“Quiet!” Eury—normally calm, composed, and almost painfully serene—kicked the trunk. Her lovely features contorted in rage. “You shut up! You hear me? Not a word. Not another word!”

She was still mad about the whole offer thing. They had been questing to capture the demon queen Bellona for a long time, weeks now. When they finally got to her lair—sneak attacking and crawling through her dungeon, taking out her minions and avoiding several unpleasant deadly traps, Bellona was prepared. She did a whole long seduction arrangement on Arthur, promising him all kinds of power and glory if he would just give in to her. 

It had been a no, but not an automatic no. Mostly he’d kept her going to keep looking at her a while; you couldn’t capture a demoness and keep her out in the open. They were beings of constant temptation. You had to enclose them somehow—thus the trunk. And, knowing he would have to do so...Arthur had delayed. She was rather fetching, even with the bright red skin and the horns. Gorgeous, really. And if Eury gave him a moment, he'd probably open the trunk to have another look. Why not? He'd captured her once before, and he was strong enough (so strong) to be able to take her again.

Take care of her. Not take her. 

Although he could. He could take her. However he wanted. She had said as much.

While Eury said she’d forgiven Arthur for considering it—they had captured a tempting demoness, and tempting people is what they did—it seemed her emotional forgiveness was still rather lagging behind the intellectual desire to be over it already. 

Eury was a cleric of Cyntara. And though this meant she could marry, if she wanted, her power was dependent on keeping her virginity intact until she had the goddess's blessing to relieve herself of it. Until marriage, in other words. 

She was so beautiful that Arthur was happy to wait. He loved Eury, and he loved the way other men looked at him jealously. Though he would have been lying if he had said that he wasn't a little tired of waiting after this many years of co-adventuring and looking longingly at her beautiful form. 

“Look,” said Arthur, standing carefully. Bellona’s soothing, earnest, seductive tones did nothing to calm his raging erection. They sounded so much like his dream... “It’s not so bad. We’re a little lost, okay, sure. We’re still in Malea, right?”

“I hope so,” said Eury. “But we traveled for a full two days by the magic map without me cross-referencing it. Who knows how far off—”

“Okay, okay. So we don’t know exactly where we are. But you’re great with maps! That’s why we’re a great pair. You’ll figure it out, right? You take the morning for that, and I’ll go hunt us up some kind of game for a lunch, and then we’ll set off again when we know where to go. What’s the hurry?”

The relief on Eury’s face was shattered when the demoness started laughing again. Eury, enraged, started kicking the trunk. 

“What’s so funny, you bitch?”

When the demoness didn’t answer, Eury kicked it again. 

“Answer me!”

“You told me not to talk. So which is it?”

Eury huffed and walked away. “You talk to her. I can’t. I absolutely can’t. I’ll disintegrate her entirely and then we’ll lose our entire bounty.”

It was cliche, and even a cliche to point out it was a cliche, but Eury was beautiful when she was angry. The fire that leapt to her cheeks made her bright blue eyes blaze. Her outfit—form-fitting, skintight leather that was light enough for her to be able to cast her retinue of spells without issue—always turned him on. It clung to her long legs and tight torso, revealing just a hint of her substantial cleavage. 

Eury knew it, too, and usually used it to her advantage in their relationship. Arthur was a sucker for doing what a beautiful woman told him to with a come-hither glance. 

There was no such come-hither glance now, but all the same Arthur walked over to the trunk and leaned over. 

“All right,” he knocked a few times. “Talk to me. What’s going on?”

“Is she gone?”

He assumed the demoness was scared; Arthur knew he would be if Eury was mad at him.

“She’s gone off a bit to get away from you, yeah.”

“Oh, Sir,” she moaned, “I’m so glad we’re more alone now. Did you like the dream I gave you?”

Arthur gulped, his cock jumping in his tight breeches. How was he so instantly ready to cum again? He'd just cum so hard...

“That was you? You’re supposed to be...your magic is supposed to be off.”

“Oh, it is. The harmful kind. But there’s all kinds of magic I’ve learned over the millennia. Can you imagine all the ways I can use it to pleasure you?”

He really, really could. Arthur cleared his throat. 

“Look...look here, demon. You were laughing—what about?”

“Oh, your little plan. It’s not so bad, Sir. In fact, I think it would work, which is kind of what makes it funny.”

“What exactly is funny?

“Had a look at the horizon lately?”

He could practically hear the smirk in her voice. 

Arthur was a rogue, a sneak, a thief, and a backstabber. Before he met Eury, he would have done any kind of job for money, and in fact, mostly had. But he was a city boy, more comfortable on cobblestones and dodging emptied chamber pots than out in the wilderness.

But even he knew storm clouds when he saw them. 

“Uh, darling?” He ran to Eury. “Darling? I think I get the joke.”

She saw it too, and already had drawn out her crystal scepter; a small, leather-gripped totem about a foot long that she used to channel her significant power. It took only Eury a moment to cast a spell of divination, reading the portents of the immediate future. The sparkling blue of her eyes faded out to pure, milky white. 

“It’s a blizzard. It’s a big, massive, fuck-off blizzard.” After a moment, her eyes returned to normal. They were full of tears. “We’re doomed.”

* * * * * 
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THE FULL FORCE OF THE storm was still about an hour away, but as they tried to gather a fire and some form of shelter, they suffered through the biting frost of its vanguard. Snow already had begun to fall, and chill winds ripped through their clothes and at their bones. It was the full middle of summer; a blizzard like this was completely unusual. 

Arthur had wondered aloud if the demon was somehow responsible, and Eury had emphatically said that was impossible. Any kind of magic consorting with the weather would have been inaccessible to her while she was restrained by the special, demon-holding chains around her wrists and feet; and moreover even more impossible while she was in the trunk with its several, several layers of runic protection and barriers. 

If that were true, why was she able to give Arthur vividly sexual, personalized fantasies in his dreams?

But asking Eury that would start an argument. And besides, they were just dreams. And besides that, he was looking forward to having another. The way those girls treated him, worshiped him...Eury never spoke to him they way they did. His cock had been hard all day just from the echoes of their silky, awestruck tones when they slurped and sucked up and down his shaft.

The thought somehow kept him warm even as the temperature dropped. They sat at the fire, which seemed to stay near-death no matter how much kindling they used. The sky darkened as the storm slowly blocked out the sun. Eury pushed in to him to keep warm, and though Arthur put his arm around her, his heart wasn't in it. She was cold and getting colder; sort of the way she was about having sex. 

She was a virgin, as far as he knew. At least, that's what she told him, and he had no reason to doubt her. Eury had never lied to him. And besides, her excitement for physical contact was as rare as a harvest moon. Normally, her pushing into him and aching for his strength and warmth would have bolstered him to propose something intimate. 

Instead, he kept thinking of Bellona's voice—the voice of those clones—and Bellona's offer, and the worship they promised him...

Hiding his hard cock was difficult. His boner wouldn't go away and it bulged in his trousers. 

“I can't get seem to get any warmer,” said Eury. “Three spells of invigoration and I'm still chattering. I don't get it. This blizzard seems wrong.”

It was probably magical. That made sense to Arthur. But from what? Bellona? No—Eury said that was impossible. And besides, Bellona wasn't so bad for a demon queen. The way her voice licked his brain...

“I do have an alternative proposal for you,” said Bellona, “if you two would rather not freeze to death.”

The smooth, perfect tone of her words felt like long, deliberate kisses against Arthur's cock. He gripped Eury tighter—but it wasn't her that he was truly gripping. 

“Shut up,” said Eury. “We won’t freeze to death. We won’t at all.”

“I seem to remember you saying you were ‘doomed.’ Did the blizzard change course?”

“Don’t be stupid,” Eury snapped. “Of course not. But I was being dramatic. I can cast spells of warming through the night. I can keep us—”

“Your spells that already aren't working in this terrible cold? And what of the travel afterward? In the snow and the freezing weather? Have you enough magic for that?”

Eury's skin was tinged with blue; she was truly getting cold and her half-elf heritage did not make it easier. They were made for temperate weather, not this kind of cold. Frankly, neither was Arthur...but he still felt so deeply warm, and warmer still now that Bellona was speaking. 

“I’ll make do,” said Eury.

“I have another way...”

The way she drifted off left Arthur with furious blueballs. All the implications in her tone—like somehow everything would be fixed if he pinned her down and fucked her demonic womb pregnant. Just hearing her voice made him close to cumming, way more intense than anything Eury had ever done for him. If he could just hear a few more words...

“Let’s hear her out, at least,” said Arthur. “Maybe she can help.”

“Why would she want to?”

Arthur's mind raced. “Because if we die out here, she’s locked in that trunk forever. Or you just,” he waved his fingers, “you know. End her if she’s being tricksy.”

Eury frowned at that, shoving a stick around the fire and trying to make the flame stir. 

“He’s right, you know,” said Bellona. “I really do hate confined spaces. And if we are in the middle of nowhere, I don’t look forward to being buried under snow and maybe rocks and all of that for years or decades or worse before someone comes to find me. Plus...you can end my evil existence at any time if I’m the least bit ‘tricksy,’ as he said. As much as I loathe to admit it, in my current state, you're more than powerful enough to take me down.”

Eury looked to Arthur; she was full of doubts. He'd honestly never seen her so vulnerable. As stubbornly as she insisted she could keep them warm through the night, he had his doubts. Nothing she did seemed to be helping her. Wouldn't it only be responsible of him to take charge, like a real man, and have her listen to this demon queen's entirely innocent offer of assistance?

“Tell us what you're offering,” he said, talking over Eury's reply. “And then we'll decide.”

“So reasonable,” Bellona purred. “And taking charge. How admirable.”

Arthur's pride wasn't the only thing that was swollen from her words. 

“Get on with it,” Eury snapped.

“Of course.” Though she was inside the trunk, her voice sounded strangely present, like she was whispering and urging right against Arthur's ear. “Perhaps you may know of this already, but there is a mode of transportation available to demons that occasionally mortals have been able to barter their way into using. You two were clever enough to capture me; I’m sure you could leverage my status as a prisoner to buy passage.”

“I have heard of this,” said Eury. “I don’t like it. It’s...” she turned to Arthur. “It’s like a big carriage full of particularly lustful demons. Succubi.”

“I’ve heard of them.”

They reminded him of the girls from his dreams. More of them?

And he was so strong. More than strong enough to resist them. Or to make them bend to his will...

“Well. You already had enough trouble fending her off, if you'll recall. I don’t like to think of your choices with demons specifically designed for lust.”

“Come on, love.” He took her hand. It was cold and clammy and he could not help but think of the warm hands of the clones from his dream. “I didn’t give in. I’ve got a will of stone.”

“I have to agree.” Bellona's voice was an urging, moaning coo against his ear. “Any other mortal man would have folded before me in a second. So many have...”

“See?”

Eury shook her head. “This feels wrong. I feel like we're getting corralled by her somehow. I don't understand it. I don't like it.”

He guided her away from the fire, away from Bellona. But for the darkness caused by the incoming blizzard, it would have been impossible to hide his bulging cock. 

“Look. I don’t want to do it if it’s not safe. But it looks like we have only two options, and both of them are terrible. Can you really keep us warm and alive through the blizzard?”

“Y-yes. I think so? I should be able to. But Cyntara feels so distant here...” Her face contorted at the admission. “I hate this. I hate not knowing. But she is right. With as much power as I've already expended, even if we do survive, which is an if, depending on how long the storm is...surviving after will be...impossible.”

“Then it’s not really a choice, is it? We roll the dice, and call the transport. The...what’s it called?”

“Oh,” said Bellona, sliding her voice against his ear again. “I'm sure you'll figure it out.”

* * * * * 
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THEY HAD TO LET BELLONA out of the trunk to cast her spell to summon the transport, but she still wore the chains. 

So, Arthur opened the trunk—and immediately groaned in lust, denial, and a fair bit of terror. 

Before, Bellona’s beauty had been otherworldly, shaped by thousands of years of sculpting herself according to whatever art she acquired through her numerous minions and sucking the life force out of the most beautiful virgins in every kingdom she ventured through. She had been glorious, but also clearly supernatural—even if it weren’t for her horns, tail, leathery wings, and red skin. 

She still had all of her demonic accouterments, but her face had changed. Now, she looked exactly like the girl—or girls—from Arthur’s dream. 

Just like, in other words, the fixation of his biggest crush when he was younger. 

Her clothing didn't help. Black skintight matte leather decorated her body, a string-tied corset nearly bursting from the massiveness of her enormous, perfect tits. A tight leather bikini bottom was sculpted by her incredibly firm ass. Long opera-length gloves fit over her hands, elbows, and arms like a second skin.  

“What is it?” said Eury, stepping over as Arthur withdrew. “Oh. The shapeshifting? Yes, I’ve read they do that. But it’s nothing to worry about, really.”

Bellona's eyes flashed at Arthur, filled with a thousand promises of love and devotion.

“Yes. It’s like changing clothes to us,” the demon queen said. “We put on whatever makes us feel good and comfortable. Does my appearance displease you for some specific reason, sir? I should be happy to alter it if you should explain why.”

That would mean explaining his dream to Eury...and that would mean, probably, she would make dreams of that kind stop. Which—why should they? Dreams were harmless enough. 

“No. It’s fine. I was just...surprised.”

“Wonderful. I do love this form for me. It's so fetching, wouldn't you agree?”

Bellona stepped out from the trunk, incredibly long legs enhanced by obsidian black, stiletto-styled bones jutting from her heels. They enhanced the curve of her ass and the turn of her thighs and calves. Her hair, sinfully dark, stretched all the way to her lower back where it ended in a lusciously thick point.

She looked like his crush had been demonically corrupted and completely eroticized in her downfall. She smiled deliberately at Arthur’s devouring gaze, stepped to the edge of their campsite, and waved her hand. A small light show of magic emanated from her fingertips, a gold and blue array of sparkling circles and glyphs. 

Moments later, the transport arrived with a loud screeching and wailing of tortured souls, apparating through a large hole in time and space that ripped apart the trees and ground it touched. One tall pine tree collapsed, its trunk no longer capable of supporting its weight when a massive semi-circular hole had burned through it. The heat of dark hellfire pulsed through the entire clearing, instantly melting the gathering snow all around the campsite and evaporating the resulting water into a heavy mist. 

It was a strange transport to Arthur’s eyes. It seemed made entirely of metal, with more windows than most houses. The many windows wrapped around the perimeter of its frame so whoever sat in its many, many lusciously leather-bound seats could peer out at any time. At the front, sitting in a big chair behind a steering wheel, was a beautiful, youthful-looking blond succubus. 

She wore what appeared to be a uniform, sort of like what Arthur had seen carriage drivers wear, although scandalously low-cut and with leather pants so tight they seemed more of a second-skin. Her bosom, shiny and succulent, jiggled with every tiny motion she made. Her skin was deeply pale, almost marble white, and her eyes were sparkling pools of cosmic darkness. Small leather wings that couldn't possibly be used for flight sat on her back, flitting every so often.

“Hello, Cixi,” said Bellona.

“Hi Bellona!” said the driver. 

Then, a whole host of eight other identical blonde, pale succubi peeked out the windows. “Hi Bellona!”

“Hello, Cixis,” said Bellona, smiling prettily. “I’ve got a favor to cash in with you.”

“You got captured?” asked the Cixis.

The Cixis spoke as one entity, even if they looked elsewhere. One mind, many bodies. Arthur had heard of such things, though not in demons. 

Bellona held up her chains. “As you see.”

Eury tried to butt in. “Listen. We require safe passage to the city of Lon-Cyntara. In exchange, I won't banish Queen Bellona here to—“

“Sweetie, hush,” Bellona said coolly. “The adults are talking. You mustn't be so needy, dear. It's very unattractive.”

Arthur snorted, barely able to contain his mirth. Compared to the unmatched perfection of femininity that Bellona and the Cixis displayed, being too damn mouthy was hardly the least of what made Eury unattractive. 

It was strange, really. He used to find her so infatuating. But—

But that was before I knew what a real woman looked like.

Eury, wide-eyed and furious, sputtered in response to Bellona's insult. Her tongue seemed like it was too thick in her mouth; she kept forming words that didn't make any sense.

Bellona and the Cixis continued speaking amiably without paying any attention at all to the furious Eury. The many Cixis blew kisses at Arthur, winking at him, smiling suggestively. He knew why; it was obvious he deserved this kind of treatment from supernaturally hot women. 

“Demon hunters, are they?”  One of the Cixis kept her focus on Bellona while the rest mooned over Arthur.

“I’m worth quite a lot in mortal money, apparently.”

“Just think if you weren’t! The embarrassment. Who’s the stud? Besides a bounty hunting hunk, I mean.”

Arthur knew they were demons. Knew they were succubi, demons of purest lustful temptation, designed to slink their way against his soul and corrupt him into giving himself up. 

But even so, feeling the full force of their nine pairs of sparkling cosmic eyes on him made his cock swell—and even more so when they called him a stud. A hunk. 

Eury said something, some kind of protest, but her voice was suddenly very hard to listen to or care about. Such a nag. Kind of a shrew, really. Not like the way Bellona had been in his dream. She had appreciated him. Shown him the way he wanted to be treated by women. Worshiping him. Adoring him. Complimenting him. 

Eury never said things like that to him. She was so bossy. And while she was hot, for sure, these girls were incredible. It was so easy to look at them, to want them, to fall into their deep dark gazes...

“This? This is Arthur, Cixi.” Bellona sidled up next to him, and Arthur felt weak from the incredible surge of lust throttling his bones. “He’s very powerful. You won’t be able to sway him, girls.”

Bellona and Cixi spoke as if Eury wasn't even there. For her part, she was so enraged by this that she was choking and spitting and barely able to form coherent phrases. 

“Oh, really?” Cixi pouted. “You sure? We’re really good at swaying.”

“If you do, I’ll have to admit you’re better than me.”

Cixi smirked. “We both know that’s not going to happen. Okay, then. They're like, leveraging your existence and capture for a free ride?”

Bellona nodded. “Pretty much. What do you think?”

The many Cixis conferred for a moment, looking deliberately at one another. Their profiles were striking, and Arthur suppressed a lustful moan. Eury continued to sputter and stamp her feet, like a child having a tantrum. Of course, Bellona noticed his lustful interest in the Cixis.

“It's not unheard of, you know,” she whispered. “A mortal man taking a succubus for himself. Only the most powerful can do it, of course...”

Her lips hadn't moved. She was speaking directly into his mind. That was wrong, somehow, he knew. She...she shouldn't be able to do that. He should tell Eury.

But doesn't it feel good to have Bellona on your mind?

His cock surged, her voice—her presence—wrapping around his thick shaft and stroking it softly and urgently as he stared at her and then the Cixis. 

It felt good to have her on his mind. It felt terrific. She was just a demon queen. She was royalty. She would abide by whatever deals they made. That's what royals did, right? Eury could learn a thing or two. She was acting like a child.

And I'm so powerful...I can just...just look at these succubi and want them and ache for them and let the lust I feel take charge. That's fine. What could be wrong with a  powerful man wanting to fuck beautiful demon girls?

He could feel a hand on his cock, stroking him expertly. He knew nothing was really there, that it was all in his head, that somehow Bellona was making him feel this. But if he looked, if he did anything to break the spell...she might take it away forever. 

And he couldn't disappoint Bellona like that. Not a queen. That would be wrong. 

The Cixis looked back at the trio waiting outside. Their gaze particularly on Arthur, hungry and predatory.

“So what do you say?” said Bellona. “Safely transporting them to the city of their choice...to...where was it again?”

Eury grumbled, clenching her fists and stamping her foot yet again. “Lon-Cyntara. You know that's where we're going.”

“Oh yes. Your goddess's little city, of course.” Bellona turned back to the succubi. “What do you say?”

“That works for us!” they chirped happily. “We owe you one, like you said. We’ve got one other passenger, though. You’ll want to let him alone, mortals. Got that? He’s a demon of destruction, and I think he’s had a terrible day.”

Arthur sprinted inside, barely able to contain his excitement, his mind clouded completely. Eury, aghast and furious, followed him. 

Bellona boarded last. 

Lost in lust, swimming in anger, and helplessly aroused by the presence of nine demons of pure lust, neither of the mortals noticed Bellona lifting Eury’s scepter and bag of protective trinkets and leaving them on the mountainside.

* * * * *
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ARTHUR TOOK A WIDE berth from the gloomy, massive, pale naked demon sitting in the front of the transport—the bus as the succubi liked to call it—and walked all the way to the back. That demon was noticeably handsome—he supposed it was the thing with demons to be good looking, obsessed as they were with lust—but also powerfully built. 

His biceps were easily the circumference of Arthur's chest. The whole of his body was like one of the statues of masculine perfection that were all over the libertine city of Yarditin. Chiseled. Hyper-muscular. Blocking out the windows behind him. His face so large that Arthur's hands would have looked like a baby's if he were to try to punch him. 

He was quite glad of the emphasis the Cixis had put on safe passage. If there were to be some sort of combat between he and Eury and that demon, he did not think much of his chances. 

I don't need to worry about him while I'm here. I can trust the Cixis. I can hang out with them. I can enjoy them. That's why they're here, after all.

It was then he noticed that the gaggle of gorgeous Cixi demons had hemmed into a line behind him, forming a wall of succulent succubi flesh between himself and Eury.

“Hey...hold on,” he put up his hands. Trying to negotiate. “That’s my girl, there. We’d like to sit together.”

He said it more out of possessiveness than a real desire to be near Eury. She was such a disappointment compared to Cixi, compared to Bellona. 

The carriage driver costumes they had worn earlier disappeared, replaced with thin, tight string bikinis. Tall stilettos sprouted from their heels in much the same way as Bellona, although they decorated their feet with sexy wraps and straps for more decoration. Their hot, eager titflesh pushed into Arthur's chest and arms, their faces mere inches away from his. 

One Cixi pushed hard against his crotch. “You respect her to protect herself, don’t you?”

Another stroked his arm and cooed. “You seem like you really know how to respect a girl.”

“She can take care of herself. Just have a seat.”

The Cixi in front pushed him down onto a seat. She altered her outfit, shapeshifting until she wore a tiny pleated skirt and long knee socks. He’d never seen such an erotic outfit before. Like a sexualized version of the school girls in Rar-Datsanna. Her tits nearly burst from her tiny, tied-up top with every breath. They rested on his chest as she bent over toward him, and her face was still inches away from him—there was that much tit on her tiny frame. 

The chair was remarkably comfortable. Right away, it seemed to be caressing his back, his scalp, his arms and legs. Like it was an old, eager lover and he was a soldier returning from a long war. 

“Isn’t that better?” asked the school girl Cixi. “We just want you to be comfortable.”

Another Cixi, pushing against his side and whispering in his ear. “Big, important, strong men like you deserve to be comfortable.”

He laughed, feeling uncomfortable at the praise despite how much he loved it. Outside, he could the see the In-Between—the magical space they traveled through. It was red and sparkling, occasionally throbbing. Spare thoughts had a way of materializing if you looked too long into its depths—but the many Cixis kept his attention where they wanted: on their cleavage and gloriously sexy faces.

“I don’t know that I’m...you know, important...”

“Don’t listen to him, girls,” said Bellona. 

She watched this display of their affection with smoky, lustful eyes. She loved seeing all these girls attend to Arthur. His cock throbbed at her gaze; he wanted her so fucking much. His queen...his queen... 

“He’s modest. He’s the one responsible for catching me. Do you know he resisted my spell of temptation? He didn’t give in even after thirty full seconds.”

The gathered Cixis gasped and then turned to Arthur. Pushing in on him even more. So much cleavage, so many wet lips and sparkling sets of eyes. They were so impressed. His cock swelled—and then swelled more when the school girl fell on his lap and started babbling excitedly. 

“Oh my god, really? You’re really strong and important then. We don’t stand a chance. Like, we’re totally demonesses of lust and temptation, but Bellona is the one who brought us in to this business. She's the queen of lust. Even we can’t resist her. You must be such a hunk.”

“Tell us about your half-elf,” said another. He was flanked now on every side, all of them massaging his body and biting their lips. “Does she do everything you say? She must. Mortal women are so completely swayed by big, massive, cocksure important men.”

Cock. They want it. They need it. My Cock. They're desperate for it. I'll own them. I'm so powerful...

Arthur felt compelled to be modest, even still. “It’s not...I mean...not that massive.”

“Really?” They all exclaimed at once. 

They didn’t believe him. Crowding in. Hiding Bellona's beautiful face, but replacing it with the visage of several nearly-as-sexy countenances. So many young, passionate hands running up and down his body. His cock had already been so hard when he got on the bus...

“Can we see? I mean, can we check? It’s only fair. The immaculately strong cock of a powerful, important mortal king like you...”

“I'm not...” he shook his head, trying to think. 

But his skull was lodged now between the heavy tits of a Cixi who had slid behind him. Her wet, pulsing, hot cunt pushing up against his back as her legs wrapped around his hips. 

“I'm not a king,” he said lamely, upon his throne of eager demon flesh.

“Oh,” one of them giggled. “So it's okay if we see it, then? Since you're not a king. There's no crime there.”

“It's not...not a crime...but...”

But what? He wanted to be loyal? To who?

Bellona certainly didn't care if these hot succubi bitches wanted to touch his cock. And who the fuck else would he be loyal to? 

Eury? That cunt hadn't even seen his cock. 

And he did have a monster cock. He knew it was big. He knew it would impress these beautiful women. 

Before he could nod or not, though, one of them had done away with his trousers. Magicked away. 

“Oh my god, it’s even bigger than I imagined.”

Me too, thought Arthur. His cock looked far larger than it had been. How had that happened?

It's so powerful now. So powerful. Just like me. Strong enough to fuck these gorgeous demons and make them mine...

“Can I touch it?” asked the Cixi in front, already stroking him. “I mean, can I keep touching it? Can we touch it? Can we stroke it?”

“I don’t...I don’t...fuck...”

Her hand glided beautifully up and down his length. She was so good at that. How was she that good? It seemed impossible for someone to be as good at stroking cock as she was. 

“The half-elf, how does she live with not sucking and stroking you all the time?”

They wouldn't say her name. That was so hot to him. The disrespect. 

“No, we don't...we've never...”

“Doesn't she belong to you? Is she not your woman?”

“She is. But we just...it's not like...fuck...”

Another one was stroking him now—no, two more. His cock was so huge. And a third, fully between his legs, softly sucked at his balls. 

“Oh, I see.” The school girl directed traffic, holding another Cixi by the head as her mouth slipped over Arthur's cock. “You just fuck all the time, and there's no hours in the day left for stroking or sucking. That's too bad.”

He shook his head again. “No. Not that either. We're...waiting...”

All the Cixis giggled at this, like he'd said some excellent joke.

“Oh yes,” said the school girl. “Waiting to fuck this supreme cock. This powerful cock. That makes perfect sense. Duh. Silly me.”

He was beyond words. Their mouths were so perfect on his cock. They traded places seamlessly, each one kissing and stroking right after another, and all the while the ones at his head kissed and whispered worship in his ear. 

What You Deserve, Sir. What You Deserve. I can't believe You Deserve so much. We're so truly lucky to give you all that You Deserve...

He could hear them in his head. These demons, these creatures of foulest magic and lust. That was bad, that was bad...

The school girl kissed him hard and passionate, sliding her tongue against his and giggling and grinning like a teen with a hot crush. Her glee was infectious; Arthur's heart pounded. Was he in love?

“You can fuck me, you know.”

Arthur groaned, staring helplessly into the empty sparkling space of her eyes.

“I’m not...not supposed to...”

“A stud like you? You’re made to fuck. Are you sure? You seem really in need of it.”

This was all wrong. He knew it was. But Cixi—all of her—was so tight and right and right there and so exuberantly sexy and willing...

He looked down the bus, desperate for a way out. Something that might change his mind. Maybe Eury. If he saw sweet, innocent Eury, he could snap out of this. She'd have some cantrip, some spell, some artifact. 

She would help, she would...

She was sitting in the lap of the massive demon, enraptured, eating up every word he said, with her hands on his cock. 

The hands that had never touched Arthur's cock.

His heart hardened—and Cixi was still right there, guiding his gaze back toward the bevy of beauties adoring him. 

Eury didn’t care. She had never cared the way Cixi did. Cixi was so good to him, so kind, so helpful and giving...

“You’re so strong, sir. You’re the strongest mortal we’ve ever seen. Surely, you could fuck us just once? Just to get it out of your system?”

Another girl pressing in on his side. “You can handle it.”

“You can handle anything.” She spoke between long licks. 

Kissing him. Kissing his cock. Whimpering and crying at the beauty of his member. “If you fuck us really hard, you’ll probably tame us.”

“We’re desperate to be tamed.”

“Tamed by your cock.”

“You’ll tame Bellona.”

He looked again at the gorgeous demon they had captured. She watched him with a furious intensity and open lust. Touching herself, fingering her cunt. She wanted him to fuck these succubi. Wasn't it right to do what a queen wanted? And she had been so kind to him, anyway. Sucking him off so beautifully when Eury had ignored him for so long...

...Bellona's chains were gone. Why were her chains gone?

“She doesn’t need chains to be yours, sir. You’ll compel her by the force of your brilliant cock.”

Oh. Right. That made sense. 

“We’ll all be yours from now on, sir...please?”

Up to this point, he could have resisted. He could have walked away. He could have stood and denied them, and saved himself.

But Cixi was so sexy, so fit, her cunt so hot right there over his cock...

“All you have to do to own me completely is give me your soul. Please?”

Her hot, wet pussy lips hovered on top of his cock. His precum shooting up into her, lubricating her further. Her own juices slipping down and keeping his cock warm while a gaggle of tongues adored his shaft and kept him hard. 

He barely registered that he was making a deal with a demon. Nodding and growling, Arthur dragged her on top of his cock, and damned himself.

He fucked her. He fucked her as the clones of Cixi chanted and cheered him on, calling him Master and their King. 

"You're so good!"

"You're so fucking amazing!"

"So powerful! Oh, my powerful man!"

His thrusts went deeper and deeper, his heart pounding in his chest until he felt every single cell in his body electrified by her touch. Her muscles clenching around him, wanting more of him.

He lost himself in the pleasure that she gave him, her wet heat holding onto his cock, begging for more each time he pushed deeper into her. Every nerve ending in Arthur alive with sensation as Cixi screamed out her pleasure and clung to his body, fingers digging into sweat slick skin and real passion flowing between them.

The girls around them cheered on as they moved together, their voices filling the air with lewd encouragement. Arthur felt an ecstatic power wash over him as he took Cixi harder and faster than ever before. She seemed to feel it too—her hips moving against him frantically now while she bucked against his strength over and over until finally both partners were quivering from exhaustion. 

As if on cue, this time from her own pleasure, Cixi reached a shuddering orgasm that sent wracking spasms through her body while Arthur pounded deeper and faster in fulfillment. She rode him hard until finally, with one last thrust, Arthur released himself into her sinful abyss. Her entire body shook with pleasure, moans spilling from her lips as he emptied himself inside of her. He kept thrusting into her until he was sure that there was nothing left to give, then pulled out slowly.

As they both sat panting in post-coital bliss, the other clones broke out into rapturous cheers and claps as they congratulated them both on a job well done. 

“So strong!”

“So much, all at once! Oh, Sir, how did You cum so hard?”

They fawned over Arthur's physique and skill, thanking him, caressing his broad chest with their hands, and licking his salty sweat off his skin.

He was still—somehow—impossibly hard. He groaned as the warm air touched his twitching, needy cock. 

He needed to fuck. How did he need to fuck? He had just fucked the hottest woman he'd ever seen, and yet his libido was skyrocketing. 

Hands were on him immediately—other versions of Cixi, slipping off their bikinis and exposing their naked demonic forms to him. 

"Me next, Sir?" one begged. 

"No, me next, please?"

He just nodded. It didn't matter, not even to Cixi. It was a game she played, pretending one version of her needed to be fucked more than another. She was all the same mind—and he could never satisfy all of them. 

But he needed someone on his cock now. All he needed in this life was to cum inside these gorgeous women. And so it was—Cixi slid on top of him again, her wet walls gliding down his rigid member. She moved over him, her mouth falling open in a gasp of pleasure as he filled her completely with every thrust. He felt like he'd been buried alive in lustful sensations and pleasure as their heated bodies moved together again in wild abandon.

“Cum for me, baby,” Cixi urged him. “Don't stop cumming. I need to drain you dry. I need to drain your soul.”

He could feel all the others surrounding them, driving them both wild with their hot breath against his skin and their hands running along his body. They all wanted a turn, and he knew he'd give it to them or die trying. 

Bellona, watching this, smiled and felt orgasm after orgasm rip through her demonically perfect body as Arthur's soul was ripped from his body one perfect, hot cumshot after another. His pleasure gave her none—he was a simpleton—but his damnation was exquisite. 

* * * * *
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ABOUT FIFTEEN MINUTES before Arthur lost his soul, one of the Cixis introduced Eury to Azazyl with a smile.

“So, that’s Azazyl, demon of destruction."

Eury was nervous, like she was being introduced to a crush. Butterflies floated in her stomach. What in the hells was wrong with her? She tugged at the sleeves of her tight leather top. 

"Um. Hi. They said you were having a bad day?"

Stupid. That was stupid. Why bring it up? He frowned at her. 

"Yeah. I had this angel I was corrupting, and she was whisked away at the last minute by her goddess Cyntara."

"Oh!" Eury said brightly. "That's my goddess!"

Behind her, Cixi giggled. 

"Azazyl, this is Eury, who helped capture Bellona.”

“Hey,” he raised his eyebrows. “Congrats. That’s a big deal. Bellona’s no easy catch, believe me.”

Eury didn't know how to respond at first. Cixi had looped her arm into Eury's without asking, and her flesh felt good. Like, crazy good. Eury felt a little high. Turned on. Tuned in.

In her bag, she knew she had a few pinches of Prayer Salt, and she knew that would keep her mind straight for the duration of the trip. But her bag...her bag was somewhere else. 

Had Arthur taken it? He was...she rolled her eyes. He was being shamelessly groped by the Cixis at the other end of the bus. 

"Hey, babe," said Azazyl. "I gave you a compliment."

Eury tittered nervously. Gosh, but he was handsome. And cocky. She loved it. 

"You're right, I'm sorry. I'm just a bit confused. My, um, my partner..."

"That wimp?"

Heat flashed through Eury's legs at the open disdain Azazyl had for Arthur. He wouldn't have been tempted by Bellona. No way. 

Granted, he probably would have just pinned Bellona to the ground and fucked her stupid until Eury joined in and begged to have her own brains fucked out and oh fuck, was she staring at his cock?

It was enormous. And hard. And enormous. 

And hard. 

"So...so hard..."

She whimpered. Why the fuck was she here? How had she let herself be talked into using this demonic device? She was a disciple of Cyntara! She was trained to fight demons, to never make deals! 

Arthur had gotten to her. It was all his fault. The coward. The wimp.  The maggot. She couldn't believe she had listened to him, and—

"Hey. Babe." Azazyl snapped his fingers. "Listen to the driver."

Cixi had disappeared from her arm and was now driving the bus through the dark, sparkly-red mass of the In-Between, the place where demons and darker things lived. 

"Have a seat!” Cixi called back. "There's bumpy road ahead."

There was no road at all. They floated through space with magic. 

Eury frowned. “No. I don’t think so.”

“Really?" Another Cixi appeared. How many were there? "Is there something wrong with the seats? They’re the finest leather we could find. Real top-quality corrupted angel leather.”

Eury had trouble concentrating. Azazyl was looking at her, and it was so important that he thought she was pretty. She played with her hair. 

“Corrupted...angel?”

“Sure!” Cixi chirped brightly. “I mean, once you corrupt someone and damn them, usually it’s best just to kill them. So you have to do something with all those remains, and—”

“Oh gods,” Eury put a hand to her mouth. “Please stop talking.”

“You can sit here if you like.”

Azazyl's voice was smoky and smooth as burnt glass. He patted his thigh, which made his massive cock wobble alluringly.

“What?”

Eury could barely speak. Her mouth was full of drool.

“You can sit on my lap. That way you’ll be sitting down, and you’re not dealing with the whole harvested angel thing.”

“I...no, thanks.”

A bewildering rush of gratitude and desire swept through Eury. Why was this demon trying to be nice to her?”

“Suit yourself. Just trying to help you out. Serves me right, trying to be kind to a mortal. You’re all the same, you know that? So judgmental.”

A fog had entered Eury’s brain, so subtle and pervasive that she had barely noticed its existence. But it made her hang on the demon’s words, and whittled away her will down to a fine point of eager-to-please.

“No,” she stumbled toward him. “No. I’m sorry. I was being prejudiced. You’re right.”

With trembling hands, Eury sank down onto him, feeling the warmth of his hard body seep into her own. He put an arm around her waist and pulled her close as they drifted through the In-Between.

Stars flew past in dizzying streaks of emerald and ruby light. Strange creatures emerged from the darkness: glowing jellyfish-like beings that oozed around them like tentacles; a herd of fiery unicorns prancing above them; a giant lobster playing a lute before quickly vanishing into the sea of stars again. 

It was...comfortable. Pleasant. Warm, on top of Azazyl. Her skin tingled as he wrapped his arms around her waist, and for a moment she just stayed there, taking everything in—the feel of his hard muscles beneath her, the sound of his deep breathing in her ear, the smell of smoke that clung to him like an invisible cloak. She felt safe and protected in the warm embrace of this powerful creature.

This powerful, hard creature. Everything about him was hard. His thighs. His chest. His cock.

His cock was so hard—and she could feel it right underneath her ass. She had meant to slide next to it—why had she slipped right on top of it? She was so aroused, so slippery and wet, that now all of her movements meant she was just grinding on his massive meat all the time.

"Not so bad, is it, babe?"

She tittered again at being called babe. He was so masculine, and she was such a little girl. She was a babe. 

“I’m sorry,” she apologized again. “It’s just, I wasn’t expecting a demon of destruction to be so...candid and forthcoming. So eloquent.”

“I get that a lot. Don’t worry. People expect, you know, a battle axe in both hands. Probably on fire. Me screaming about a throne of blood and an altar of skulls, that kind of thing.”

“Yes!” Eury nodded brightly. “That’s exactly what I thought. I’m sorry. That must be so insulting.”

“You’ll make it up to me babe, don’t worry.”

Eury giggled. That was good. Keeping Azazyl happy was so important to her. She could tell he would let her know how to make him happy. Gods, but her pussy was so wet!

It was so reassuring to be able to depend on a man, to throw away her entire life of service for his happiness.

“There’s all kinds of destruction,” said Azazyl, hand sliding up Eury’s leather-clad thighs. The leather started to come apart. “Sure, I destroy worlds. I do the whole axe thing a lot. But I like destroying everything.”

“Like what?”

“Resistance. Relationships. Commitments. Virginity. I destroy virgins every night. I destroy their families and their lives, I make them live for my cock forever after.”

Eury giggled, pushing harder into his hard, defined muscles. Her cunt leaking everywhere. Her leathers ripped almost all the way open everywhere. 

That was so sexy. She thought of his hard, strong muscles, pressing on top of a virgin. Forcing her down, forcing his will into her night after night. She wished she was knew a virgin...

“All you demons, you’re supposed to be...so evil." She thought of Bellona and all the heated glances the demon queen had thrown to Arthur. "But all you seem to care about is fucking at the end of the day.”

“Mortals try to avoid how much they want to fuck. It’s in your make-up. Demons don’t have the same pretension.”

“Oh.” Eury nodded. “Right.”

He had an answer for everything. He was so smart.

"Um!" A lightning bolt of realization hit Eury. Here she was, sitting on the lap of a demon of destruction, and she hadn't even mentioned it. "I'm a virgin! I forgot. I..."

He looked at her like she was truly stupid. She found it so fucking arousing. Such a stupid girl. 

"I...um...I'm a disciple of Cyntara. And so I'm a virgin. And you mentioned virgins. Destroying them. With your, um..." her voice became very small. "...with your hard cock."

The cock in question swelled beneath her. He smirked.

“You should start stroking my cock, love. It’s rude not to. I’m being nice enough to let you sit on my lap and you’re not stroking me off. Don’t you feel ashamed?”

“Oh...” A flush of embarrassment hit Eury hard. “Oh, goodness me! You’re so right, I-I’m so-sorry, I-I—”

“Really, making it up to me at this point would require something more...substantial.”

He let it hang in the air, but Eury knew what he meant. She was smart; she was so smart!

“Y-yes, of course!”

She dropped to her knees, tugging at the spare covering of his loin cloth. His demonic cock, enormous and already dripping with precum, stunned her for several seconds. She had seen it before, but had she really seen it? 

Not up close. Not like this. Not with such lust in her heart. She didn’t know where to begin, if it could even fit. When Azazyl took her by the back of the head and shoved her mouth down on him—it hurt, a lot. His immense girth inside her throat. 

Then he told her to give in to him, to give herself to him, that it would be much easier. 

He was right, of course. 

He was so right. He was right about everything. Giving in to him was the only sensible thing to do. 

She felt someone’s hands on the back of her head—someone who wasn’t Azazyl. Feminine hands. Cixi? No—they were all either driving the bus or attending to Arthur. Then...

Bellona. Bellona pushed her down. Her chains gone. 

“I love you so, so much, Master,” Bellona moaned to Azazyl. “Does this do anything to make your hard day better?”

* * * * * 
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“SAY IT,” AZAZYL COMMANDED Eury. “Forswear your god. Promise your soul to me, and I'll fuck you.”

Eury, delirious with lust, on her thousandth cum in a tenth of that many minutes, was barely coherent as Azazyl hovered his massive cock over her comparatively tiny body.  She was totally naked and laid out on the seats of the bus. Her cool, collected, half-elf features were now contorted with constant agonizing, perfect pleasure and completely covered over with his demonic seed. Her legs spread wide. 

“I abandon her!” she promised. “I swear it! I hate her! Fuck her! I promise you! I promise everything to you! My soul! My soul! My love, oh my god, please take my soul!”

And with that, Azazyl thrust his immense cock inside her small body. Eury instinctively fought against it at first, her muscles automatically tightening up around his unstoppable force, but then the magical aphrodisiac of his demonic nature kicked in and her body relented to the pleasure of being filled completely. Her hesitation melted away as she began to finally relax into him. 

Soon enough he was balls deep inside her with no end in sight. She felt like everything shifted as if some unseen force was realigning her organs to make room for him, making space for his prodigious size within her midsection which bulged out from the pressure. 

Something special was happening, and Eury knew it–she could feel a strange sort of magic taking hold of her heart and soul as they became intertwined with Azazyl’s ever-expanding length and girth.

She was one with him. She was forever his. She was in love, true lusty forever nonstop love, with her only man Azazyl. 

In return, he looked only at Bellona, because all he had wanted from Eury was her soul. And now, as he fucked her rotten, he held it in one hand between himself and Bellona, both of them pushing on its spherical shining surface and threatening to crack it completely and damn Eury to the lowest depths of hell forever. 

"Oh Dadddyyyy!" Eury moaned. "Daddy, I love you! I only love you!"

"Yeah, I know." He leaned into Bellona and kissed her passionately. 

"I only love you as well, Daddy," the queen of lust purred into his mouth.

That made him lose it a little bit, shooting a heavy load of precum into Eury that filled her body completely. 

All of this had been part of Bellona’s plan. She was the one who had put the bounty on herself, and sold the magical, problematic map, and set-up the appearance of the blizzard—all beforehand. Demons of her unequivocal power lived outside of time, dropping in and out as she wished and as she felt most benefited her. 

The mortals never stood a chance. 

And when she had heard about her Master’s terrible day—corrupting an angel only for her to be whisked away from Him at the last moment by a pesky, do-gooder goddess...she had to do something. 

That Eury was a cleric for the same goddess who had affronted her Dark Husband Master was, Bellona thought, a clever touch. 

"I promise...promise my soul..."

Eury moaned it over and over as her Dark Master fucked her again and again. His entire body so massive and pale, a gigantic titan, a moving marble statue. 

"My soul..." she whimpered nonstop. "I promise my soul...I promise my soul..."

Ever syllable was tinged with orgasm. Bellona cheered him on as he thrust harder and faster into Eury. Her body pushing into his hips. Bellona orgasming at her Master's pleasure, at the way he was fucking his enemy's servant.

"Yes...yes, Darling. Oh, Master. Yes, yes. Fuck her. Make her sorry."

Bellona's voice was ecstatic; she could not contain her joy.

Eury's eyes rolled back into her head as another orgasm ripped through her body but it did not stop her chanting. 

"My soul, my soul, my soul, I promise my soul!"

Azazyl continued to thrust into her slowly, deeper and deeper with each push, until finally they both found the edge. The pleasure was palpable in the air as Eury writhed beneath him, panting and moaning in ecstasy with each stroke.

His body shook and quaked as his cum shot out like lava towards Eury’s core.

The half-elf screamed “I PROMISE MY SOUL!” over and over again before her soul was shattered between Bellona and Azazyl entirely. The sphere that it was exploded completely in a shower of harmless sparks, lost forever to Cyntara, wholly consumed by their collective force of evil and destroyed beneath his forceful thrusts. Bellona saw its explosion as a light show in miniature, escaping from the sphere and then reconstituting to become part of the bus itself. 

Slowly, the form of Eury underneath her Master transformed, gaining wings and deeply blonde hair. 

Another Cixi. 

“Payment for services rendered,” Bellona said to the Driver Cixi. “Now...park this thing, and attend to Master like He Deserves. I want him to know he’s the strongest demon there is.”

Cixi almost resisted. Almost. She turned—all of them turned—to face Bellona with indignation on their faces. 

Bellona saw the rejection pass over her beautiful face like a shadow, and then retreat under the sun that was Bellona's radiant power. 

"Y-yes..." 

Cixi's hot, exuberant lustfulness had turned into a kind of sullen obedience. She dropped to her knees—all of them did—and cast her eyes down. 

"Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress. Thank You, Mistress."

One last little treat for her Master. Bellona, in accessing Arthur’s dreams, had left a bit of spell there. When Cixi had absorbed his soul, they absorbed his dreams as well—and now, like a virus, her spell waited inside of Cixi to be unleashed. 

Demons were always vying for a competitive edge. Bellona just knew that she could have the most power by dedicating herself to Azazyl. 

“Master,” Bellona whispered at a volume only he could hear. “Have you ever wanted to own a harem of hive-minded succubi?”

He groaned with lust, looking at the gift she had made for him.

The multiple Cixis approached him, fangs out, wings flapping with lust. Succubi loved fucking other demons—it was a constant battle of wills to see who would give in first, with the power of the submitted going to the winner. 

But with Bellona’s surreptitious bit of spellwork, the more they sucked her Master, the more they would be enslaved. 

“You deserve this,” she moaned in her Master’s ear. “You deserve this more than anyone...”

# # #
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NADIA NIGHTSIDE HAS a Patreon! Access bonus content, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

What's next?

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

Watch Me – Instant Harem

Every few minutes, Dennis's new magic watch either makes a slave out of the nearest girl around or turns him into more of a hulking stud. He asks Erin for help, but soon she's just aching for him to own as many girls as possible...

Harem Faerie Tales – Captured Princess

Marjorie's rescue by her knight in shining armor is going perfectly—until the sorceress who kidnapped her offers the knight a sexy harem full of hot women worshiping his cock!

Trophy Wife Initiative – Homewrecker

Homewrecking stripper Crystal has managed to keep herself from transforming into an ultra-servile Trophy Wife by manipulating her husband. But when she brings home the ex-wife—who she booted from the home—the power dynamic begins to change and Crystal starts getting dumber and hotter in a hurry!

Succubus Harem – The Queen

Regular guy Robert finds out it’s no easy thing to keep your morals when a trio of soul-sucking succubi want to glorify you as their evil ruler and use all their feminine wiles to beckon you to conquer reality!

Trophy Wife Initiative – Good Girl

The stunning young Emilia returns home to swindle her father, but soon, her mind is swimming in lust for her Daddy and his hot new trophy wife!

Succubus Harem – The Innocent

Robert’s new succubus girlfriend won’t stop urging him to take on more slaves and new succubi girlfriends to be his servants just like her! He’s a good man, trying to be moral, but she’s making his cock so hard all the time...can he resist?

Trophy Wife Initiative – New Model

He’s fully prepared to turn away the new wife the government sends him in their new breeding program...until she arrives and is a total knockout! To make things worse, she’s subservient, loyal, and eager to please—everything his old wife isn’t

Succubus Harem – The Witch

Robert is visited by a gorgeous supernatural being who swears she is completely in love with him, begs to be his sexual servant, and promises she is the herald of an entire harem of demonic loveslaves!

Bully Worship – Obeying the Billionaire

Her billionaire Master and Mistress get whatever they want—evil mind controllers, they’re sadistic, cruel, and erotic beyond measure. But what she really wants is someone to share her service with...is her owners’ latest target the one who could be her best friend in sexual slavery?

Bimbo Packages – Female Designs

Two women can’t resist the allure of mysterious packages full of bimbofying clothing, seducing each other and then devoting themselves to the service of one unhappy husband!

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

Alpha Male Desires

TWENTY amazing stories of Alpha Male dominance and the hot, fertile women they bang into perfect worshipful submission!

Rough Desires – A Bundle

Nothing can ever be rough enough in these twenty hot tales of alpha studs taking and using women as the property they deserve! If you love erotica with no excuses, this is for you!

Mesmerized Desires – A Bundle

“Yes, Sir. I obey You, and only You, forever...” TWENTY mind-melting tales of hot mind control erotica just for you!

Lucky Guy Desires – A Bundle

Some guys get all the luck, and the mind control rays, and the bimbofying potions, and the super-hung members, and the harems of breeding bimbos...find out more in this naughty 20-tale bundle!

Kinky Desires – A Bundle

This sexy bundle features nothing but the sexiest, kinkiest fetishes you can imagine! Twenty stories of erotic taboos and delights featured!

Homewrecking Dreams

This hot collection features TWENTY amazing tales of gorgeous women seducing the men they want away from ungrateful wives. These tales are all about appreciating masculine strength and virility from hungry babes desperate to treat men like kings!

Office Desires

In this jam-packed bundle, experience TWENTY stories of exhibitionist lust full of ruts, hot mind control, and more as alpha males and fertile goddesses get it on in the office!

Bimbo Beach – The Bundle

The Spiral Sun Resort features beaches full of beautiful, obedient babes, and an alpha-male owner who is able to turn all guests into his obedient, erotic slaves...

Taboo Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of household erotica, when forbidden desires go a “step” too far!

The Bimbo Fix Bundle 

A man wakes up with his estranged wife and adopted barely legal daughter slurping on his cock—and it only gets hotter and wilder from there as he tries to figure out why! 

Gang Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing tales of hard-bodied studs giving their hot loads to aching, needy barely legal babes—sometimes in huge gang bangs!

Overflowing Desires – A Bundle

Love big, delicious, erotic tits full of milk that spreads everywhere during and in-between hot worshipful sex? This is the bundle for you. 

Just 18 Desires

A bundle full of eighteen delicious stories featuring barely legal virgins bowing down to the alpha male they’ve always needed—whether they knew it or not!

Fertile Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of Nadia Nightside’s thrilling tales featuring hard, passionate ruts between stacked ladies and well-hung hunks!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        Lonely, unattractive Erin doesn't know what to expect when her old friend Dennis invites her to the park, but she sure didn't think it would be Dennis telling her a crazy story about how he found a magic artifact. He insists that he's got a special stopwatch that won't stop running, and at the end of every lap, either he becomes more of an alpha hunk or he makes nearby girls into his sexual servants. This is nonsense, of course—although Erin doesn't remember Dennis being such a built, well-hung stud or being so filled with crazy hot lust for him…Dennis wants her to watch him and make sure he doesn't go crazy with power. But Erin is feeling so turned on all of a sudden, and there's a group of hot girls in the park that Erin suddenly understands should be full of Dennis's hot alpha male seed. If she could just convince him to put those sexy, fertile babes on their knees in front of him where they belong, maybe he'd let her join his new harem too?WARNING: This hot erotica features sexy women giving in to their hottest desires, alpha males taking no prisoners, deliciously rowdy sex between one man and multiple gorgeous females, and everything else you might imagine from a Nadia Nightside tale!


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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	    About the Author

        
            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:


http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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