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      In the land of college, there are two vastly different types of people. There’s the geek - quiet, intelligent, in bed by ten, good grades and a few good friends. Then there are the jocks - meatheads on sports scholarships, who barely pass their grades and party till three in the morning. As Colin’s roommate got ready for the evening, it was obvious which was which in this case.

      “Still don’t understand why you won’t come,” Kyle complained, as he gave his shirt the sniff test before adding a little too much cologne.

      Colin just rolled his eyes as he ignored the pungent aroma. “It’s a Sunday, Kyle. I’ve got finals in the morning.”

      “Pffft,” Kyle snorted. “C’mon, I bet I can get Sally Kliggerman to suck your dick.”

      Colin just shut his eyes and sighed. “No, thank you. I have to study.”

      “Whatever,” Kyle snapped, grabbing his phone.

      Colin was pretty sure he heard the words, “Fucking pussy,” and “Bait,” as Kyle practically slammed the door shut behind him. Colin sighed once again before turning back to his laptop.

      K - YOU OKAY?

      C - HOW DO YOU ALWAYS KNOW WHEN SOMETHING’S WRONG?

      K - ;) A GIRL JUST KNOWS THESE THINGS. WANNA TALK ABOUT IT?

      Colin sighed for the third time and shook his head. Kasey had always been like this. The day he found out he was adopted was the day they met. After his parents accidentally let slip the truth, Colin found himself at eight, crying by the back fence. It was the first time he heard the voice of an angel. Kasey Threft, a girl his own age he’d never met. She had some sixth sense for animals and people in emotional states. Sensing Colin’s pain, she came straight out and introduced herself. A decade later, she still knew when he was upset and came calling.

      C - I’M FINE KASEY. KYLE’S JUST BEING AN ASS

      The conversation devolved from there. Kasey, being the ever faithful friend, knew when he didn’t want to talk. There was nothing really to say, anyway. So they moved the conversation on to finals. Monday was the last day. They’d started the week before, with the weekend, to give students a break. Some, like Kyle, partied and flaunt themselves. Others, like Colin and Kasey, were in their rooms studying. Kasey and Colin shared a few classes, but Kasey wanted to be a veterinarian. Colin wanted to go into business management, but they knew enough about each other’s studies to keep one another occupied, at least until Colin yawned one too many times.

      K - YOU NEED SLEEP

      Colin rolled his eyes.

      C - I HATE IT WHEN YOU DO THAT.

      K - NO YOU DON’T! XD

      C - FINE, BUT I WILL GET SOME SLEEP

      K - GOOD, I’LL SEE YOU FOR CLASS

      Colin smiled at her words. She really was the best thing that had ever happened to him. No matter how shitty he felt, she was that eternal drop of sunshine that broke through.

      C - NIGHT KASEY

      K - GOODNIGHT COLIN!

      Closing his laptop, Colin checked the time. It was nine-thirty. Perfect for a quick shower and bed. Grabbing a towel and his toiletry bag, Colin made his way out of the room. The bathroom was just a few doors down and was thankfully empty when he went in. Colin avoided the mirror when he passed it. He knew what he looked like. One-ninety centimetres, and just over seventy kilograms soaking wet. Colin was what people referred to as a rake. Exceedingly tall and skinny. His dark hair was short, trimmed neatly and his facial hair sparse, so he shaved it clean. He didn’t think he was unattractive in the grand scheme of things, but in the world of Colin and Kyle, most women seemed to pick Kyle! At least, on the rare occasion he left their shared room. Even when he did, Colin preferred to spend his time with Kasey. She was all he ever needed!

      Turning on the shower, the water spraying onto his neck, rather than his head, Colin went about scrubbing himself down with soap. After awkwardly squatting in the shower to wash the shampoo from his hair, Colin dried and headed back to his room. At home, Colin preferred to sleep in the buff, but since being paired with Kyle, Colin had purchased pyjamas. They were long, thin pants. He found that wearing silk boxers or briefs ended uncomfortably. Usually with them twisted, where he was falling out, or crammed down each leg and losing circulation. Long pants sat better for him. So, after getting himself dressed, he switched off the light and crawled off to bed. It wasn’t long before the dreariness of the day faded into the back of his mind as sleep overcame him.

      THUMP!!!!

      Colin snorted awake. He could see the clock on the wall. It was just after three in the morning. The clatter of keys and giggling made him sigh. The sound of the door flying open and literally bouncing off the wall as Kyle drunkenly stumbled into the room had him frozen. Drunk Kyle was irrational Kyle. It was easier to pretend he was asleep than risk being dragged into some god-awful conversation.

      “Oh, who’s that?” a sweet, seductive voice asked.

      “S’Colin. Don’t-don’t worry about h-him,” Kyle slurred. “I’m all the man you need.”

      Colin clenched his eyes shut. It was a code black. A series of colours he’d classified himself to help him explain to Kasey exactly what had happened. Blue was a failed night. Red was warning via text he was bringing someone home, so Colin could be elsewhere. Black was too late. He’s here, and he’s drunk. It was the worst imaginable situation for Colin to be stuck in, especially with finals in the morning.

      “Fuck, you’re a hot slut,” Kyle slurred.

      Colin waited for the slap, but the woman giggled. “Oh, behave.”

      “C’mere.”

      The sounds of wet lips meeting lips filled the room. Kyle was obviously plastered beyond belief. Colin wondered why a woman would have followed Kyle home while he was this drunk. Surely she would have had a better offer. The thump of a body hitting the bed made Colin flinch for a moment before the kissing sound started again. But after a moment, it tapered off.

      “Kyle?” the woman asked softly. “Kyle! Hey!”

      Colin risked rolling over to check. He could see her clearly. Her perfect ass was in the air with a set of puffy labia exposed to the room. He could see the wet slickness as it practically dripped down her legs. Her smooth skinned back was arched up as she kneeled either side of Kyle’s bare chest. Her long, dark hair obscured her from the head down to below her breasts as she lightly smacked Kyle’s chest a few times.

      “Shit!” she snapped.

      Colin heard it then. The unmistakable sound of Kyle's drunken snoring. He heard the disgusted grunt from the… lost supermodel. Seriously, as she stood, Colin could see her perky, full breasts. They seemed to defy gravity as they sat perfectly on her chest. Quickly closing his eyes, he held still, hoping she’d think he was asleep.

      “Oi,” her voice called.

      Colin kept his eyes shut and regulated his breathing. “Oi, Colin, wasn’t it?”

      Still pretending to be asleep, Colin was internally screaming. There was a naked woman in their room talking to him. He hadn’t even kissed a girl since the eighth grade with Tracey Lewis. Apparently he was so bad at it, she spread it through the school and the other children had made his life hell.

      “I know you’re awake,” the woman grumbled. “I need to get fucked.” Colin’s eyes shot open. She was standing directly beside his bed.

      “It’s your lucky day, little boy. This is going to be the single greatest moment of your life. You’ll be so satisfied, no woman will ever compare. What do you say?”

      “N-no.” Colin whispered, terrified of the sexually charged woman before him.

      “No?” She frowned. “What do you mean NO?!”

      Raising her hand, Colin flinched, thinking he was about to be slapped. What happened instead, is he was hit by a sudden wave of lust. His cock swelled in an instant, like it never had before. It throbbed as his heart pounded in his ears and he became acutely aware of his surroundings.

      “Nobody tells me no! You should be grateful I don’t have any better options!” She snarled, yanking the blankets back.

      Colin scrambled, grabbing his throbbing erection and trying to roll away, but the woman grabbed him roughly and pinned him back. Straddling him, Colin flinched. His vision blurred for a moment and he swore he saw a pair of great, bat-like wings extending from her shoulders.

      “Stop fighting! I want to fuck you, not kill you!”

      Yanking his hands free, she growled while staring at the bulge in his pants. “Well, at least you got that going for you, kid. That’s no mere sausage.”

      Colin couldn’t move as she slid down his body. Taking the edges of his pyjamas, she pulled them down as he trembled.

      “What’s wrong?” She giggled. There was a flash and for a moment she had thick, black horns extending from her pink skinned forehead. Kissing the base of his cock, she purred. “A virgin!”

      “P-please?” Colin begged. He wasn’t sure what was going on. He didn’t even know what he was begging for. Was it for this woman to stop? Continue? Was it because he was hallucinating about her looking like a demon?

      “This is your first time, so I’ll make it extra special. Every growing boy should have his first time special, after all.”

      Kissing up the length of his cock, she ran her tongue over the base of the head. Then, with a wink, she somehow used her tongue to scoop it into her mouth. With a savage smile, she bobbed her head, taking half his length into her mouth. Colin made a small squeak of terrified pleasure. She definitely had horns. Her eyes glowed purple as her bright red lips slid over his cock. A forked tongue slipped from her lips, running over his length.

      “Oh, I can practically taste the power you’ll give me,” she grinned viciously.

      Shoving his cock deep into the back of her throat, Colin stood no chance. As she swallowed repeatedly, the pressure over his cock rippled and he tensed up. In bare moments, he was firing his seed down her throat. The demon woman made a delighted sound as she sucked his cock like a straw for every drop. And like the twang of a rubber band snapping back, Colin felt part of him slam home. The hot pink skinned women, with horns, wings and a forked tongue, stared up at him with an odd expression. An odd expression that shed fear as Colin shoved her off of him. As the woman tumbled off the bed, she squealed. But Colin wasn’t letting her go. Throwing himself on top of her, she spun around.

      “Please! I wasn’t going to hurt you!” She cried, throwing her arms up.

      Grabbing her arms, she was stronger than him. But he didn’t care. There… There was something… As their eyes met, he pushed his will into her. Immediately, her eyes dilated, and she gasped before trembling.

      “How?”

      Colin slammed his mouth into hers. His long, forked tongue swam into her mouth. Her own tongue wrapped around his own, as her legs wrapped around his waist.

      She pulled away with a whimper and blinked slowly. “Please?”

      Colin frowned, reaching between them. Getting a hold on his cock, he had to lift himself to angle it down far enough to fit between her legs. As it brushed over her mound, the demon woman whimpered and tensed her core muscled. Pushing her pelvis up, she impaled herself on his cock. Colin grunted at the feeling of tight, wet flesh sliding over his cock for the first time. Staring down at the woman in his arms, he felt a sense of possessiveness overcome him. With a snarl, Colin forced himself to the hilt inside her. The woman gasped, but stared up at him with wide, unblinking eyes.

      She was equally the most terrifying and the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. So completely alien, and yet as she squealed and gushed fluid over his balls, the most erotic. Sawing his cock in and out of her body, her squeals turned to screams and finally she was wailing like he was killing her. But the whole time, her legs stayed firmly around his waist, preventing him from pulling away.

      There was just one thing. One last piece to the puzzle, that was Colin’s mind. One ultimate thing he needed to accomplish. And it screamed at him to do it and to do it now.

      “Who do you belong to?”

      “NO!” she squealed, despite gripping him even tighter.

      “WHO!?”

      “Please?” she begged, gritting her teeth as if in agony.

      Slamming his cock all the way inside her, Colin glared down at the demonic woman below him. She stared up at him with a terrified expression. One that seemed so alien to her demonic features. One he wanted to ease, but first she had to make this pledge.

      “Mine!”

      The demonic woman trembled for a moment and bit her lip as a tear escaped from one eye.

      “Yours.”

      Leaning forward, he stared into her eyes, filling her with the same power as before. Her terrified expression turned to lust as she trembled around his cock. Her pussy pulsed continuously in miniature climaxes as Colin made slow love to her. The woman clung to him desperately as she rocked her hips up to meet his own. The whole time, she crooned softly and whimpered through her agonising ecstasy.

      “Mine,” Colin grunted again.

      Forcing his arms under her, he crushed her against his own chest as he erupted inside her. A pair of black wings shot out of his back, as a similar, but far larger, set of horns erupted from Colin’s forehead. Wrapping them both in his wings, he held her as she whimpered through a final climax of her own. Staring down into her purple eyes, she stared back with an awestruck expression. But questions she must have had died as Colin gently kissed her. Laying her back, Colin stood before helping the shaky demon to her feet. After guiding her back into his bed, he climbed in beside her.

      “Colin?” she asked softly.

      “Tomorrow,” Colin said, pulling her onto his chest. “Talk tomorrow.”
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      It was the faint whimper that snapped Colin awake. Blinking, he didn’t quite know what was going on. Turning his head, he was face to face with the beautiful woman from the night before. Only now she looked decidedly human, rather than demon. He realised she looked terrified. Even as he stared into her eyes, she seemed to tremble, even as he held her softly in place.

      “Did last night really happen?” he asked. The woman swallowed and nervously nodded her head. “So you’re really some freaky demon chick?” This time she seemed to frown, but nodded. “What did you do to me?”

      Now she froze and stared at him in confusion. “You?” She whispered. “YOU? What did YOU do to me?”

      Colin frowned and wracked his memory. But they made little sense now in the light of day. “Honestly, I’ve no idea. I’ve never done any of that before… I… I made… I made you-”

      “Yours,” she whispered, closing her eyes in defeat. “You made me yours.”

      “I’m sorry,” Colin whispered. He turned his head to stare at the ceiling, even as he absentmindedly stroked her hair. He mused about what he’d felt and experienced the night before, oblivious as the woman stared at him with openmouthed shock. “What are you?”

      “How do you not know that?”

      Colin shrugged. “I’ve no idea what’s going on right now. I don’t even know if what I saw last night was real, or if I’m having some kind of mental breakdown. Waking up with you in my bed is something I’m hoping is real, but honestly, I kinda doubt it is. I think Kyle came home last night and did something to me, and now I’m hallucinating this whole thing.”

      The woman sat up. She looked nervous, but looked into Colin’s eyes for several moments. “You… have no idea what I am, do you?” Colin shook his head slowly. “Order me to do something.”

      “What?”

      She sighed and rubbed her forehead. “Just think of something. Something weird you wouldn’t expect any rational woman to do.”

      “Why on earth would I do that?”

      In an instant, the supermodel was gone. In her place was a hot pink demon. Her skin was a single, solid pastel pink colour, while her lips were blood red. Her hair was black and matched the curved horns that extended from her forehead. She stared at Colin with large, glowing, purple eyes.

      “I need to know if this is real,” she whimpered softly.

      Colin sighed and glanced around the room for inspiration, but nothing came to him. Thinking outside the room, he quickly decided. “Go stand naked in the hallway.”

      The demoness blinked before nodding. “Okay.”

      She slowly crawled over his body, getting out of the bed. Colin couldn’t help but stare at her perfect figure as she stood and stretched. Her breasts stuck out, while her full ass swung around to face him as she turned for the door. She took all of three steps and gripped the door handle. Twisting it, she pulled the door, only for it to slam closed with a bang. She could see the red arm pinning the door closed, even before Colin knew what he’d done. But as she turned around, looking up at him, he stared down at her with fury in his eyes.

      “Mine,” He growled softly.

      “Yours,” she whimpered, pressing herself into his chest.

      Colin didn’t know what had happened. He was shocked she was doing as he asked, but the moment her hand went for that doorknob, something inside him snapped. Feeling the same power he felt the night before, he made to stop her. Now, with her pressing against him, Colin’s cock hardened between them. Not wasting a moment, he bent, grabbing the back of her knees. With a growl, he picked her up and pinned her against the door.

      “Yours!” she whimpered loudly.

      Colin’s cock found her entrance, seemingly on its own. Pushing his hips to meet hers, the woman clung to him desperately. She bounced her hips back and forth, trying desperately to fuck him, even as he sawed his length in and out of her. If it wasn't for his tongue that invaded her mouth, she would have been screaming. She lost herself in the desire of this male she couldn’t identify. He had all the hallmarks of a powerful incubus, right down to taming her and making her his. She remembered the words of her mother, ‘might makes right.’ It’s why she was on earth, hiding with the humans. She didn’t want to submit to the first strong incubus that took a liking to her. And yet, here she was, pinned to the door by a creature that had all those hallmarks, but was clearly a virgin not twelve hours ago.

      Colin fell into a haze of lust. All he knew was that the woman in his arms was his. She was HIS alone, and he’d kill to keep it that way. In fact, he forced his power into her, ramping up her lust to impossible heights. He could already feel how much she wanted him, but by driving her natural limits up, it became a desperate craving that he satisfied as she lost control and orgasmed repeatedly. Slamming his cock into her with all his strength, she screamed into his mouth while clawing at him desperately. With a last thrust, Colin pinned her there, erupting inside her. As he painted her insides with his seed, he could feel things shifting.

      She fed off his energy, even as he fed from hers. He could taste her natural lust, her submission, and her overwhelming desire to please him in every way. Kissing her fiercely, she whimpered and clutched him tightly. Colin gripped her back, just as possessively. He pulled her away from the door and carried her back to the bed. Turning, he sat down on the edge and simply held her as she laid her head on his shoulder.

      “I never thought it would be like this. You’re supposed to be strong, dominant, wanting. Taking who and what you want.”

      “I have no idea about any of that,” Colin whispered. “I don’t even know what you are, or what you did to me.”

      She sat up, then looked at Colin and sighed. “I don’t even know how this is possible. You are my mate. It compelled me to follow your instructions. Even as a succubus, I didn’t want to stand in the hall naked. And…”

      “None of this makes sense,” Colin grumbled, giving the woman a small squeeze. “You’re the first woman other than Kasey, I’ve spoken to in years over one sentence, and we’ve had sex twice now. Between that and the colour of my skin, I’d think I’m going crazy.”

      “You really know nothing?”

      Colin shook his head. “I was adopted as a kid, raised a few miles from here. Mum and dad own a mechanic shop. Dad made enough to send me here to study business and take over when he retires.” Colin sighed, “Fuck, I don’t even know your name.”

      She giggled softly, and Colin saw a flash of her sharp teeth. “Libidine Faust, but you can call me Libi.”

      “Colin Knaptern,” Colin smiled and pulled back far enough to offer his hand to shake.

      “Well, Colin Knaptern,” Libi grinned. “If I had to be mated by some random incubus, who doesn’t know he’s an incubus, I’m glad it was you.”

      “What does that mean, anyway?”

      Libi shrugged and leaned into his chest again. He was a little skinny for her liking, but he was tall and relatively good looking. If he continued to be as kind and possessive as he had, she could see her future being very different to how she expected it to be. But not at all would it be unpleasant.

      “It means that you own me, mind, body, and soul. That’s what you did last night. You claimed me.” She blushed, turning her pink face as red as her lips. “I couldn’t even think about denying you. I was just shocked it happened.”

      “What do you mean, I own you?” Colin frowned. “Like, I know it felt right saying it while… While we...”

      “Fucked?”

      “Yeah, that,” Colin shifted nervously, twitching as his cock rubbed up inside Libi’s warm pussy. “I don’t understand how any of this works. Why do I have wings? Why can I… make you feel lust?”

      Libi rocked her hips, enjoying the sensation as he firmed up inside her again. “I don’t really know. Humans have never raised an incubus. I don’t know how you got this far in life as a virgin, either. I lost my virginity a century ago when I fir-”

      She didn’t get any further. In an instant, Colin had her pinned to the bed, snarling in her face. “MINE!”

      Libi froze as waves of power washed over her. He practically sweat it through his pores. All it took was to get him riled up, and it all came to the surface. She was as terrified as it aroused her as she recognised the pattern. He was so wrapped around making her his, even the thought of her being with someone in the past sent him over the edge.

      “It’s okay,” Libi Whined. “I’m yours. All yours. I belong to you. Nobody else gets to touch me.”

      He snarled as he hammered his cock repeatedly into her depths. Libi just clung to him in desperation as she fed from the excess lust that leaked from their union. She had experienced nothing like this before as she slammed into yet another orgasm, but it was never enough. The harder she came, the harder he fucked her. As she screamed, he kissed her into muffled silence. No matter what, she never wanted him to stop, as he possessed her entirely.

      “I’m yours!” She wailed as he ground his pulsing cock into her, filling her for the third time.

      “Urrrrgh, shut up, nerd!” Kyle grumbled, rolling over.

      Colin’s furious expression turned to the jock, but Libi took his chin and pulled him back to look her in the eye. “Don’t worry about him. He’s just a human.”

      Colin blinked, and his expression softened, before he kissed her again. This time they made soft, gentle love. Not that it mattered. Between Colin’s ability to hit all her buttons and his power to ramp up her lust exponentially, even slow and passionate sex had her gasping for breath as he pushed her over the edge repeatedly. It continued for well over an hour until Libi collapsed limply on the mattress. She moaned as he pulled his cock free from her depths. She refused to voice her thoughts out loud, lest he do it again, but she’d never felt so satisfied, even after the multiple gang bangs she’d had over the decades.

      “I need to get to class,” Colin whispered. “What will you do?”

      “I… Have a place. Not far from here,” Libi replied softly. “I spend my time there when I’m not out… hunting.”

      She moaned as his tongue invaded her mouth. She found herself surprised when he didn’t take her again, but still pleased that he’d reaffirmed himself, before pulling away.

      “I… Just go about your day, as you normally would, but… You’re mine, got it?”

      “Yours,” she smiled. “I belong to you. Nobody else touches me ever again.”

      Libi whined softly as Colin changed his mind, pushing his cock into her for a fourth round that morning. Not that she’d ever complain about that. She was literally built for sex, after all.
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      “Colin?”

      Colin jumped, turning around. He smiled shyly at Kasey. “Hey, sorry, I was miles away.”

      She smiled, that sweet smile of hers. “It’s cool. I thought something was wrong.”

      “Wrong?” Colin shifted nervously. “W-what makes you think something’s w-wrong?”

      Kasey giggled, “Relax, you big goof.”

      She took him by the arm and started walking. He was sitting in his usual spot to wait for her. But he was still thinking about Libi and what it all meant. He hadn’t even realised Kasey was there until she said his name.

      “Hey?”

      “Yeah?” Colin snapped back to attention.

      Kasey moved around and looked him in the eye for a moment. “Something happened, didn’t it?”

      “I…” Colin froze. He did not know how to tell his best friend in the entire universe that he had turned into some kind of incubus demon. Not only that, but how would he explain Libi?

      “It’s okay,” Kasey smiled. “You can trust me, I promise.”

      “It…” Colin sighed. “It’s not about trust. I just… Don’t know how to talk about it.”

      Her smile faltered for a moment before she nodded. “So a girl then. Is she nice?”

      Colin trembled, “It’s not-”

      “Colin, please don’t lie to me. You’re not good at it, and it would hurt to know you tried.”

      “I’m sorry Kasey,” Colin sighed and gestured for her to continue walking towards class. “Everything just… It feels different. And I don’t know what any of it means.”

      Kasey giggled. “Sex changes nothing for mere mortals.”

      Colin choked out a laugh, but didn’t correct her. Kasey dropped the subject. Only as she walked beside him, the image of her naked flashed through his mind. Clenching his eyes tight, he faltered in step, catching Kasey’s attention.

      “Colin, you okay?”

      Opening his eyes, Colin stared into her big, dark eyes. He could see the worry, as clearly as he could see the slight, natural pout of her dark lips. He had some idiotic thought about whether they’d taste like chocolate if he kissed her.

      “Hey!” she snapped her fingers. “What’s gotten into you today?”

      “I-I’m sorry,” Colin stammered, taking a step back. He took a few deep breaths. Before looking Kasey in the eye and smiling. “I’ll be okay, just… A lot on my mind.”

      “It looked almost like you were going to kiss me or something,” Kasey teased.

      And like a switch, Colin felt himself harden in his pants. Before he realised what he was doing, Kasey was nibbling her lip as her face darkened. Colin could smell it. Her arousal. Not that he could smell her physically, but… Like an overwhelming, subconscious feeling. Her body reeked of it. Whatever had happened to him with Libi had brought on some changes. But the knowledge that he was mentally roofieing his best friend was too much.

      “I’m sorry!” Colin squeaked. And he ran.

      Kasey was left standing there alone. Her heart thumped in her chest, but not because she could feel the arousal he pushed into her. No. It was the shame she felt for never telling him how she really felt. And now he had been enthralled by a succubus. Shaking her head, Kasey picked up her phone. She had a few calls to make.
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      Andradox grinned as he admired the sheen on his claws. Each, meticulously painted by his own hand, a different colour. He had the idea of mimicking a rainbow. Not only were such things beautiful, but as he lashed the air with his claws, the colours would blend into white, making it rather clever as well.

      Careful not to smudge the flesh coat of nail polish, he screwed the cap back on. Getting a bottle from earth was not cheap, nor easy, and Andradox had no intention of wasting even a drop. Now, he needed only to wait for it all to dry.

      The door behind his throne opened without warning and the soft patter of flesh on stone told him who was coming. She stepped around the throne, careful not to bump the small table with Andradox’s beauty supplies.

      “Superbia,” Andradox purred.

      “My lord, I have interesting news.”

      “Interesting enough to interrupt my personal time?” Andradox growled. He knew full well she’d never have interrupted without a good reason. Just as she knew, he needed to act tough for their kind to respect him.

      “My lord,” she paused and fluffed her blue-black fur. “My lord, the angels are mobilising.” Andradox froze in place, before leaping to his feet, “We need to prepare, summon-”

      “My lord, they are mobilising to move on Earth.”

      He froze in place before turning to his spymaster. She stared back evenly. She was the only one who dared look him in the eye and hold his gaze. It was both endearing and aggravating. She had refused to submit to him for thousands of years. Despite her loyalty.

      “What are the angels doing, mobilising on Earth?”

      “That is what I wish to find out,” she purred softly. “There are only a few reasons the angels would mobilise, and I have detected no activity of ours that would call their attention.”

      Andradox shifted back on his throne. On one side of things, since the war, things had been peaceful. Sure, demons weren’t welcome on Earth, but so long as they kept their heads down, it was rare for the angels to interfere, either. They just wouldn’t tolerate a large, organised presence.

      Which is what a scouting group may just represent. Reaching up, Andradox fiddled with his butterfly charm. It was a trinket he picked up from Earth before they made him Regent. It was heavy, sterling silver with encrusted jewels and it was perfect to pin back his long hair. Demons so rarely made such things of quality, preferring tools or weapons to something designed for its mere beauty.

      Not to mention the duality of its meaning. The butterfly. New life, new beginnings, a new age. When the angels took the prince as a babe, it left a power vacuum. Without Andradox stepping in as regent, their world would have fallen to ruin. So he wore the precious creature with pride. That it was a human designed and created piece from Earth meant it was also extremely valuable.

      “Send a team,” he paused. “Send someone capable.”

      Leaning back, his eyes followed Superbia’s ass as she stalked silently from the room.

      Sometimes it was good to be king.
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      Colin put down his pen as he read over his final answer. At least this part was simple. Some of his classes were rather complex, but business management was… Rather basic. The difficulty came in justifying your answer, which he thought he’d done a pretty good job of. After giving the test a quick check over one last time, he stood and made his way to the front desk. The teacher watched him in silence, only nodding with a smile as he dropped the signed paper on the desk. Then made his way outside.

      “Hey, how’d it go?”

      Colin froze before turning to see Kasey smiling at him. There was no odd expression on her face, no questioning glance. No police waiting to take him away in cuffs for sexual assault. Relaxing a little, Colin smiled back.

      “Well enough, I think. Mr Lance wasn’t really worried about me.”

      “Great,” Kasey beamed. “You won’t mind coming with me then to get some lunch?” Colin nervously smiled. “Sure, whatever you need, you know that.”

      Reaching out, she slid her arm through his and started marching. “What do you feel like? I have a friend I’d like you to meet.”

      “A-a friend?” Colin stammered slightly.

      “He’s basically my older brother. He’s mentored me for years and he’s asked to meet you!”

      “Me?”

      “Mhm,” Kasey chirped. “His name is Michael. You’ll like him!”

      Colin grit his teeth. Not that he was opposed to meeting one of Kasey’s friends. It was more that he’d never heard of Michael before, and it was odd that she’d mention him now. Especially odd after Libi had appeared just the night before. Colin didn’t like coincidences. He was also a little paranoid. So he carried on beside his best friend.

      “Get him to meet us at that noodle place,” Colin smiled.

      “Oooo,” Kasey crooned. “Their chicken soup is awesome!”

      Colin snorted and grinned despite his nervousness. “Only you would go to a noodle shop for soup.”

      “Oh whatever,” Kasey grinned and bumped his hip with her own.

      They laughed together as they walked. It wasn’t long until they arrived and they quickly made their way to the counter to order. After paying, Kasey went to find them a booth, while Colin headed for the bathroom. He was washing his hands when the door opened behind him.

      “You must be Colin,” a cool voice said.

      Colin froze. Immediately, he felt… wrong. Turning, he looked at the well-dressed man standing before him. Designer shoes, tailored suit and short, trimmed blonde hair. Despite his disarming smile, Colin was immediately on edge, staring at him.

      “Michael, I’m assuming?” Colin smiled nervously.

      The man grinned wider and offered his hand to shake. “It’s lovely to finally meet you. Kasey told me a lot about you.”

      Colin took his hand and ignored the feeling of something creeping up his arm at the contact. “It’s just odd. She never mentioned you. We’ve been friends-”

      “Since childhood, yes, I know,” Michael continued, smiling. “Now, I just wanted to formally meet the man our dear Kasey thinks so fondly of. She can be a little extreme when she’s excited.”

      Colin nodded, despite wanting to disagree. Kasey was a little rambunctious, but he’d hardly call her extreme. At least, not with the connotations he was getting from this man.

      “Right, shall we go then?”

      “Oh, go on without me, I’ll catch up,” Michael opened the door for Colin.

      With an uncomfortable smile, Colin stepped past the man and took a deep breath. Whatever was going on, he didn’t like Michael, or his presence one bit. As the door swung shut behind him, Colin took a deep breath and headed for Kasey, who waved enthusiastically from a booth. Colin couldn’t help but smile as he made his way over and sat opposite her.

      “So, what do you think of him?”

      “Oh,” Colin paused and smiled uncertainly. “He seems nice. How long have you two known one other?”

      Kasey seemed to frown in concentration, “I’m not sure. My whole life, I guess. He’s always been there for me. Looking out for me when things were rough.”

      “Right,” Colin nodded. “So, what? You just… Never mentioned him before.” Colin watched as her face dropped into confusion for a moment.

      “I…” She started to frown, as if she was struggling with something.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Colin smiled and patted her hand softly.

      Kasey still looked a little confused, but nodded and started smiling as Colin’s hackles went back up.

      “Don’t look so concerned, Kasey. I much prefer to see that smile of yours, even from across the room.” Michael moved up to the table and Kasey shifted over so the blonde, unnerving man could sit beside her.

      “Right!” Kasey beamed widely. “So, who’s this girl you met?”

      Colin blinked and tried not to frown. He tried not to glance at Michael, so sat there with an odd smile on his face. This was all too coincidental for his comfort.

      “Umm, her name is Libi. And, it’s a little awkward,” He trailed off. But Kasey listened intently while nodding enthusiastically for him to continue. “Right, ummm… She actually came with Kyle back to the room.”

      Now she frowned, “Ugh, noooo. Colin…”

      “Not like that,” Colin grinned despite himself. “He passed out drunk, and she realised I was awake.”

      “So she just leaped into bed with you?” Michael chuckled.

      “That’s not… not quite how it happened,” Colin frowned, knowing that’s exactly what had happened. “She’s really nice. Smart, beautiful.”

      “Got her phone number?” Kasey asked.

      And like that, Colin realised that the greatest night of his life was probably some sick joke. She was a demon. Of that, there was no confusion. And if she were a demon, she probably got what she wanted and now she was gone. Of course, she never gave him her phone number.

      “Oh, Colin,” Kasey frowned. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean…”

      “It’s fine,” Colin gave her a brittle smile.

      Michael cleared his throat. “Probably for the best, I’d say. A woman of ill repute like that, you’re-”

      Colin shook his head and stood. “I’m sorry. I think I need to go.”

      “Colin?” Kasey made to stand, but he waved for her to sit.

      “I’m fine, just exhausted after my exam. I’m gonna head home, kay.”

      Turning away without looking back, he missed the pained expression on Kasey’s face. He also missed how she turned to Michael.

      “That wasn’t nice. He’s really upset!”

      Michael frowned and patted her hand softly. “I’m sorry Kasey. I meant no harm, but there’s no beating around the bush with this.”

      “He’s not the bad guy here!” she hissed. “Now let me out. I have to go make sure he’s okay!”

      Michael sighed, “Fine. Let me know if you find anything useful. The succubus needs to be destroyed before it corrupts his soul.”

      Kasey’s eyes watered as she tried not to sob at the thought. But with Michael getting up, she quickly hurried off after her friend. Michael finally dropped his cool demeanour. Scowling, he pulled out his phone and hit the speed dial.

      “Yes?”

      “We have a problem.”
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      Colin trudged up the stairs before turning to the end of the hall. He stared at the door and sighed. Reaching for the knob, he jiggled it. Surprised to find it locked. He took out his key and unlocked the door, pushing it open with one hand. The light was off inside, which told him Kyle was out. That wasn’t surprising. The door being left locked for once certainly was, though. Stepping into the room, Colin closed the door. Reaching over, he patted the wall where the light switch was and flicked it on. The moment he did so, he felt a presence behind him. Spinning around, he grabbed Libidine in a firm hug, crushing his lips into hers as she moaned in delight.
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      It surprised Colin at the depth of his relief. Seeing Libi waiting in his room was like realising his dream. She was real. She existed and most of all.

      “Yours,” she whispered, pulling back.

      Colin smiled, cupping her face. She wavered from her human appearance to her demonic one as she grinned, flashing her sharp teeth. Sliding to her knees, Colin’s eyes bugged out of his head as she fumbled with his belt. A moment later, Colin’s pants hit the floor with a thump, along with his underwear.

      “There are stories amongst my kind,” Libi said, licking her lips. “We’re told that once we’re claimed, we’ll crave this,” She kissed the tip of Colin’s cock. “But they never tell you about the ache,” Libi pouted, licking up and down his length. “I NEED this,” she purred, taking Colin’s hands in her own.

      Colin stared in shock as she brought them up to her horns as they came into view. Instinctively, he grabbed them, making Libi beam in delight as she opened her mouth. With Colin’s hands on her horns, she froze in place. But he was in shock, staring at her, unsure of what to do. With a smile, Libi extended her long, slender tongue and lapped at his manhood, jutting out towards her. Colin pulsed with energy. Libi’s eyes went wide with shock as she felt her lust punch itself up several octaves. Now, he held her firmly in place as she drooled on the floor. She desperately wanted to take his cock in her mouth.

      Of course, at that moment, the door opened behind them. In an instant, Colin released Libi’s horns. Her demonic visage vanished, but that didn’t stop her from slamming her face to his crotch. With his cock buried down Libi’s throat, Colin froze. Libi made a pathetic squeak as she clung to him desperately. But Colin was too busy staring at Kasey to notice.

      Kasey stood there, holding the doorknob, while staring at Libi, choking herself on Colin’s cock. Her mind went blank for a moment, before conflicted emotions rushed through her. On one side of things, this was the demon that was going to kill Colin one day. On the other side of things, the idea of being in her place made her tunnel clench with jealousy.

      “Kasey,” Colin choked.

      That snapped Kasey back to reality. He could see a rolling series of emotions in her eyes. But he reined in on the lust powers. He didn’t want to make this worse than it already was. She turned on the spot and quickly closed the door behind her. The sound seemed to snap Libi back to reality as he stepped away.

      “Colin,” she frowned.

      “Later,” Colin said, bending to grab his pants.

      The kiss he planted on her lips stunned her for a few moments. Nobody had ever kissed her straight after sucking a dick. Especially not the way Colin did, just to reassure her. Glancing up at him, he finished with his belt before darting out of the room. That was when she remembered what it was she was about to tell him. Scrambling to her feet, before, she rushed off after him.

      Colin made it to the base of the stairs to see Kasey arguing with Michael. That… Seemed wrong to him. He’d never seen her angry before and she was practically screaming at him. Kasey, the lovable bundle of joy who rescued cats from trees and patted every dog she ever saw, was outside yelling at someone. As Colin pushed the door open, he gasped as Michael slapped Kasey to the ground.

      “You do not tell me what to do!” Michael snarled.

      But Michael didn’t get any further before Colin suddenly knocked the wind out of him. The blow wasn’t particularly hard, but it was quick. As he staggered back, he stared in shock at Colin while he tended to Kasey.

      Colin was used to being angry. A lifetime of being picked on at school left him intimately familiar with the emotion. What he wasn’t familiar with was acting on said emotion, but when Michael slapped Kasey, he acted without thinking. And Kasey seemed to be trying to tell him something important.

      “Colin, listen to me,” she said, clutching at him. “You need to run. You need to keep going, and get as far away from Libi as you can.”

      Colin frowned and shook his head, “Look, I’m sorry you walked in on that-”

      “Please Colin, you need to trust me. You’re gonna get hurt.”

      Colin spotted it then, the subtle flash of white. He froze, seeing for the briefest moment a set of white, feathered wings sprouting from her back. And if that wasn’t obvious enough, the golden halo was a dead giveaway.

      “COLIN!” Libi screamed, bursting out the front door. “Get away from her!”

      Colin stood quickly, seeing Libi practically growling, while staring straight at Kasey, who also got to her feet.

      “Colin, please, you know me,” Kasey said quickly. “Please, just trust me. She’s not a good person.”

      “Oh, please,” Libi snapped back. “You’re all the same, even the mistakes like you.”

      “ENOUGH!” Colin roared.

      It was only then, Colin realised they had the attention of dozens of people who were all standing around. Some were grinning, others looked confused. A few were making lewd comments about both women.

      “Colin,” Kasey tried again, but his glare cut her off.

      “I have no idea what is going on right now, but I think we all need to sit down and have a little chat.”

      “Colin, that won’t-”

      “Libi!” Colin warned, and she fell silent.

      “Interesting,” Michael called softly from behind them.

      Colin frowned at the placid smile on the man’s face. “And you. You put your hand on my friend again-”

      “You’ll what?” Michael chuckled. “Please, go on, tell me what you’ll do to me.”

      Colin literally snarled before shaking his head. “Just fucking leave. You don’t get to treat people like this.”

      “On the contrary,” Michael smiled.

      Colin froze in place as he felt a subtle shift. The world fell silent around him, only broken by the sounds of Libi’s and Kasey’s breathing. Glancing around, all the people were frozen in place, unmoving like statues.

      “Now will you believe me?” Michael smiled like he’d won some prize.

      “Michael, please?” Kasey begged, clutching her hands together in prayer as she approached him. “Just one chance. We both know they’ve been coming to Earth in small numbers.”

      “And we’ve eradicated them whenever they’ve made themselves known.”

      “No,” Kasey whined. “Please? For me?”

      “Colin, we need to leave.” Libi grabbed his arm and tried to haul him away.

      But Kasey transfixed Colin. Her moonlight wings contrasted against her dark skin. The Halo above her head gave her dark hair a golden sheen. She was beautiful, and Colin couldn’t look away.

      “Move aside, Kasey,” Michael smiled.

      “Colin!” Libi whined desperately.

      “No,” Kasey said firmly.

      “Don’t make this harder on yourself,” Michael growled.

      Kasey shook her head. “I can’t let you hurt him. I-I love-”

      Kasey fell sideways. The sharp crack of Michael’s punch echoed in the silence. Colin’s punch landed on Michael’s face. But unlike before, the man stood completely unfazed by the blow. Not that Colin cared as he wound back for a second punch. Before he could land it, though, Colin felt Michael’s fist hit him with the force of a small truck and tumbled through the air. Slamming into the pavement and rolling into the grass, he laid on the ground while he gathered his bearings. Footsteps followed by Libi’s terrified expression filled his view. But she quickly helped him sit up.

      “We need to go, please!” She hissed.

      “Not without Kasey!”

      “Colin!”

      He didn’t want to hear it. Grabbing her chin, Colin pulled her into a kiss before holding her in place. “Not. Without. Kasey.”

      “You don’t understand-”

      “I was right after all then!” Michael called.

      “You weren’t right about shit, you bleached ass chicken fucker!” an unfamiliar voice called. Colin turned to see what was going on… Not that seeing it explained much more. She and her form left no doubt it was she. But…

      She was roughly four feet tall. Sandy blonde hair cut in a modified pixie cut, but shaved on one side. She seemed to have short, but thick and sharp spines that extended from her back, between her shoulders and the top of her ass. To top it all off, her hands and feet had extremely long, sharp claws extending from them.

      “Don’t play dumb with me,” Michael ignored the insult. “What on earth would you be here for, if not for him? This violates the order.”

      “I’m not violating shit, you scrawny pissfuck,” the small woman snarled. “The order states we’re to report for official business. What the fuck do you think I’m doing here?”

      Michael glanced over at Colin, turned towards Kasey, and, seeing confusion everywhere, went back to the small woman. “Alright, say I believe you’re not here about him,” Michael gestured towards Colin. “What ARE you here for?”

      “Him,” the small woman gestured at Colin herself.

      Michael frowned. “I don’t like coincidences.”

      “I don’t give a fuck. I’m not here for you,” she shrugged.

      “I don’t know who you think you are-”

      “And I don’t give a fuck at all who you are. I have orders to find out what you want with the incubus. So either tell me what the fuck you want with him, or get the fuck in line!”

      In this commotion, Kasey had snuck around unnoticed by everyone. As she stepped up to Colin, she lunged forward. Shoving Libi aside, she pulled Colin to his feet with a burst of strength he didn’t know she had.

      “Go!” She shoved him into action.

      Libi, despite being knocked to the ground, scrambled after them, swearing under her breath.

      “Now look at what you’ve done!” the small woman growled at Michael.
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      “We need to go!” Kasey snapped, shoving Colin along.

      “We need Libi!” Colin growled back, but was promptly shoved forward again.

      They’d made it around the corner of the first building when Colin tried to pull to a stop. Kasey wasn’t having it.

      “Colin, he’s gonna kill you!”

      Colin whirled around and grabbed Kasey by the shoulders. “Look. At. Me.” he growled. Kasey froze in place, never having seen this side of her best friend before. “I don’t know what’s happening to me. But I’m not leaving Libi, same as I’m not leaving you.”

      “B-but-”

      “LET’S GOOOO!” Libi howled, rushing around the corner and grabbing both of them by the wrist. “Colin, you need to open your wings!”

      “What?”

      “Wings!” Libi shouted as she shifted to her demonic form.

      Colin panicked for a second, turning to Kasey. She had shifted to… Her angel form. Her expression looked heavily conflicted about the situation, but she was pulling him along, same as Libi. So with a growl, Colin concentrated on how he felt the evening before with Libi.

      Immediately, he felt an uncomfortable tightness in his pants. Libi moaned softly, while Kasey squeaked and Colin quickly reined in the feeling of lust he was pouring out. But it worked! He could see the red of his skin and the shadows cast by his horns.

      “Open your wings!” Libi yelled.

      Colin wracked his brain, trying to concentrate on the weights attached to his back. It was like trying to use your hand while it was asleep. You knew it was attached, but you still weren’t sure what you were doing with it. With a yank to the side, Colin flared his left wing, almost causing them to trip as they were all pulled around as they ran. Snapping it back closed, he tried to do them both at once. This time, a little awkwardly, both his wings spread out.

      “Alright, just angle yourself!” Libi yelled.

      Before Colin could respond, both Libi and Kasey leapt. They kept hold of his hands as they did, and Colin suddenly pitched forward. Instinctively, he tried to throw his arms forward to protect his face, but they were still being held by the ladies. Miraculously, he did the same thing with his wings. As they snapped forward, Colin surged upwards. With a squawk of terror, he relaxed, not wanting to let go of his anchors, but they had other ideas. Surging hard, they dragged him higher and higher. It was slow going, and they both grunted with effort. Colin took a deep breath and did the thing he felt earlier and, like a charm, he flapped. Only, unlike Libi and Kasey, who beat their wings continuously, Colin’s single beat of his wings hauled all three of them upward.

      “Keep going!” Kasey shouted.

      “Right, I fly, you steer!”

      Gritting his teeth, Colin started pumping. He beat his wings at about half the speed of Kasey and Libi, but the size and strength of each beat soon had him dragging them higher into the air. Colin then learned a rather valuable lesson. Flying was wonderful… Until it wasn’t.

      The sharp impact to the middle of his back drove the wind out of him. It also pulled his hands away from Libi and Kasey. Without their support, and with what felt like a spear in his back, Colin tumbled helplessly through the air.

      “Fucker! I need him!” The familiar angry retort from the small woman rang out. “Go kill the other two!”

      A large impact drove into Colin’s side before he hit the ground. It shunted him sideways and into a roll, dissipating his downward momentum. As he lay on the ground, he could feel the bones in his wings sticking out in weird directions.

      “You’re forgetting, you leach. I don’t answer to you. I have a higher calling.”

      “Was that a fucking short joke?” the woman screeched. “My teeth are at dick level. Maybe after plucking those feathers of yours, I’ll chew off your man parts and stuff them. I’ll have the world's smallest back scratcher!”

      Colin opened his eyes to see Michael swing a glowing sword at the small woman. She got her hands up in time to block, but the impact sent her careening into a nearby building. With a sniff, Michael turned back to Colin and stalked forward.

      “I have no idea what this is about, but your death ends this.”

      “Michael, NO!” Kasey screamed.

      Colin stared in horror as she slammed into the larger angel. Michael, not expecting the impact, collapsed to the ground with Kasey beating him over the head with her fists.

      “This is going to hurt,” Libi said suddenly.

      Colin didn’t have time to brace as the sharp feeling in his back intensified tenfold. He cried out, unable to stop himself, before collapsing into Libi’s arms.

      “Libi, please run,” Colin groaned. “Take Kasey with you. She’s my best friend in the entire world. She’ll love you. Just give her a chance, please?”

      “Noooo,” Libi whined and shook her head. “Colin, no. We… We can still run!”

      “Libi-”

      “Colin please?! You don’t understand. We’re mated! Losing you will be like losing part of myself.”

      “Get off him, slut!” Colin fell to the ground as the small woman knocked Libi aside. He groaned as the small woman loomed over him. “What kind of wimpy-arsed incubus are you?”

      Colin grit his teeth at her. “I have no idea. I’ve only been like this since last night.”

      The small woman frowned before whirling on the spot. Libi had made a lunge at her. But the small woman effortlessly grabbed the succubus and spun her around. Slamming the much larger woman to her knees in front of Colin, the small woman yanked Libi’s arm up and started twisting.

      “Alright, quick game of twenty questions before I let the over-plucked chicken kill you.”

      Colin glanced over at Michael, who was hauling Kasey off the ground by her throat. Kasey was making horrible choking sounds as she kicked uselessly in his grip.

      “Ahhh!” Libi squealed.

      Colin switched back, staring at the small woman, who was twisting Libi’s arm. Colin could see the tears in her eyes, despite her fierce expression. But the small woman was MUCH stronger than she looked.

      “Let her go. I’ll tell you everything I know.”

      The small woman giggled, a girly giggle. “You don’t make the rules here puny. I’ll rip her fucking arms off and fist myself with them while she bleeds to death if I feel like it, so I’d just start talking if I were you.”

      Libi’s choked sob from the pain rang out, digging into Colin’s mind. He could see Kasey slowly going limp in Michael’s death grip, and the small woman was grinning at him evilly. He felt it then. The slow buildup of power within. It was warm, cold, and electric all at once as it writhed inside him. Colin felt it and knew it was possible for him to make it do his bidding. It seemed to reach out of him, latching onto his consciousness and will. Almost begging for it to be used. All Colin could think of was to get Libi and Kasey somewhere safe. Latching onto that thought, Colin allowed the energy to flow through him. As demonic, black flames burst from his flesh, the small woman leaped back, throwing Libi aside. But the flames weren't the only thing!

      Waves upon waves of pure lust rolled off his form as the wound in his back stopped hurting and the bones in his broken wing snapped straight. Ploughing through the inferno, Libi threw herself at Colin, desperate to even touch him. Michael, stunned by the force of energy wafting over him, dropped Kasey. Kasey, unable to contain herself, rushed to Colin, before joining Libi in throwing herself around Colin. With both the ladies in his arms, Colin released the power. The flames shot up, consuming them all, before simply vanishing.

      Michael sighed, before taking a deep breath. “So, it’s just you to deal with then.”

      The small woman responded with a scream. Slamming into the larger man, she was feral with rage. Ripping and tearing, she gouged at his flesh and wings with her claws. Michael struggled, but inside the reach of his sword, he had little defence. Many angels in the last war had lost their lives to this kind of attack. Even now, he could feel the approach of dozens of angels coming to his aid, but the small woman took him by the arm. With an ultimate scream of rage, Michael found himself hurled bodily into a building that promptly collapsed. He felt countless humans being snuffed away, bodily destroyed in the mayhem as the building came down, as the feeling of the small demon became more distant. She must have been exceedingly powerful to overcome her own wrath.

      “Michael?” a soft voice called as the rubble parted.

      With a groan, Michael sat up. “The demon is gone. I want all the local nephilim interrogated. One betrayed us today and I want any dissent cut out.”

      “What of the warrior?”

      Michael frowned as the dreadful feeling of the demon woman suddenly vanished. “She is gone. Officially, the demons have no fault here. Just put all this back, restore the humans and be on your way. I have a report to go over.”
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      Superbia stared with an irritated expression at the woman before her. “I had one instruction, Ira. One simple little instruction!”

      Ira frowned and grit her teeth. “Spymaster, let me try again.”

      “Oh?” Superbia asked sarcastically. “Any reason I should give you another chance after failing me so spectacularly?”

      Ira growled. She hated working with Superbia. The uptight bitch always got on her nerves. Usually, that meant she’d just kill her. But Superbia wasn’t someone you trifled with. “They’re here, in this plane.”

      Superbia froze before frowning. “How is that possible?”

      Ira grimaced as her cunt throbbed painfully between her legs. Lust demons were dangerous for such things. But there was none left in all the planes that were powerful enough to influence her. How had a fledgling managed it at all? Let alone, as simply a byproduct of summoning a portal.

      “Isn’t finding information your job?”

      Superbia frowned. “You’re a useful little tool, Ira, but don’t overstate your worth. I want you to find him. Find him, and bring him to me.”

      “Right,” Ira nodded, “What of the succubus and nephilim?”

      Superbia froze, before slowly looking down at Ira. “There is a nephilim on the planes?” Ira nodded. “When he opened the portal, she threw herself at him and the succubus. She came willingly.”

      Superbia schooled her expression. “Find them, bring them to me. Use force if necessary, but do not hurt any of them. That IS an order.”

      Ira grinned evilly, “Yes, spymaster.” As she stormed away, she muttered, far quieter. “Find him, then I’ll decide if I fuck him.” She sighed, feeling the wet mess between her legs, and growled. “Might have to rub one out first…”

      Superbia watched the small demon leave, hearing everything she said. With a smile, she turned and headed to her private library. There was a book she promised to read only when she thought it was truly necessary. Her room was quiet as she entered. Not that she didn’t expect it to be. Prying out a large, dust covered tome, Superbia opened it and placed it on the floor.

      After a swirl of colour, a door appeared in midair. Pulling it open, she stepped inside to her private library. She combed through the shelves. She took pride in her library and loved each book as she passed. Though it was the small leather backed tome in a glass cabinet, she was after. The last reigning prince had placed it there behind the glass. Pressing her hand to the cool, transparent case, she felt it shiver beneath her hands. Then it simply vanished. Superbia beamed widely as she lovingly picked up the book.

      “Now, little prince. How do I deal with you?”
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      The black flames whooshed around the three of them. Colin could feel himself being pulled in multiple directions before it came to a stop. Kasey and Libi were gripping him as he opened his eyes. But the scene before him wasn’t quite what he expected. They were on the side of a mountain. There was a small, flat area where they’d ended up. And Colin could see for miles. There were mountains, valleys, vast plains, and even an ocean in the distance. Though everything had an odd look to it. One that made him feel like this wasn’t quite… Earth.

      “Libi, Kasey, where are we?”

      The two ladies peeled off slowly before looking around. Kasey’s jaw dropped as she glanced around, but Libi growled softly.

      “How did you get here?” Libi spat.

      “ENOUGH!” Colin roared, feeling his powers flare. Both the ladies trembled and pressed against him.

      It was enough to calm him, but he was still mad.

      “Now, I do not know what is going on right now. But you both need to put aside your bullshit! We’re all in this together, wherever this is, so start acting like it!” Libi looked mad for a moment, like she was going to continue. But as Kasey burst into tears and clutched at Colin’s shirt, she looked ashamed of herself.

      “I-I’mmm sooo-o-orry,” Kasey sobbed, “Th-this is all m-my fault!”

      Of all the things Colin wasn’t expecting, it was for Libi, gently prying Kasey off of him. As Kasey came free, Libi pulled her into a hug, wrapping the sobbing woman in her wings.

      “It’s going to be okay,” Libi said softly. “We’re safe here. And Colin and I will look after us.”

      Colin watched on as Kasey broke down a second time, but in the arms of Libi. He felt bad for thinking about how hot they’d be together. But couldn’t quite push the thought aside. Now definitely wasn’t a good time, regardless. So he stood and gave his legs a stretch.

      “Libi, where are we?”

      “My home plane,” she said over Kasey’s head. “This, I suppose you’d call hell.”

      Colin frowned and looked around at the beautiful landscape. “This is hell?”

      “Don’t get too comfortable. You’ve heard about all the crazy animals in Australia that can kill you. Imagine all of those animals growing to kill demons instead of humans.”

      Colin thought about it for a moment. “I don’t even know what demons are, Libi.”

      She frowned. “What do you mean? You’re an incubus!”

      “He’s telling the truth,” Kasey said softly as she wiped her eyes with her hands. “I didn’t know he was a demon until today.”

      “Speaking of,” Colin grumbled. “When were you going to tell me you were a literal angel?”

      Kasey blushed and lowered her head. “I’m only a nephilim. And I was going to tell you before we had children.” She sighed. “I suppose that’s never going to happen now.”

      Colin just stared at her until Libi giggled, “Don’t bet on it.”

      Kasey looked up at the succubus and saw her mischievous smile. The succubus leaned in and started whispering. Kasey’s expression shifted from shock, to embarrassment, to biting her lip softly. As Libi pulled away, Kasey blushed furiously and was refusing to look at Colin.

      “Do I want to know?”

      Libi nodded, while Kasey shook her head, and Colin sighed in exasperation.

      “Alright. So we’re in hell. I’m apparently an incubus, mated to a succubus, with a nephilim as a best friend. What now? Find help? Find a way back?”

      Libi blanched slightly, “Ummm… Help might be hard to find.”

      “I should never have come here,” Kasey sighed.

      Colin frowned. “I couldn’t just leave you, Kasey. He was killing you…”

      She got up then and moved to Colin, giving him a hug. “Yes… But…”

      “We hate her kind,” Libi offered, standing and moving to join us. “She isn’t safe here.”

      “Well, they’re gonna have to go through me first!” Colin flared angrily.

      Libi and Kasey trembled at the burst of power that leaked out. Colin realised quickly what was happening and wound it back. “What about humans? What if we just go around looking like humans, then?”

      Libi shook her head, but it was Kasey that spoke. “Won’t work. I knew immediately there was something wrong when I saw you this morning. Just like Libi knew what I was the moment I opened the door.”

      Colin looked at them both. “I can’t feel anything wrong with either of you. You’re both just beautiful women to me.”

      Libi grinned widely, while Kasey blushed again. Colin just sighed, realising he’d spoken out. “On that matter, how am I an incubus? Did you do something to me?”

      “No,” Libi shook her head. “No, you, somehow, were already an incubus without knowing it.”

      Colin frowned for a moment in confusion, but Kasey spoke up. “Even I didn’t know what you were and I’ve been picking up on your emotions for a long time, Colin.”

      “Wait…” Colin froze, realising if that were true, she probably knew she’d been in his fantasies, despite their friendship, for a long time.

      “As I said,” Kasey smiled, despite being unable to meet his eyes. “I was going to tell you what I was before we had children.”

      “Alright,” Colin sighed and glanced around. “We probably shouldn’t stay here. Anyone have any ideas?”

      Kasey shook her head slowly, but Libi turned around on the spot. Looking off into the distance, she pointed off into the horizon and turned to Colin. “That’s the nearest town. It’s small. Kasey should be fine to hide in the forest nearby, while we go in and see about getting supplies.”

      Colin frowned. He could barely see the odd shape of buildings against the horizon. “It’s going to take days to walk that far.”

      “True,” Libi smiled. “But only a couple hours if we fly.”

      Colin grinned and stretched his massive wings out. “It’s going to be awhile before I remember I have these.”

      The ladies smiled and walked him to the edge of the clearing, which was exactly how long it took for Colin’s confidence to crash and burn. Looking over the edge, it was a sheer drop, hundreds of meters straight down to a rocky outcrop on the side of the mountain.

      “You’ll be okay,” Kasey smiled. “This is actually easier. Just open your wings, fall forward and do a little hop. You’ll lose a bit of altitude if you don’t start flapping, but we’re high enough, you can glide forever.”

      With that, Kasey did exactly as she said. She stood at the edge of the cliff, before simply falling forward. As her body passed the forty-five degree point, she hopped away from the edge, thrusting her body out into open space. With her wings opening, they caught the wind and Kasey made a slow glide, drifting away from the cliff. Colin smiled, watching the beautiful woman slowly begin flapping as she lazily climbed in altitude before turning back to circle.

      “It really is that easy,” Libi smiled. “Taking off from flat ground is harder. You have to run and flap before leaping into the air. Think back to earth. Even you got comfortable once you were up. It’s just the first step that’s scary.”

      Unlike Kasey, though. Libi took a running leap, straight off the edge, whooping in glee as she surged up into the sky like… well... like a bat out of hell. Colin watched as Libi flew into a formation with Kasey. The pair of them were almost polar opposites. But their beauty together held him transfixed. So engrossed in watching the beautiful pair, he didn’t notice the creature until it knocked a small rock that clattered. Glancing back, it looked like some kind of big cat. It was covered in spots like a snow leopard, but was as large as a horse. Its eyes were steel grey, which matched perfectly with its sabre-tooth cat-like fangs. Its body rippled with muscles as it tensed, while its mane rippled in the wind. In a flash, it pounced forward. In terror, Colin leaped back… Into mid air.

      “Oh SHIT!”

      Tumbling head over heels, Colin heard a pair of screams come from above. As he flailed and fell, Colin glimpsed both Libi and Kasey diving towards him, but the ground was closer than they were. Closing his eyes, Colin had only moments. He felt the wind and slightly extended his wings. As they caught the wind, Colin pulled straight, like he was diving instead of falling. Angling his back, he opened more of his wings and felt his momentum shift. With a snarl, he snapped his wings open, hard. The wind howled as it tore past his open wings. Colin’s chest felt like it was tearing open from the resistance of the air, but with a cry, he forced his wings to flap. As the momentum shifted, he launched skyward. It forced Libi and Kasey to roll to the sides as Colin shot straight up. Laughing, Colin slowed his ascent before experimenting with rolls to figure out turning.

      “Angle your legs!” Libi called from slightly behind him.

      “Flap your outside wing harder than the inside wing!” Kasey called as she swooped in front to get his attention.

      With those ideas in mind, Colin angled himself and awkwardly flapped. It didn’t feel natural, but he pulled a controlled turn. As he spun back to the cliff, he could see the creature staring up at him. It seemed to crouch down, like a cat did before it launched itself straight up. So Colin made a few hard flaps to gain altitude before turning back.

      “This is amazing!” he called.

      “Yeah, so long as the ester doesn't get you!” Libi called back.

      “Is that what that monster is?”

      “She’s not a monster!” Kasey called. “She has babies to feed. She’s just being a good mommy!”

      Colin grinned. He remembered all the times she’d stop to pat a dog, or help an injured squirrel. One time she even got stuck in a tree herself, after taking a baby bird back to its nest. Colin had to climb up himself to get her. He’d ruined his shirt while helping her back down and his parents had been angry. But her smile made everything worth it, even then.

      “Hey,” Kasey called. Colin glanced at her, a worried expression on his face. “They’re going to be fine. Angels leave humans alone. It's what the whole war was about.”

      Colin just nodded and wondered if he'd ever see his adoptive parents again. He always knew he was adopted, but that didn’t stop them, or him, from loving one another. They were all the family he had.
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      Ira frowned as she watched the trio fly overhead. It wasn’t difficult to track them. The incubus was strangely powerful. His portal left a mark on the world. One that the older, more powerful demons could sense. It was like pinching the fabric of reality before rubbing it smooth again. Anyone with an eye for detail could see where it had been pinched. The issue she now had, as she growled in frustration, was that they had forgone stealth and flew. Ira didn’t understand why they were being so open.

      It left only two options. Either the incubus was extremely powerful and just didn’t care or extremely stupid, and didn’t realise the attention he would create. Especially with a nephilim following. The last time one of those made it to hell, he’d been mercy-killed on the second day.

      With a sigh, Ira dropped the head of the ester she carried. The creatures were vicious, but not terribly smart. Turning to face the same direction the trio were flying, Ira licked the blood from her claws as she started moving.
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      The trio drifted to the ground, outside what Colin could only describe as a stone age village. It was small, only a couple dozen buildings. They were just far enough to avoid being seen. Amongst the trees, they grouped together and finalised their plans.

      “Alright, Kasey, find a spot to hide. We’ll fly back out and circle the area so you can spot us. I think that’ll be easiest.”

      “O-okay,” Kasey smiled nervously. “Colin?”

      “Yeah?”

      She darted in, kissing him quickly, before pulling away and staring at her feet. “Be careful, please.”

      Colin touched his lips before Libi gave him a nudge. “C’mon lover boy. We have stuff to do.”

      With a last glance at Kasey, who was still blushing fiercely. Colin turned and followed Libi. “Wait, how are we going to buy anything?”

      “Oh, that’s easy. I’m going to pay for it, and you’re going to fuck me half to death, every night, until you pay me back.” Colin snorted as he laughed. But the expression on Libi’s face told him she wasn’t joking.

      “Just you wait,” Libi pressed him to continue walking. “Your powers have only just awoken. You’re an incubus now. Eventually, your dick is going to do the thinking for you.”

      Colin shook his head. “And what? I’m just going to go crazy and fuck everyone I find?”

      “Not quite like that,” Libi shook her head. “I spent a long time on Earth, gathering my wealth and learning to control myself, but here, in hell, the rules are different. Barter, currency and wealth all exist. There’s also might. And there are no rules. There is only the strong, and the stronger. If you want something, you can simply take it. Though that doesn’t mean nobody will try to stop you.”

      “That… Sounds terrible.”

      “That is why we’re mated,” Libi frowned. “I tried to take from you, and you were stronger.”

      “I’m sorry,” Colin said.

      But Libi just smiled and shook her head. “Don’t be. It is the way of things down here. One day, either I’d have taken several incubi under my control. Or an incubus would have taken me under control along with several other succubi.”

      Colin frowned, trying to ignore the thought of Libi sleeping with someone else. “You keep saying succubi and incubi. What about the others?”

      Libi shrugged. “What’s to tell? I can fuck anything,” she paused as Colin grit his teeth. “Only an incubus can only mate me. I can feed off anything though, including that pretty little nephilim of yours.”

      “She’s not mine,” Colin frowned.

      “Sure she’s not,” Libi grinned. “She only followed you to hell, willingly I might add.”

      “It’s not like that,” Colin grumbled as the first building of the town came into view.

      “Colin,” Libi grabbed his shoulder. “She can do her little nephilim thing and read emotions. I read lust. You’ve hit her with lust a few times now and she trembles the same as me.”

      “That’s the worst part!” Colin growled, clenching his hands. “I don’t wanna hurt her… How do I know this isn’t just because I’m making her feel this way?”

      Libi stared for a moment before leaning into his chest. Looking up at him, she lightly pecked his lips. “Colin, you’re a demon of lust, not love. You can make someone so horny they have heart palpitations. But there’s nothing that ties that power to you.”

      “So…”

      “So, when she gets caught in your power, and her first reaction after trembling at the knees, is to come to you. It’s because she loves you, for you.” Libi smiled and started walking again. “Besides, you heard her as well as I did. She’s already planned on children. Not… Not that it’s possible.”

      Colin frowned. That was terrifying, no matter how he looked at it. Without children, would she leave? COULD she leave? He shook his head and jogged to catch up. As they entered the outskirts of the village, he could see the inhabitants. There were a few different kinds. A couple incubi, who observed him. A lamia looking woman, even a male version of the angry woman he saw. He also looked pretty angry and Colin tried not to stare too long, in the hope he wouldn’t provoke anything. But by far, the most numerous were the puppy girls. At least, that’s what he would have called them. They walked on digitigrade legs. Some on two legs, others on all four. They were every colour from sandy blonde to deep blue-black. Their long muzzles held sharp teeth, although they all looked exceedingly happy. As they saw each other, their tails swung from side to side. Their excited chatter filled the air as they laughed and carried on.

      The males were large, broad shouldered and rippled with muscles. The females’ bodies... Colin’s mouth went dry seeing the expanse of ‘curvy’ walking around. They covered little, and it did not surprise Colin in the day's warmth. Fur was hot enough already and there were no thigh gaps here. Each of them bounced and swayed seductively, while doing the even most mundane things. Their thick bodies matched their massive swinging breasts and rounded asses poked out the bottom of skirts cut too short.

      “Colin?” Libi caught his attention with a grin.

      “Huh?” Colin snapped out of it. “Sorry.”

      “Don’t be,” Libi giggled. “The Floof have that effect on people.”

      “Floof?”

      Libi nodded. “Yeah, those silly internet things about fluffy dogs are our fault. Think of it like a prank gone rogue.”

      Colin grinned and tried not to stare as they moved into town. Colin stuck by Libi as she seemed to search for something in particular, but after walking the main street, she sighed and turned back. “I don’t think they have an exchange here.”

      “What’s an exchange?”

      “Think bank. But it's more complicated. They open gates to the human world and pull items through. The larger the item, the more expensive it is. When I was on Earth, I collected a horde of items valuable here and left them in a single place. Once a month, the bank would open a portal and pull through as much as possible. I have agreements with them to sell most of it and they keep a cut.”

      “So… Say I wanted to steal a car?”

      “The larger the portal they open, the quicker and easier the angels can find it. There’s also the mana cost. Opening portals is extremely consuming. I… I’m not even sure how you moved all three of us here on your own. I had to hire a team to send me to earth.” She grimaced as she took one last look around and shook her head. “Anyway, a couple cars have made it here. But electronics are funny and bringing over enough regular fuel is out of the price range of anyone but the regent.”

      “Who’s the regent?”

      “Appointed king basically. They appointed Andradox after the angels kidnapped the prince after the war.”

      “I’m guessing there’s a story there?”

      Libi sighed, “The treaty states the prince was unharmed. But without the prince, our people fractured. We already had clans, but without the prince to unite us, it’s ‘us versus them’ with everything.” She looked nervous for a second and bit her lip. “It’s why I tried to get rid of Kasey. Angels, and their slaves, aren’t all good, like you’re taught back on earth.”

      Colin thought about his hairs standing on end when Michael was near and couldn’t help but agree. “Wait, slaves?”

      “The nephilim,” Libi sighed. “They don’t see it like that but the nephilim are ruled by the angels. They're killed if they don't follow the rules. If they speak out, they’re killed. If they do something the angels consider is a threat, they’re killed.”

      “Kasey can’t go back to earth, then?”

      Libi shook her head. “She probably would if you sent her. But… No doubt they’d kill her. You saw what that Michael asshole was doing before we escaped.”

      Colin gritted his teeth. “Libi, when I give you instructions. Are you forced to obey?”

      She frowned then, “No. I’m not forced to do anything. Mating is… instinctual. You claimed me by filling me with your power. I accepted. I accepted because you were stronger than I. You were an excellent candidate for a mate. When you give me instructions, I feel compelled to follow them. But I’m not forced. I can still leave. I just don’t want to.”

      “Alright,” Colin nodded. It was going to take some time to get used to this whole situation. As much as he loathed the idea of compelling Libi into doing something, it still tickled a certain part of him he didn’t want to admit existed.

      “It’s okay, you know,” Libi smiled. “That part of you that wants to pin me down, ravish me, own me, breed me and maybe hurt me a little.” She leaned in closer. “I want ALL of it.”

      Colin trembled as she turned away. With a start, he skipped to catch up as they walked back down the main road.

      “Alright, what are we doing now?”

      “We’re gonna fix a quick job.”

      “Just like that?” Colin asked.

      Libi smiled nervously. “We’re creatures of lust, Colin. In a world of loose inhibitions.”

      Colin froze in place as he grabbed Libi’s hand. Hauling her around, he pinned her in place. Her trembling told him he needed to reign in his powers, but he was too caught up in the moment.

      “Mine!” He snarled.

      “I know,” Libi trembled. Even without his lust powers affecting her. She couldn’t help but feel so very possessed while in his arms like this. “I-I didn’t mean me.”

      Colin frowned, “Who then?”

      This time, Libi giggled. “You silly. You’re an incubus, and your lust is very strong. All we need is a bar and we’ll find what we need.”

      “Libi, I’m not into men.”

      Libi shrugged. “Then I suppose we’ll have to find you a nice floof, girl.”

      “They’d be interested?”

      Libi giggled as she took him by the hand and dragged him to a large building with lively music playing. “Humans are so uptight. You realise how good getting laid feels, even for a lady, right?”

      “Ummm.”

      “Exactly!”

      “Libi!” Colin groaned as she pressed through the front doors.

      Inside, the building was mostly empty. There was a few floof sitting at tables. Both men and women. They all seemed to be happy enough chatting with one another. A few others were dotted around the room, including what looked like a catgirl. She was scowling at everyone, so Colin turned away.

      “Hmmm… This will not be as easy as I thought,” Libi grumbled.

      While the walls were stone, the interior of the building was wooden. Colin felt rather comfortable as Libi led him alone. The music came from a self-playing piano with a large metal roller covered with pins, turning in the front of it. He’d only ever seen those in museums and wondered just how long it had been here.

      “Excuse me?” Libi called politely.

      Colin turned and froze in place. There was a man behind the bar. But… He wasn’t a man. He wore a leather shirt that covered his chest, but there was no covering his abdomen. He looked like some hellish combination of a spider and a centaur. The man blinked at them with eight eyes and smiled, showing a set of large fangs hidden behind his lips.

      “Welcome. What can I do for you?” he asked in a smooth voice.

      “There’s no exchange in town. I was hoping we could pick up a quick job to buy supplies.”

      The barman frowned for a moment. “I’m not sure I can help. Without a deposit, I can’t start a tab either. But you’re welcome to hang around and see if anyone comes in.”

      Libi frowned, but nodded her head. “Right, thank you.”

      “If I think of anything, I’ll let you know!”

      “Thanks!” Libi smiled.

      But it was with a small groan that she led Colin to a nearby table. “Should we go back and let Kasey know what’s happening?”

      Libi nodded, “I’ll go. You wait here. If someone wants to fuck you, tell them you’re after supplies.”

      Colin gulped, but didn’t have time to respond before Libi was up and out of her chair. A few eyes turned to Colin and gave him an appraising look. Even from a few of the men in the room. Colin shrunk back, feeling like a piece of meat on display.
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      It had been almost an hour, by Colin’s guess, when a loud shout rang out from across the hall. He turned around and saw a floof man, waving his hands in surrender at a pair of gorgeous floof women. The first woman tipped a large mug of ale over the male’s head and while he was sputtering, the other landed a right hook across his cheek, knocking him to the floor. They stood together in a huff and marched to the counter. Colin tried not to stare, but… Honestly, they entranced him. Their bodies looked so plush, soft, and he couldn’t help but want to sink himself between them. As his lust rose, the ladies shot him a lascivious grin.

      “Down, boy,” one giggled as they went up to the barman.

      Colin took a deep breath and turned away, not wanting to risk hitting them with any more lust than he already had. They chatted for a while with the barman, while the male floof slowly got to his feet. He padded along quietly towards the ladies as he silently drew a knife. It was long. Almost the length of his forearm and rather narrow, perfect for stabbing. As he got closer and closer to the women, Colin wondered if he should say something. He wondered if it was his place. But, with the proximity of the male, he didn’t want to draw attention to himself either. As the male stalked past, leaving his back to Colin, Colin decided he needed to do something.

      The ladies were unaware, right until the barman’s eyes went wide. They spun around, seeing the male floof holding the knife. Before they could respond, a wooden CRACK drove him to his knees with a groan. Colin did the only thing he could think of. Picking up the chair, he was thankful it felt solid. As the man seemed to tense in anticipation of his strike, Colin lifted the chair over his head. Right before he lunged, Colin brought it down with all his might. He stood there, holding the remains of two legs, while three stunned demons stared at him. The male floof groaned as he gingerly sat up. That’s as far as he got before letting out a loud yelp.

      “That wasn’t very nice!” one lady growled.

      The other pulled back a fist and drove it into the male’s face. His head snapped back from the first blow. The second showered the barman with a collection of teeth. The third left his jaw hanging in an odd direction and the fourth drove him headfirst into the corner of the bench as the female released him.

      “Right, Harry, you mind dealing with the mess?”

      “Sure thing ladies,” the spider-like barman smiled.

      Then, Colin found himself with two of the curviest women he’d ever seen, staring at him. They were shorter than he was, but only slightly. Their brown fur was short on their arms and longer around their necks. Which honestly made him want to run his hands through it. They stood straight with ears that flopped down the sides of their heads. They were fluffy puffballs with tits and Colin hardened just thinking about them.

      “Oh, you’re a good one,” the one on the left grinned.

      “I think we should thank him Alug,” the other replied.

      Colin froze for a moment before deciding to just go for it. “I need supplies.”

      The one named Alug frowned, “Supplies? For what?”

      “Myself and two friends. We’re travelling, just got back from Earth and landed here and there’s no exchange.”

      “Gula, how far is Greymoore?”

      “A week's walk, Alug, but a couple days if he flies.”

      “Do you and your friends fly?” Gula asked.

      Colin nodded, “Yeah.”

      The ladies looked back at one another and grinned. “Tell you what, if you can make us both cum. We’ll buy you those supplies.”

      Colin swallowed nervously. “Deal.”

      Colin tried not to look too pleased with himself as Gula and Alug pressed up on either side of him. Instinctively, he put his hands on each of their hips, and they responded by pressing their substantial chests against his sides. From there, Colin couldn’t help but leak lust as they led him from the bar.

      “Are you two sisters?” Colin asked as they approached a small stone cottage at the edge of the village.

      “Twins!” they chorused together.

      “We do everything together,” Alug grinned.

      “You don’t mind, do you?” Gula asked, not releasing him as she inserted an old skeleton key into the lock on the front door.

      They didn’t need an answer, as Colin’s lust increased even more. Pushing the front door open, they ushered him inside. It was rather quaint. A single wardrobe, a bath, and an enormous bed. On the far wall was a large rack of weapons. Colin suddenly felt nervous as he saw large axes and maces, along with a few swords.

      “Oh, don’t get scared, little pup,” Alug pouted as she slipped her breasts out of her minuscule top.

      “We only want to play,” Gula giggled as she leaned over to kiss her sister.

      Colin stood in shock for a moment as the twins made out with one another. Gula’s hand drifted up and Alug yipped softly as her nipples were firmly pinched and twisted. The sight was so erotic, Colin flooded the room with lust. The sisters moaned together, before turning back to Michael with wide eyes.

      Pushing his pants down, Colin’s cock sprung up hard enough to slap his stomach. “Knees,” he growled.

      Both ladies dropped at his command and he thrust his cock between them. Immediately, he felt their soft, wet mouths go to work. Alug took the tip of his cock in her pointed mouth, bobbing slightly as she swirled her long tongue around the head. Gula gently took his balls in her hand, before ever so gently massaging them. She used her tongue, lapping the sides of his cock from the base to her sister’s lips and back. Colin grit his teeth at the pleasure that wracked his body. Surging with lust, Colin yanked his cock away. Poor Alug looked like she was going to cry for a moment, before Colin shoved Gula into her arms. The two ladies fell on top of one another. Colin got on his knees and gave Gula’s ass a slap, careful to avoid her wagging tail.

      Not that it did much through her fur. But the jiggle of her soft flesh made him surge with lust. Instead, he dug his fingers into her soft fur and got a good grip. With his other hand, Colin lifted the head of his cock and pressed it to her dripping pussy, where he could feel movement from a hand swirling around on Gula’s clitoris.

      “Oh fuck, Alug, I’m cumming!”

      That was it for Colin, who hilted himself in her soft depths with a single thrust. Her vice-like tunnel clenched like a fist over Colin's cock, as she arched her back and howled like a wolf. But Colin was only getting started. One hand gripping her furry ass, the other pushed her head down until she started kissing her sister. Pulling his cock almost out, he forced it back inside her throbbing pussy as creamy fluids squirted out around him. Yanking his cock free, Gula keened pathetically. But Colin didn’t care right now. Knocking Alug’s legs wider, he squatted down and found her opening. Immediately, a firm hand took his cock, practically yanking him forward. Surging with lust, he found his place in an identical, vice-like pussy as the room swirled with the intensity of his power.

      “Fuck,” Colin snarled as his lust consumed him.

      “Yes, Gula!”

      Colin could see the hand pressing into Alug’s clit, the same as she had done for Gula not a moment ago. Something inside him snapped. Snarling, Colin flared with as much lust as he could muster. Physically forcing it into both the floof, he took a deep breath.

      “Mine!”

      Alug climaxed immediately with a howl of her own. Gula tried standing up, but Colin just pushed her head back down, leaving her pussy at eye level. Without a thought, Colin took the small nub he knew as a clitoris and sucked it between his lips. Gula yelped like a pup, but trembled and held still as more fluid leaked out of her pussy. Colin just kept thrusting, slamming himself in and out of Alug, who wailed and writhed below her sister. Releasing Gula’s clit with a pop, he shoved her over, so she laid beside her sister. Staring down at both of their aroused but confused expressions turned him on even more. Gripping both the floof by their hips, Colin pulled up, and the sisters rolled onto their side facing one another. Grabbing Alug’s leg, he put it over his shoulder, before lifting Gula’s to sit over Alug’s hip.

      “This.”

      “Can’t.”

      “Happen,” Gula finished with a tremble to her voice.

      “Fuck!” Alug cried, before submitting to the lust and yanking her sister into a fierce kiss.

      Colin felt her orgasm rip through her body as she desperately clung to her twin. As her body peaked, Colin yanked himself free, shifted to the side and slammed himself home inside Gula for a second time. Her reaction was explosive, squealing as she attacked Alug with the same level of passion. Colin just smiled down at the seductive pair as they made out as he took his pleasure with them.

      Pulling free, Colin surprised them both by scooping them up with an arm around each of their hips. He carried them effortlessly as they froze in his arms to the bed. Depositing them on all fours at the edge, Colin moved behind Alug and forced her head to the mattress effortlessly.

      “Mine,” He growled.

      Sinking his cock back inside her, Alug trembled and reached for her sister. Gula stared in shock, before reaching out and taking her hand, but Colin didn’t care. Right now, he was taking what was rightfully his. Right by might, Libi had said and right by might Colin was taking. Slamming his cock in and out of Alug’s dripping pussy, she clenched her eyes as her pussy convulsed.

      “Yours.”

      With a snarl, Colin sunk his cock to the hilt and started cumming. He held himself in place as each rope of his seed sprayed inside the curvy woman. The whole time, she trembled and whimpered through her own explosive climax. Yanking himself free, Colin hauled her up, and she stared, dazed and scared, into his eyes. So, with a smile, Colin leaned forward and kissed her. Ever so softly, he kissed her. Injecting all the passion he could muster, he wanted her to know that she was his, and he was going to keep her safe. It was an odd thought, but one that made perfect sense on some deep, subconscious level. Pulling away, he could see the shift in her eyes as she stared back with a new intensity.

      “Alug, would you like to help me with your sister?”

      She turned and looked at Gula, who trembled, clearly scared of what was going on. But she still had her ass in the air. Her tail still wagged. And her pussy positively drooled with her excitement.

      “Might makes right, Gula,” Alug said with a smile.

      As Colin moved behind Gula, Alug spread her legs and laid down in front. He had a perfect view as Alug pulled her sister down between her legs and groaned at the contact. The soft sounds of a tongue lapping away at flesh filled the air between Alug’s breaths. Colin took his still hard cock and slowly penetrated Gula’s pussy.

      “Such a glutton,” Colin growled. “A meal and a show. Here I was thinking you were a pair of bad bitches.”

      “I’m your bad bitch,” Alug moaned, pulling her sister by the ears. “Gula will be too once she stops being stubborn and admits it.”

      Gula’s only reaction was to whine softly. Colin took his time now. He admired the way Gula’s long labia stretched as he pulled out. He admired the way her ass jiggled as he pushed all the way back in. And most of all, he admired her musculature as it clenched sporadically over his cock.

      “Do you want it?” Colin asked.

      “Mmm MMM!” Gula moaned, shaking her head, despite her tail speeding up.

      Colin grinned and gripped her furry ass and thrust a little harder. “Are you sure?”

      “Mmm!” Gula tried desperately to deny it.

      Truth be told, she had already given herself over. She knew she was his, she just refused to admit it. Gula felt the moment his strokes gained the power she now felt slamming into her with agonising slowness. The fact he’d already satisfied her sister and was still going with her was pure agony. She and her sister had been together for years now. It was hard to find a man who could handle one of them, let alone both. Harder still when every man that could was uncomfortable with being weaker than the two of them. So being pinned beneath someone so scrawny, while tongue deep in her sister’s pussy, tasting his sperm.

      Gula felt her head being pulled upward, and she stared up into her sister’s eyes as her tongue slipped free from her pussy. Alug leaned forward and kissed her softly, before smiling. “Just admit it already.”

      As Colin pulled his cock slowly free, he heard a single word.

      “Yours.”

      Slamming her down on the bed. Gula’s muffled screams disappeared into Alug’s pussy as Colin slammed himself in and out of the curvy floof. Reaming her out with each thrust, her toes clenched, her back arched, and her pussy exploded. The fierce clenching of her muscle sent Colin over the edge and he buried himself to the hilt inside her. Gripping her ass, Colin ignored the frantically wagging tail as he pumped her full of his seed to match her sister.

      As he pulled his cock free, Colin took a couple of steps back as he looked down at the sisters. They were a mass of wet and damp fur. Everywhere below the hips was a sticky mess of his and their juices. But they both turned to stare at him with big puppy eyes.

      “It doesn’t work like this,” Gula mumbled.

      “But it did,” Alug trembled.

      Colin’s cock throbbed as he stared at them both. “Mine,” he growled softly.

      “Yours,” they nodded in unison as they entwined legs and laid back, exposing

      themselves to their mate as he descended on the pair of them.
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      Ira froze at the unexpected sight before her. The nephilim was sitting there, sitting with her knees to her chest as she crooned to herself. Ira lowered herself on all fours before slowly circling the area to ensure she was truly alone. Ira only had one explanation for the turn of events. Either they’d abandoned her, or they’d told her to hide while they went to the nearby town. Considering what she saw when the incubus opened the portal, she figured the nephilim was hiding.

      “There you go,” Kasey whispered. Opening her legs, she smiled as the small bird chirped. It flapped its injured wing, feeling it restored. “Go on now.”

      With a small chirp, the bird took flight, circling around as Kasey giggled and waved. But as the bird left, her smile faltered, and she adopted a worried expression. Ira watched on, confused as shit. She didn’t understand why anyone would put the effort into healing a fucking bird. But someone more focused on the wildlife probably wasn’t that much of a threat. So she stood and stepped into the small clearing.

      “Don’t go getting pretty,” Ira growled.

      Kasey froze in shock. It was the small demon woman from Earth, staring right at her. Her breathing deepened as her body trembled. Running into a demon in this place was the worst thing that could happen. Running into THIS demon was unimaginably worse.

      Ira grit her teeth in frustration as she saw the nephilim looking for an escape. “Look, I’m not going to hurt you. I have orders to capture all three of you without harm.”

      Kasey trembled for a moment before surging upwards. It was her best chance. Snapping her legs straight, she opened her wings and beat hard. Only the impact that slammed into her chest was harder. Tumbling to the ground, Kasey trembled as she stared into the glowing yellow eyes of the small demon.

      “What part of don’t go getting pretty, did you not understand?”

      “Please… Don’t hurt me or my friends.”

      Ira ground her forehead into her palm in frustration. “Look dumbass! I already said I was here for capture. CAPTURE. C.A.P.T.U.R. Fucking E!”

      Kasey just trembled as she stared up at the small woman. Ira just groaned.

      “Ira, call me Ira. It’ll make you feel better.”

      “Fuck you Ira!” Libi screamed.

      Ira had no chance to respond before the succubus fly kicked her off the nephilim. Slamming into the ground, she rolled once, before digging in her claws and flipping onto all fours. She saw the succubus coming with a second kick, but was ready for it. As she caught the limb, Ira flipped Libi through the air and pinned her to the ground.

      “RUN KASEY!” Libi cried.

      Ira turned her head and saw the nephilim… Kasey… As she took flight.

      “Now why would you do a thing like that?” Ira growled. “Now I need to make sure you don’t fucking go anywhere while I track down your fucking friends!”

      Libi trembled in terror, knowing she had no chance against Ira. She closed her eyes and thought of Colin.

      “I love you,” she whispered as terrified tears rolled down her cheeks.
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      Colin got out of the bath, ignoring the whines of protest from his new mates. After running through a gauntlet of orgasms, they’d bathed together, but Colin needed to let Kasey and Libi know what was going on. Not to mention, they still needed supplies… A LOT of supplies too, considering the twins.

      “Just one more?” Alug begged. “Just fuck me a little more. Let me cum on your dick. Just want more time, please?”

      Colin grinned as he pulled his pants back on. Then grimaced when he realised he was going to need new clothes as well, feeling how tight they were. Turning to the pouting woman, her tail wagged when she caught his eye.

      “Any chance my clothes are worth anything?”

      Alug froze before Gula spoke up. “Anything human is worth something. Bringing things back from earth is expensive. Most bring metals and crafting components for potions and enchantments. Having luxury items brought over is something only the wealthy do.”

      “It’s one reason we brought you home,” Alug blushed, even as her tail continued to wag, sloshing in the hot water. “We hoped maybe we could make ourselves useful, even just to feed you, keep you satisfied, and you’d keep us on as muscle.”

      Colin frowned. Before he released, he did, in fact, feel rather satisfied. His stomach felt rather empty, though. “Alright, well, you’re both mine now,” Colin said as the floofs grinned widely at him. “I still need to get supplies and find my friends… Or…” Colin blushed, before looking over the curvy sisters. “I suppose one of them is also my mate.”

      “The pretty succubus,” Gula frowned. “Will she accept we’re not…”

      “I’m sure it’ll be fine,” Colin waved away her concern. “She actually told me to find a floof and sleep with them for the money to get some supplies, anyway. Technically, this whole thing was her idea.”

      Colin wondered at the situation, but put it out of his mind. All three were his now, and that was that. He could feel it in his core, where his energy rolled around like a well-fed pup. Speaking of, he pulled his shirt on only for it to get stuck over his shoulders. Pulling it off again, he checked it for damage before looking down at his chiselled frame. Colin touched his chest, feeling the hard bulk of muscle beneath his skin. Deciding he’d worry about it later, he turned to watch as the sisters towelled themselves dry. Their hands strayed occasionally, and Colin had to wonder how he was going to keep them satisfied. Even Libi, as a succubus, eventually had enough. These two were bottomless pits. As they dressed in… Well their bras and skirts were probably the best description, Colin noticed loud voices coming from outside. They increased in volume until even Alug and Gula seemed to take notice. Their expressions shifted from sexy to serious as they cocked their heads and listened.

      Gula frowned for a moment. “Did they say nephilim?”

      Colin burst through the door without even thinking. The shattered wood sprayed across the street, showering a large floof male with debris. His irate yelling took a back seat as Colin ran towards a large crowd forming in the main street.

      “Back!” a sharp voice screamed. “I will kill every fucking one of you!”

      Colin recognised the voice and snarled. Without a second of hesitation, he started shoving people aside. There went up a chorus of angry shouts as he pushed his way through. A large floof turned with a scowl and planted his feet. Colin barely felt it as his shoulder checked the large furry man. Storming into the centre of the crowd, he could see them both. Ira was standing over Kasey, who cowered, but otherwise seemed unharmed.

      “Ah, the man of the fucking hour!” Ira grinned. “Look, I don-”

      Ira careened over the heads of everyone in the square, before landing with a hard thump. Colin was breathing heavily as the black flames framing his red body and outstretched wings made him look truly monstrous. Straightening, he checked his knuckles to see them unblemished from the punch. Then, with a glare at those around, the crowd parted and pushed back, giving him an unobstructed view of the small demon woman.

      Ira sat up, feeling the welt on her chin. With a growl, she got to her feet and stared at the incubus that hit her. She didn’t care for a single moment as he literally leaked his power through the town. Demon children were immune to most things, and were as pure as any angel claimed to be. So it was only the adults being affected by his angry lust. Ira could even see the annoying nephilim writhing on the ground from the force of it. Clearly, going after her was the right choice. He wasn’t going anywhere without her.

      “Alright,” Ira growled. “Lets try this-”

      The second blow slammed her into the ground. Followed by a mighty kick to her ribs, sending her airborne again. This time, as she hit the ground, she was too dazed to catch herself. As she came to a stop, she could taste blood in her mouth. BLOOD! It had been years since she’d felt actual combat. With a grin, she sat up, only to see Colin’s fist a moment before it slammed her headfirst into the ground. Spitting out a mouthful of dirt, Ira screamed and shot upward.

      Colin was so sick of this shit. It had been a day. One fucking day. His best friend told him she wanted children. Libi had turned him into a demon. An angel had nearly killed him. Got sent to hell. Ended up with two more mates and finally this small, angry demon, who wouldn’t leave them alone, put her hands on Kasey. That meant she’d also done something to Libi as well! He didn’t feel good about kicking someone while they were down. But anger got the better of him. As the small woman hit the ground, he calmed slightly.

      Moving to check to see if he hurt her, it was her gleaming smile that made him throw the next punch. With the height difference, she slammed face first into the ground with a heavy thump.

      “Oh shit,” Colin groaned, before bending to make sure she was okay.

      As she leaped upward with a scream, her claws raked up his chest. Furious lines of pain lanced across his skin as the small woman landed. With a feral growl, she leaped, swinging her claws around to open him up a second time. Colin leaped back with a flap of his wings and she snarled at him with frustration. As she landed, she dropped to all fours and charged, going for an uppercut, but Colin leaped over her as she raced past. Spinning to meet Colin, his hand closed around her neck.

      “Bad move, you pretty fuck!” she snarled.

      Digging her claws into his arm, she went to work, trying to tear his flesh open. She’d made a single cut when gravity shifted and she slammed into the ground. The impact drove the wind out of her. She lay gasping on the ground for air, unable to understand how she was so outmatched. The incubus stood over her, fuming, as the nephilim came and grabbed his arm.

      “Colin, we need to go!” she cried.

      Then two floof twins raced up. The first carried a backpack along with a mace and an enormous axe. The second was carrying Libi, who was still unconscious. As they arrived, the incubus shifted its focus.

      “Libi? What’s wrong with her?” He fawned over the succubus.

      “Poison, I think,” the floof replied. “You said you had friends, so I went and sniffed her out. She’s still breathing, though.”

      Colin whirled around, glaring at Ira. She was helpless in his gaze as his power flowed through her like a tsunami. Her body did things she didn’t understand, and she felt a desire like nothing she’d ever felt before.

      “What did you do to her?!” he snarled.

      Ira trembled. For the first time in her life, she felt something real. Sure, she’d been horny before. But this was so much more and it made little sense. He was an incubus. But… Her eyes widened as she saw similar looks from the floof and the nephilim.

      “Yours,” Ira squeaked.

      As claws burst from the incubus’s hands, he grabbed her around the throat and yanked her up into the air. He stared into her eyes and she trembled seeing the rage building in the depths of his soul. She knew now, without a doubt, that the prince had returned. And he was only getting more powerful with every minute spent on this plane.

      “It. Wears. Off,” Ira choked out as her prince squeezed. “Safe!”

      But that last word broke through. She could see the rage boiling in the background, but it simmered down. He dropped her on the ground, letting her gasp in a lungful of air. Without a word, he plucked the unconscious succubus from the arms of the floof and stormed off in the forest's direction. They left Ira panting on the ground, with blood dripping from her mouth, as her juices dripped between her legs.

      “Pretty little thing, now you’ve been-”

      The floof yelped as his hand separated from his body. Ira’s next blow eviscerated him and he collapsed to his knees, desperately trying to hold his guts in. Grabbing him by the head, she snarled as she twisted violently, as it popped clean off his shoulders. The rest of the townsfolk took several steps back as Ira dropped the floof’s head. His expression permanently frozen in shock, with his eyes wide in terror.

      “Nobody touches me, but my mate,” she hissed.
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      “Are you seriously going to carry her the entire way there?” Gula asked.

      “If I have to,” Colin nodded.

      “You know, she woke up an hour ago, right?” Alug chimed in.

      Colin just nodded as he felt Libi tense in his arms. Truth be told, he knew a lot more than he did before. As they walked, Colin had noticed an odd feeling. Like a mild itch he couldn’t quite scratch. Instead of ignoring it, he pushed some of his energy into it, and the world around him opened. He could feel the general emotions of those around him. He could sense Kasey’s worry and apprehension. Gula and Alug were almost identically horny and frustrated. Libi, as she woke, had felt a deep sense of relief and comfort, laying in his arms. But it was the last one. One filled with rage and regret as it trudged along behind them, out of sight. That one was the most surprising.

      “She has a point though, Libi,” Colin smiled without looking down. “It's been a few hours and I'm happy to carry you, but it would put us in an awkward position if anyone tries anything stupid.”

      “Can I have a kiss first?” she asked quietly.

      Colin smiled and lifted her higher. Libi crooned softly as their lips met. Her fear was still in place, but he could feel her trust in him overriding it. So he slowed for a moment and set her legs on the ground.

      “So… What’s going on, anyway? Who are the floof?”

      Colin took her hand and started walking again. “After you told me I should try to sleep with someone for supplies, I ended up with them.”

      “So, what are they doing here?”

      “We’re his mates,” Gula said softly.

      Libi nodded for a second, before shaking her head and coming to a complete stop. “Wait… What?”

      Alug and Gula turned around and stared nervously at Libi as they held hands. “We don’t really know,” Gula said.

      “He slept with us and… It got really intense… We’ve been with incubi before, but… Not like him and it just sorta happened. His power…”

      “It filled you up inside,” Libi nodded. “I know. He did the same to me and before I knew it, I was practically begging. I wouldn’t even admit that he owned me until he made me.”

      Colin sighed, “I don’t own anybody.”

      Libi smiled and nodded, “Yeah you do and trust me, we’re fine with it.”

      “How?”

      “You’re looking at it from a human standpoint,” Libi smiled and started walking. “The way it usually happens, either we find someone weaker than us and bind them with our power. Or someone more powerful finds us and binds us under their control. The more powerful the demon, the more mates they will have.”

      “We didn’t want mates,” Gula frowned.

      Alug nodded along. “We don’t want to be in charge. We always hoped a big strong floof would come along and take us.”

      “I’m not a floof,” Colin frowned.

      “The lost prince,” Kasey said softly.

      Everyone froze, before turning to face the previously silent nephilim. “It can’t be,” Alug said, staring at Colin in shock.

      “What other explanation is there?” Libi frowned in concentration.

      “It’s happened before,” Gula mumbled weakly. “It’s rare, but possible if a demon is powerful enough to take one not of their kind.”

      “He’s already got two!” Libi pointed at the twins. “Three,” Colin sighed.

      The four ladies pinned him with their looks. “That… Small demon woman.”

      “The claws,” Libi wondered out loud.

      “The muscles,” Alug and Gula said in unison.

      “The empathy,” Kasey whispered.

      Colin’s eyes snapped up to the nephilim, while she blushed furiously and looked away. Taking a deep breath, Colin put that aside for now. “So, what? Every time I take a lover, I’m going to change?”

      “Maybe,” Libi said softly. “The legends say the Prince was a mix of everyone. That he alone could unite us against heaven.”

      “I don't want that,” Colin grumbled. “Don’t get me wrong, I’d kill Michael if I could.” He noticed the twins look confused at the name, but Kasey waved off their questions. “But I’ve got no interest in being this prince. I was born on earth. I have parents. They’re probably worried sick about me.”

      “If you go to earth, the angels will try to kill you,” Kasey said softly.

      The others nodded in agreement.

      “Wait, if I’m a demon prince, how did I get to earth, anyway?”

      “We kidnapped you as a baby,” Kasey sighed. “Without you growing up, the demon clans fractured. They put a regent in charge to hold things together, but…”

      “He’s not a prince,” Libi growled.

      “More worried about his nail polish than leading,” Gula rolled her eyes. “We’ve had a few wars over the millennia since they put him in charge.”

      “Hasn’t anyone tried to fight him?” Colin asked.

      “Might makes right,” Libi pouted slightly.

      “So, what makes you think he’s just going to roll over and put me in charge?”

      The others glanced worryingly at one another, but they stayed silent.
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      Superbia frowned as the portal closed. Ira had been late before, but never this late. With a growl, she whirled around and stalked silently out of the portal room. The spell that opened the portal would take time to recharge, and she wanted to be ready the moment it did. Letting herself into the throne room through a side door, she frowned, seeing Andradox roughly fucking one of his mates over his throne. Despite the rather basic rutting he was receiving, the mate seemed to enjoy himself. Right until Andradox trembled in climax. Yanking his cock free of his mate, Andradox dragged the man from his throne and sat down. His mate, still reeling from the sudden withdrawal, stumbled towards the rear of the hall where their quarters were.

      “Ah, Superbia,” Andradox purred, shifting into position to make sure his cock was on full display. “What brings you to me?”

      “My Lord,” Superbia bowed slightly, keeping her eyes firmly fixed on his face. “I require permission to put together a small force.”

      Andradox frowned, both in displeasure that she wasn’t admiring him, and at her words. “For what purpose?”

      “One of my agents has failed to return,” she gritted her teeth. “I want to send a group to discover what has happened. She was rather valuable.”

      Andradox mulled it over for a moment. “Has this agent ever failed before?”

      “Not since she started working for me, during the end of the heavenly war.”

      Andradox frowned, thinking about his time as a lowly soldier. He fought, of course, and killed his way to the top. After the prince was taken, he was the most senior member of the military and fell naturally into the position of regent.

      “Very well Superbia, keep me informed.”

      Superbia schooled her expression and bowed. “Yes, my lord.”

      Turning, she left as quickly as she would allow herself. Truth be told, she wasn’t all that worried. If her hunch about the true nature of their target was correct, Ira was probably still alive. After all, who but the prince could tame that wrathful little monster?
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      “Colin?”

      Colin looked over at Kasey seated beside him. He smiled and offered his hand that she took in her own. Staring into the flames, they listened to the soft pops of the wood as it burned.

      “How are you holding up?” she asked.

      Colin smiled. No matter what happened, she would always be his best friend. Forever looking out for him. “I’m… Okay.” he said, giving her hand a squeeze. “This is all so… Different. First, I bump into Libi, then you’re a nephilim, angels want to kill me. We’re in hell. Things are trying to kill me. And…”

      “And?”

      “And I’m surrounded by beautiful, powerful women who are practically throwing themselves at me.”

      “Got that right,” Libi giggled from across the fire.

      Alug and Gula stopped kissing for a moment to flash him a pair of lascivious grins. Colin grinned at them all and turned to face Kasey.

      “What about you? How are you holding up?”

      Kasey sighed. “My parents have probably disowned me. The angels would have exiled me. I’m stuck in hell, a place where just about every creature alive wants to torture and kill me. Then I have you, and nothing else matters.”

      “Kasey-”

      “Please make love to me?” she asked softly, taking his hand. “Please don’t make me wait. I’ve waited so long already, and Libi got in first, before the twins came in. I don’t have a probl-”

      Colin kissed her. Kasey’s breath hitched, and she froze at the contact. She’d fallen in love with him as a child and knew he was the one for her. Only now, a decade later, he was finally kissing her, the way she always dreamed.

      “We’ll give you two a little space,” Libi smiled.

      “Don’t stay up too late,” Colin grinned.

      Alug rolled her eyes, “You have the only tent!” before gasping softly as Gula’s tongue pressed between her legs.

      Colin scooped Kasey into his arms and carried her towards the tent. It was tall, but not long. Colin wasn’t sure how they were all going to fit, but as he stepped inside, he froze. Kasey’s mouth was as wide as his, as Colin stepped back out of the tent to rationalise what he was seeing.

      “Something wrong?” Libi smiled, cocking her head to one side.

      “How?” Colin asked.

      “We have our luxuries, even without human technology,” she shrugged. “Humans put people on the moon. Demons worked out spatial dimension enchantments.”

      Colin frowned. “Why was the bar so big then? Why didn’t they just make it a door with an enchantment behind it?”

      “Cost, mostly,” Libi shrugged. “You could do as you said, but the power cost for the enchantment would mean you’d need to guarantee numbers of patrons inside at all times for the enchantment to drain.”

      Colin frowned. “The tent is draining us?”

      Libi nodded, “A little yeah. Making a permanent structure with the enchantment is expensive. A couple of rooms is one thing, an entire building is much more.”

      “We used to power the enchantments enough to last almost twenty hours before it collapsed,” Gula said, propping herself up from between Alug’s legs. Alug was gasping softly as she came down from the orgasm her sister just gave her. “Between the four of us, we should be able to keep the enchantment going permanently if we needed to.”

      Shaking his head, Colin decided it wasn’t worth thinking about. Turning, he pushed back into the tent and wondered as he walked inside. The walls and ceiling were made of the same canvas of the tent, but that’s where the similarities stopped. The room was large, with a bed at the far end, far larger than he would have expected. To get there, he needed to walk through a seating area and around a large bath. Considering the taps mounted to the side, there was running water as well.

      “This is amazing,” Kasey mumbled.

      With a grin, Colin remembered the slender nephilim still perched in his arms. She grinned, too, knowing what he was feeling. Carrying her to the bath instead of the bed. With a grunt, he had to put her down, where she stepped aside as Colin worked the taps. As the water flowed, he tested the temperature and added a little more heat.

      “Colin?”

      With a smile, Colin turned and froze in place. Kasey was standing there, shifting nervously from one foot to the other. She had her beautiful white wings covering her body, and the contrast was one of the most beautiful things he’d ever seen. With a nervous smile, she started pulling her wings back, exposing more of her dark skin. Colin’s mouth went dry as her naked form slowly presented itself. Her dark hair draped down the sides of her face, ending below her shoulders. The slight pout of her lips trembled under his gaze. Looking lower, her slender neck made Colin wonder how she’d squirm if he lightly nipped at it with his teeth.

      Lower still, her breasts were perfectly round and proportioned. They stuck out slightly and, with her erect nipples; they pointed directly at him. Looking further down, the flat expanse of her stomach gave way to a slender but shapely set of hips. Moving lower, he could see a thin layer of naturally sparse fuzz covering her mons. Colin could see that she trimmed to her bikini line. Her thighs were firm and slightly muscular, before turning to her calves that bulged slightly. Finally, Colin smiled at her dainty little feet, with paw prints painted on her nails.

      “Well?”

      Colin looked her in the eyes. “You’re absolutely stunning.”

      Kasey blushed, pulling her hands up to cover her face. But Colin wasn’t having any of it. Stepping up, he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her into a kiss. She squeaked at his sudden contact, but accepted his kiss with passion. She was finally getting what she always wanted. Snapping her eyes open, Colin froze, feeling her shift in demeanour. Before he could respond, she was tearing at his pants. His shirt wasn’t able to fit since he’d grown his bulk, but his pants were in the way. Bending, she shoved them down, taking his underwear with them. As she sat up, she froze. Colin’s cock stood proudly before him, twitching with his heartbeat. It was so close she could almost feel the warmth of the blood pumping through it.

      Reaching up, she didn’t even think until it was in her grasp. Colin bit his lip, staring down at her. Her soft hand cradled him as she slowly twisted and teased his length. Turning her head up to look at him, she smiled and stood.

      “Get in the bath.”

      Colin scrambled into the water, turning the taps off a moment later as the water sloshed behind him. Turning around him, Kasey pressed him into the side of the bath. She grinned and nervously bit her lip as her hands found his cock under the water. Colin moaned as she slowly washed away the sweat and grime that had built up on his skin. Letting go with one hand, Kasey leaned forward, grabbing a bar of soap conveniently left beside the tub. Then she went back to cleaning. She took extra care to make sure Colin was good and clean, which she judged by the sounds he made.

      Colin had grabbed another bar of soap and scrubbed himself down as best he could, before reaching for her… and freezing. The first, most obvious place to start, were her breasts. But…

      “You can touch me,” Kasey nervously, smiled.

      Despite her words, she still flinched and giggled as he dabbed her bare breast for the first time. It was warm. Her nipple was hard, and they just filled his hand perfectly.

      “I wish they were bigger.”

      “They’re perfect,” Colin growled.

      Kasey blushed and trembled slightly. As Colin scrubbed her down. He worked down her front, not touching between her legs, and turned her around. Repeating the process, Kasey was shaking with desire, desperate for him to take her.

      “Kasey?”

      “I’ve always been, Colin.”

      He smiled, “Say it, please?”

      Glancing over her shoulder, she trembled. “Yours.”

      She gasped as his soapy hand pressed between her legs. Long, slow strokes cleaned and pleasured her at the same time. He was gentle, but thorough, making sure he missed nothing, before washing the soap away with the hot water of the bath.

      “Later, we’re going to need to sit and enjoy the water,” Colin smiled, pulling Kasey back against his chest. “For now, I think I need to make you mine. Properly.”

      Kasey trembled again, but nodded her head quickly. Getting out of the bath, they dried quickly with some towels stored in a cabinet nearby. Then they held hands and walked to the bed.

      “Colin, I-”

      “I know,” Colin smiled. “I’d like to try something.”

      Kasey nodded and allowed Colin to turn her around and sit her on the edge of the bed. With a soft kiss, he gently pushed her back to lie down. Kasey was breathing hard now. She so desperately wanted this, but she was extremely nervous. Nobody had ever touched her intimately other than herself. And as his lips gently kissed the top of her mons, she froze. The second kiss was slightly firmer, and Kasey felt a small amount of slickness escaping her labia. She was completely unprepared for the assault of his tongue, pushing into her pussy.

      Colin licked her slowly as she gasped and clutched at the sheets. Her legs quivered in place, but didn’t snap closed. Nor did she try to stop him. Encouraged, Colin licked her again, harder this time. He licked from the opening of her vagina, right up and over her clit. Hearing the small moan escape her lips, Colin reached up with both hands and parted her labia. As her dark flesh opened, her pink interior gleamed for him. Colin just leaned in without a second thought and ran his tongue over her most sensitive place. The more he licked, the more her pussy drooled below and the more she trembled and shook.

      “Colin, please?” She whined after a few minutes. “Please? I want you so bad!”

      With a grin, Colin sat up. Kasey raised her legs, grabbing behind her knees and holding position. She looked slightly bedraggled. Her hair was a mess. She had drooled on herself and she stared up at him with big eyes. Placing his hands on her ass, Colin pushed her further onto the bed, before climbing on after. She jumped, feeling the meaty slap of his cock as it smacked her pussy.

      “Last chance,” Colin said softly, as he leaned over her. “We do this. I’m never letting you go.”

      Kasey snapped her legs around Colin’s waist. Growling, she went for his cock. Grabbing it with both hands, she pressed it to her opening before glaring into his eyes. “Yours!”

      “Mine,” Colin smiled and leaned forward.

      He stared into her eyes, even as they rolled in her head. The feeling of that first initial pinch as Colin’s cock slid up into her for the first time drove her to the edge. She didn’t know what it was supposed to be like, but the feeling of being so full had her desperate for more. All she could do was use the leverage of her legs around his waist to rapidly raise and lower her hips, fucking herself against him.

      “Fuck, you feel so good!” Colin growled.

      Kissing her firmly, Colin began stroking his cock in and out of her pussy. He was worried at first about it being her first time. But the frantic movements of her hips told him she was enjoying the sensation. So, only making a minor effort not to harm her, Colin took his pleasure. Kasey squirmed as Colin’s cock hit every part of her that mattered. She could feel a heat building inside with each thrust of Colin’s cock and her toes curled in response.

      “Colin!” she gasped. “Colin, something! Something’s happening!”

      “I love you, Kasey,” he murmured softly into her ear, before leaning down and grating his teeth along the side of her neck. The sharp jolts of pleasure shot through her body as he nibbled. “Cum for me.”

      Kasey tried not to scream, as her core clenched and exploded. She felt a gush of liquid spray out between them. It all came undone as his teeth sank into the flesh of her neck. All at once, she let out a piercing scream. Arching her back, Colin crushed her against his chest, grunting and shuddering. Kasey beamed widely as tears rolled down her cheeks. She could feel the firm pulse of his cock as he fired his seed inside her.

      Colin growled as Kasey’s pussy gushed fluid over his balls. The idea of her squirting while she came made Colin lose himself. Without thinking, he bit down harder on the side of her neck, tasting her flesh in his mouth. Kasey’s scream filled the tent a moment later and her body arched up into his. Her pussy pulsed over Colin’s cock, finally pushing him over the edge and he erupted inside her. Her intense shuddering drove him wild as she rode his cock from beneath.

      Her pussy was still contracting as his orgasm finally ended. Colin shifted, rolling onto his side. Pulling Kasey onto his chest, she laid there, trembling and sniffing.

      “Hey?” Colin asked, concerned that something had gone terribly wrong. But Kasey smiled happily at him, as she wiped away her tears. “I’m finally yours.”

      “And I’m never letting go.”

      Kasey beamed wider as she pressed herself firmly to Colin's side. Her pussy felt a little tender, but she hoped she’d be well enough by tomorrow to go again. She smiled to herself, that she’d found so wonderful a lover, after so long being taught that chastity was its own reward.
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      A small squeak woke Colin. Opening his eyes, there was a faint light coming in from the entrance, illuminating the room. So he had a clear view of Kasey’s expression as she shuddered against him.

      “Mmm, yummy,” Alug said softly.

      Colin watched as she lifted her face away from the crease between Kasey’s legs. Colin could see the creamy white of his sperm on her tongue. Spotting him awake, Alug gave him a wink, before leaning over her open-mouthed sister and feeding it to her.

      “Colin,” Kasey whined.

      “Do you want them to stop?” Colin asked, suddenly concerned.

      Kasey shook her head. “No… But I need to cum so bad right now.”

      Colin grinned down at the nephilim still trapped in his arms. If she could have managed it, she’d be rubbing her clit right now.

      “Do you wanna cum?”

      She nodded frantically for a moment, before gasping as Alug went back for more. She grit her teeth and writhed slowly, before groaning as Alug pulled away with a wink. “Oh, please?” she begged.

      “Ladies,” Colin grinned at the twins. “Alug seems to have had enough of there, so she can get the other side. Gula, get in and help.”

      “What?” Kasey gasped.

      The twins got the hint. Pushing Kasey off Colin, they rolled her onto one side. Alug dived in and tongued her little asshole. Gula, not to be left out, went on a search for more of Colin’s cum. Kasey, caught between them both, could do nothing but grip the fur on their heads and whine pathetically as they tormented her straight through the orgasm she begged for.

      “Oh, that looks so good,” Libi purred.

      “Good, maybe they’ll do you next,” Colin grinned.

      Roughly shoving her onto her stomach, Colin shifted to kneel over her ass. Taking her hips, careful not to cut her with his new claws, Colin lifted her ass towards himself, before spearing her already dripping pussy with his cock. This was their reward as far as he was concerned. Libi and the twins had stayed out nearly half the night while Kasey and Colin made up for old times’ sake. It was only when Kasey finally asked for sleep; they came in and joined them on the bed.

      “Oh fuck,” Libi moaned.

      Colin lightly slapped her ass before forcing himself deep inside her again. She made a small squeak, before laying her head on the mattress like a conquered prize. Colin grinned, feeling her lust and submission to him. It made him feel powerful, knowing a demon, many centuries his senior, was begging like a cat in heat for his attention.

      “Yes,” she moaned, picking up on his lust ramping up. “Yes, I’m yours, all yours.”

      “All yours,” Kasey whined in agreement as she stared at him with a mix of desperation and lust.

      The twins murmured into their respective orifices without stopping, but Colin still got the hint as Kasey’s eyes rolled as she trembled.
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      Stepping out of the tent, Colin stretched and took in a deep breath of morning air before freezing in place. Lightly snoring beside the embers of last night’s fire was the small demon woman. Baring his teeth, Colin moved to end her permanently, then her eyes snapped open. Meeting his stare, he felt the spike of emotions roll through her. First was annoyance from being awoken, then a brief burst of lust at seeing him before her. The final emotion was a mix of regret and deep, deep fear. He could see the slight bruising on her face from the punch, and the minor cut on her lip. He could also see the dirt and bloodstains soaked into her clothing. In fact, the more he looked, the more he sensed her emotions, and he realised she wasn’t a threat.

      “Who are you?” Colin asked, as he grabbed some firewood from the stack. The small woman sat up and moved to help.

      “Ira.”

      “What are you doing here, Ira?”

      She trembled as he spoke and tried unsuccessfully to stack the wood in the fire. Colin could sense she was desperately trying not to burst into tears, but her face held nothing but steel resolve.

      “My orders were to capture all three of you and bring you to the spymaster unharmed.”

      “Was that before, or after you threatened to rip Libi’s arm off and fist yourself with it, or that little time when you poisoned her?”

      The small woman seemed to deflate, “After the… arms… Before the sleeping drought. I thought if I put them to sleep, I could take you peacefully and nobody would have gotten hurt.”

      “And you got hurt most of all,” Kasey said, stepping out of the tent and moving towards the pair.

      “I…” Ira stopped and took a deep breath. “I didn’t mean all this,” her voice wavered. “My kind isn’t supposed to mate,” she sniffed. “We fight, we fuck, we kill and we eat. Occasionally we breed, but we NEVER mate,” she slid to the ground.

      “I can see why! You were a right bitch back on earth!” Libi growled, stepping out of the tent.

      “You were even mean here!” Gula said, following with her twin, who nodded in agreement.

      With the storm of guilt and regret rolling around in the small woman, Colin looked over at his mates. All of them had fierce expressions on their faces, but he could feel the pity and forgiveness in each of them. Especially Kasey, who looked like she was about to hug the small woman.

      Glancing down at his claws, Colin sighed. “Is there a way to make these go away? They’re kind of annoying.”

      “What?” Ira choked. “I… Um… Will them. They should respond.”

      Colin looked at how they extended from the tips of his fingers. He felt his power and directed them to the tips of his fingers and felt them respond. With a thought, they slowly pulled back. It was an odd sensation, but soon the long, sharp claws were little more than pointed fingernails. With a grin, he shot the claws back out. Happy with how they felt and now familiar with the feeling, Colin retracted them before looking down at the small demon.

      “I’ll accept anything you wish for me.”

      “Good,” Colin grinned. “Because you’re mine.”

      She stood up then. Looking around the camp at her sister mates. Sniffing, she schooled her expression. Gone was the terrified little woman, and in her place stood a warrior, tall and proud, despite only being about four feet tall. Colin smiled softly, feeling the rolling emotions within. Despite her scowl, he could feel her elation mixed in with her trepidation at the future.

      “Go take a bath,” Colin ordered softly. “We’ll have breakfast ready when you get out.”

      “Yes, my lord,” Ira nodded and turned quickly for the tent.

      She left Colin, staring at her slight frame as she disappeared inside, before turning to his other mates. Libi caught his eye and stepped up to press herself against him.

      “She’s a little scary,” Libi pouted.

      Colin smiled and gave her a hug. “Yeah, but she’s loyal, and I think she’ll make a fit mate.”

      Libi nodded, “I will respect your decision.”

      “What is she anyway?”

      “Fusa. They’re very rare. Most die in combat, those that live only occasionally breed.”

      “She’s the first we’ve actually met,” Gula and her sister said in unison.

      “There used to be many more,” Kasey added in. “During the war, they were extremely effective at killing angels. Our kind fights with swords and grand magic. If a fusa survived the magical assault, they overwhelmed our warriors almost immediately.”

      “I’m guessing you’re talking about the war when the prince was kidnapped?”

      “When YOU were kidnapped,” Ira said, stepping out of the tent without a stitch of clothing. “I thought you said you’d have food?”

      “I told you to bathe,” Colin growled. “Besides, we don’t know if I’m the prince. What if the angels killed the baby and you’re just thinking I’m it?”

      Kasey shook her head. “Killing you would have ruined things. Your power inside is inherited and it cannot be destroyed. I’m guessing they held onto you for this whole time, as the demon clans fractured. By having you raised as a human and sealing away your powers, they probably hoped you’d never awaken.”

      “Until I tried to feed from you,” Libi said nervously. “That must have awoken part of your power, and with the door open, you did what was natural and took me as your mate.”

      “The spymaster thinks so,” Ira said. “She was the one who ordered your capture.” She saw Colin glaring at her and made a deliberate effort to wet her claws with her hair and flicked it at him. Only now did Colin notice she was as clean as she was naked. Frowning at the thought of her rapidly scrubbing herself clean, rather than enjoying a simple bath, he turned and looked at his mates.

      “So, what?” He grumbled, shaking his head. “If I’m this prince, I should just go around to every clan and find a mate?” The looks on all their faces made him pause. Even Kasey was blushing and biting her lip. “You’ve gotta be kidding me, really?”

      “My Lord,” Ira stepped closer. “If you are the prince, it may be for the best.”

      “How?”

      “Might makes right,” Libi said with a worried expression. “If the spymaster knows about you, or even thinks you’re the prince, the regent will find out. If he thinks you’re a threat, he’ll kill you AND us.”

      At her words, Colin grit his teeth as anger pulsed through his body. It was one thing to threaten him, but his mates? Even the idea of someone harming them made him furious, and HE’D BURN THEM! BURN THEM ALL! WIPE THIS PLANE CLEAN FROM THEIR-

      Softness pressed against him from all sides, snapping him back to reality. Colin gasped in a breath of fresh air. Gula and Alug were pressed in behind him, squeezing him firmly. Kasey was holding his face while Libby stood beside her. Even Ira had her hand on his leg, standing awkwardly in a space left open for her. Every one of them had a worried expression alongside their flushed faces.

      “What just happened?” he asked softly.

      “Rage,” Ira said softly. “You get angry when things threaten your mates. But… My kind are known for their rage. The more you hit us, the more you beat us, the angrier and stronger we get until you either kill us, breed us, or die.”

      “We’ll be fine,” Kasey smiled and leaned in to kiss him.

      “Nobody is stronger than the prince,” Libi agreed.

      “Nobody,” Alug and Gula said, while beaming brightly.

      Pulling away from Kasey’s kiss, Colin cleared his throat. “Alright, so assuming I’m this prince, as the regent will anyway, our next move is to head off and find someone for me to mate with, and you’re all cool with it?”

      The ladies exchanged a series of glances before nodding slowly. Even Ira. Colin just groaned softly, but his cock betrayed him by hardening at the thought. He could sense the lust of his mates around him, even the confused lust from Ira. But now wasn’t the time. If Ira had found them so quickly, they probably needed to move and get far away from here.

      “We can’t stay here,” Ira said, mirroring his concerns. “The spymaster knows you’re here.”

      “Where do you suggest we go?” Colin asked.

      “First stop is the town with the exchange,” Libi said. “If I can get access to my wealth, I should be able to get us some transport.”

      Colin looked around for a better option, but nothing came up. “Alright, and how long will it take to get there?”

      “About six days,” Gula replied.

      “How much supplies do we have?”

      “For all of us?” Alug bit her lip. “Three days, maybe four if we ration. Water will run out sooner unless we all bathe together, or it rains.”

      Colin nodded, “Alright. I guess that means we’ll need to hunt while we move.”

      With that settled, Alug and Gula moved to pull down the tent, while Colin helped prepare breakfast. All the while, Ira sat awkwardly and watched, completely unashamed at her own nudity around them. Not that he would ever admit when he took peeks at her.
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      “That’s odd,” Carpathia murmured as she watched the group pass.

      “Is that Ira?” Sahara frowned.

      “I believe it is.”

      Waving a few hand movements, the team began spreading out. Some rushed silently ahead, others closed around behind. Their orders were to capture them if possible, but with Ira in their midst, Carpathia wasn’t taking any chances. Lifting her sword in its sheath, she made sure it slid freely. The last thing she needed was for her blade to bind because of dirt or dried blood gumming it up. Moving around to the direct rear of the formation, she kept her eyes on the back of the incubus.

      She’d never seen one quite that big before. Sure, they could be muscular, but he was monstrous. Over six feet tall, his entire body bristled with so much muscle he walked with a slight swagger, so his arms didn’t rub as they swung. Even from this distance, she could see the definition of the muscles in his back. All he wore were a pair of earth made pants. She grinned, thinking of how she’d be able to entice him to sleep with her once they had the rest under control. After all. Incubus gotta eat, and what a finer meal than a sexy bakeneko.

      Focusing on stealth, she shifted into a higher gear. She paid attention to the footsteps of those in the group and used them to hide any sound she might have made. As they slipped closer to the target, she spotted the other members of their team approaching in a similar manner. More would be ahead to attack from the front at the right moment. Slipping her blade free, she held it ready. One quick cut to the leg and he’d go down nice and easy. The others would take their marks, and together they’d handle Ira. It wouldn’t be easy, but they’d handled fusa before. Casualties were to be expected. Drawing back for her swing, Carpathia watched the incubus burst into black flames. Waves of intense lust washed over her, causing her to stumble mid-step. And as he spun around, he fixed her with burning eyes.
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      Colin twitched when he felt them. There were nine moving out of sight within the trees. They were spreading out to circle them. A few were moving further ahead to cut them off.

      “Everyone stay calm. We’re about to be attacked.”

      Kasey made a noise as she picked up on their presence as well. He waited, feeling them move into position and close. He waited for the very last moment before surging with power. Black flames erupted from his body as he spun around. Before him, with a shocked expression on her face, was a tan coloured catgirl. Her sword was drawn and held at an angle, suggesting she’d been planning on using it. With a snarl, Colin’s claws extended from his fingers and he snapped his wings back, launching him towards his prey. Her eyes went wide with shock and she brought up her sword in defence. Colin ripped his claws across, catching the blade and yanking it free of her grip. Swinging around with his opposite hand, his prey dodged back, narrowly avoiding what would have been a mortal blow but with her off balance, she had no time to avoid the heel of his foot as it slammed into her stomach, sending her tumbling across the ground.

      With his first enemy down, Colin turned as Ira, who cackled madly, disemboweled an incubus. Ignoring that mess, he spotted Kasey backing away from another cat person, this one a male. He kept swinging a short sword at her, and Kasey, while not fighting back, was doing a good job of avoiding trouble. Unfortunately for the catboy, he didn’t see Colin at all until Colin’s claws tore out his throat. With a gore stained hand, Colin gently, but firmly shoved Kasey between Gula and Alug, who were holding off a pair of spider people. They shifted back and forth on long legs and darted in with long, jagged spears.

      But it was Libi’s cry that sent his blood to boil. Spinning in place, Libi was backing away, holding her arm as blood dripped from her wound. A lamia of all things was swinging a halberd around his head, laughing menacingly. With a scream of rage, Colin leaped. Unfurling his wings, he flew the short distance before catching the lamia in the middle of his chest. Surging with all his strength, Colin powered up into the sky, mindless of the panicked lamia squealing in terror as the earth vanished beneath him. Colin beat his wings as hard as he could, as the lamia clutched at him in terror. Right up until Colin stopped and relaxed his grip.

      “Nononononono!” the lamia shrieked in terror as gravity took hold.

      Libi growled as she looked at the shallow cut on her arm. It stung a lot, and she wasn’t happy about the scar it would leave, but she was more worried about Colin who vanished into the sky with the lamia. It was a fierce warrior who would have been extremely diffic-

      “AAAiiiiieeee!” CRUNCH!

      Libi blinked at the broken lamia now twitching on the ground in front of her. Right before Colin landed with a plume of black smoke.

      “Fall back!” a choked out cry rang out.

      Colin whirled around as he watched them leave. He made to follow, but a soft hand closed around his wrist.

      “They’re leaving,” Kasey said softly.

      Colin froze in place.

      “You won. You don’t have to hunt them.”

      “Fuck that, kill em all!” Ira snarled.

      Colin blinked before letting his flames die down. “Let them go. Only a few of us can fly. The rest of us are at risk if we try to chase them down.”

      “Send me then!” Ira snarled as her blood-soaked claws twitched. “Let me kill them for you. Let me make them scream!”

      Colin smiled softly and patted her head. The action was so completely alien to her, she froze in place. As he removed his hand, she reached up and patted her own head for a moment. Satisfied he’d calmed, or at least confused Ira, Colin turned to Kasey, who smiled nervously at him. He pulled her close and kissed her. Kasey moaned in pleasure.

      “Thank you,” Colin whispered.

      “I might be yours,” Kasey smiled. “But I know who the real you was. You aren’t a killer, even if you now have a temper.”

      Colin glanced at the still twitching corpse of the lamia and nodded his head. “I think you have a point.”
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      Superbia stood before the last four members of the strike team. They’d come back, bloody, bruised and severely demoralised. In particular, Carpathia seemed in shock.

      “So, tell me again. What went wrong?”

      Carpathia trembled and shook her head. “I-I don’t know, sp-spymaster. H-he knew we were there. W-we came in. Wanted to make it q-quick. The incubus overwhelmed me.” She shuddered remembering the waves of power from the young demon. “Then he tore out Trent’s throat. Senna was d-disemboweled by Ira.”

      “Ira lives?” Superbia asked.

      Carpathia nodded. “Horus and Capricorn both engaged the floof. Capricorn bled out from a chest wound before we could get to the portal,” she hung her head. “Ingelgar was dropped from great height… And died on impact.”

      Superbia frowned in confusion. “How on earth did that happen?”

      “The incubus,” a floof named Callum spoke. “Grabbed him round the middle and carried him straight up into the sky, spymaster.”

      “He screamed as he fell,” Carpathia trembled. “The sound he made when he hit the ground was horrible.”

      Superbia nodded slowly to herself. The young incubus was indeed powerful and if her hunch was correct, both the floof and Ira were mated to him. Not that it surprised her at this point. The previous princes had been exceedingly powerful in the past. She would look forward to this new challenge.

      “Go,” Superbia waved at the team. “Get yourselves cleaned up.”

      “Y-yes spymaster,” Carpathia said, before staggering to her feet and heading for the exit with others in pursuit.

      With a sigh, Superbia turned and bowed at Andradox.

      “So, your team failed, as well as your agent,” he mused. “Why would Ira have turned so readily, do you think?”

      Superbia braced herself and nodded. “My Lord, I believe the lost prince has returned to hell.”

      She waited in position. Waiting for the blow that would come. She’d seen him lose his temper over less and knew it was coming. She only hoped she lived through it. So his laughter caught her by surprise. It started with a small giggle. Then a chuckle. Andradox was clutching his sides, rolling in his seat as tears rolled down his cheeks. It was the most terrifying thing Superbia had ever seen. The sheer deranged glee from the inept regent. Opening her mouth to speak, she didn’t even see him move. One moment he was there, the next Superbia struggled to breathe. She stared at the ceiling as Andradox squeezed her throat. Her legs kicked uselessly in the air.

      “You seek to depose me?”

      “No!” she choked out.

      “Lies. You kept this from me.”

      “Didn’t know!”

      Andradox watched her kick and squirm for a few more moments before dropping her on the ground. Heaving great lungfuls of air, Superbia clutched at her bruised neck and concentrated on breathing.

      “You will track him, and you will kill him. Am I understood?”

      Superbia nodded, but squeaked as he kicked her arm out, causing her to fall painfully to the side.

      “Am I understood!”

      “Yes, my Lord,” she croaked through her bruised throat.

      “Good,” Andradox sniffed, before spotting the coloured flake from his nail polish that came off. Finding the spot on his claws where it had shed, Andradox scowled and moved back to his throne. After locating the nail-polish remover, he set about cleaning and re-coating his entire claw. Ignoring Superbia, she crawled to her feet and staggered from the room.

      Superbia made her way back to her quarters, waving off the guards and their attempts to help her as she staggered. While the regent was the one in charge, almost everyone had an ounce of true loyalty to the spymaster. She’d thwarted multiple attacks, assassinations, uncovered spies and made sure she kept the regent happy and blissfully unaware. Stumbling into her room, Superbia headed for her desk and rummaged around for a small bottle. Placing it on the desk beside a stack of parchment, she literally clawed out the cork stopper before picking up an ornate quill. Dipping it into the dark liquid, she wrote a note in large letters.

      

      ATTENTION

      AN INCUBUS IDENTIFYING AS THE LOST PRINCE HAS BEEN SPOTTED IN THIS PLANE. THEY ARE WANTED FOR QUESTIONING OVER THE DEATHS OF AGENTS TO THE CROWN.

      REWARDS WILL BE PAID FOR ANY RELIABLE INFORMATION ON THIS INDIVIDUAL OR THEIR CAPTURE.

      

      With a groan, she stood, picking up the parchment. Staggering back out of her room, she handed it to the nearest guard, who skimmed the open note. His eyes went wide before he looked her in the eye.

      “Spymaster, is this true?”

      She grimaced and nodded. “Have copies made,” she croaked. “I want them sent to every town and city in our domain.”

      The guard nodded slowly. “Yes, spymaster,” he paused. “And please take care.”

      Superbia scowled fiercely at the guard until he left, but secretly, she was pleased. She had allies here she could rely on if Andradox got out of hand. Heading back inside, she found the small diary from the last prince and carried it towards her private bath, shedding her clothing as she went.
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      True to their word, Colin could see smoke from the fireplaces within Greymoore. On a clear night like this, he could see the tall plumes as they drifted in front of the moon. Colin wasn’t particularly looking forward to it as he took to the skies. It had been five days since the attack, and although things had been quiet, Colin was ever alert. He’d have preferred to keep going. Bypassing the town entirely, so nobody knew they had come past. The memory of both times Libi had gotten hurt was still fresh in his mind. It complicated things between him and Ira. Besides, Ira didn’t seem to have any issues finding game to hunt.

      “You’re getting better at this,” Libi called, soaring past.

      With a flex of his shoulders, Colin angled in the air until he soared beside his mate. For every beat of his great wings, she took almost three. But neither of them minded. Colin had to admit part of him felt a sense of satisfaction about his wings, and all his mates agreed they were a part of him they admired.

      “What’s Greymoore like?”

      “Never been, I just know it’s full of arocts.”

      Colin frowned, “Arocts?”

      “Ummm,” Libi giggled, “Spider people, like the barman.”

      Colin shuddered slightly. Other than the barman, the only other two he’d seen were fighting the twins. He didn’t have a great set of first impressions, not that it was much to go by.

      “So, into the exchange, get what we need, then leave, right?”

      Libi shot him a small smile, “If that’s what you want.”

      “Sorry,” Colin mumbled, “They just freak me out a little with their spider legs.”

      “They’re not spiders, though,” Libi said, pursing her lips slightly. “They’re demons, and most of them are quite personable. Why do you think he was a barman?”

      “I keep thinking about the two who fought with Gula and Alug.”

      “Are you going to hold it against the succubi, incubi, lamia and bakeneko too?” she asked.

      Colin sighed, “Alright, point taken.”

      “Good,” Libi smiled. “I know things have changed rapidly for you over the last week. This can’t be easy, but casting aside an entire clan would be a huge mistake.”

      They flew together in silence for several minutes, circling higher, ranging wider, and that’s where Colin spotted it. A fast moving blur racing away from their camp, deeper into the forest.

      “Libi, we’ve got a problem.”

      Pitching into a shallow dive, Colin made to follow the fleeing figure. As the sound of the wind increased, the figure became erratic. Darting between trees, trying to avoid being seen as it failed to rise above the branches. Colin knew Libi had seen it now as her expression turned fierce. Colin extended his claws as they closed in on their prey. Whatever it was, would face a surprise attack. It was at that point; the shape slowed and descended to the forest floor.

      Colin swooped overhead, as Libi hung back. They burst through the canopy one after the other. Colin snarled as he slammed into the ground before the figure as Libi landed behind.

      “Colin!” Kasey squealed, jumping in shock.

      It took a moment for his eyes to process Kasey standing before him. She smiled nervously, but as Colin reached out with his powers, he could feel her love for him. A range of emotions flashed through him, from anger, to relief and finally confusion.

      “Kasey?”

      She nervously nodded, “W-what are you doing here? I thought you w-went the other way.”

      “I knew it!” Libi growled. Kasey yelped as Libi pulled her arm out from behind her. Clutched in Kasey’s hand was a bundle of dry meat. “I knew we went through it too fast!”

      “I’m sorry!” Kasey squeaked.

      But it was the low, feline growl that caught Colin’s attention. Snapping his head to the side, he could see a shape, with burning red eyes creeping forward. It had an odd gait, though, almost like…

      “Kasey, are you kidding me?”

      The nephilim snatched her arm away from Libi, who stared in terror as the ester stepped into the moonlight. Kasey rushed up to it, stroking the large animal's patchy fur.

      “He needed me, Colin!” she cried while pressing herself into the terrifying animal. “He got hurt and couldn’t find food.”

      “So you’ve been leaving it out for him? Kasey, one of these tried to kill me!”

      “He wanted to feed his babies!” Kasey pouted. “They’re animals, Colin. They don’t know any better. You’re no different from a cow to a predator.”

      “And what if he tried to eat you?”

      “He won’t,” Kasey smiled and pressed her face into the beast’s neck. “Won’t you Harley? You won’t eat mummy, will you?!”

      She scratched the ester’s chin, not worried at all about the long jagged teeth extending from its maw. Colin just stared as the large animal started purring and leaning into her, no different from a large house cat.

      “Harley?”

      “Mhm!” Kasey beamed. “He rumbles when I sit on him, so it’s the first thing I thought of!”

      Colin sighed and rubbed his face. He thought of all the days he had to share his lunch, because she’d fed a stray and shook his head. “Alright, so what now? He’s walking funny, so are you just feeding him till he’s better?”

      Kasey bit her lip for a few moments. “Maybe.”

      “Kasey…”

      She walked up to Colin, clutching her hands together at her waist, and rocked from heel to toe like a child. “Please?”

      “Kasey!”

      “Please?!”

      “Kasey, you’re a grown woman!”

      “Pleeeeeease?!”

      “What are you gonna feed him?”

      “He can hunt for himself!” Kasey beamed. “His leg is healing nicely and once it does, he can bring us meat!”

      Colin looked from Kasey’s beaming smile to the ester’s dangerous glare, then looked at Libi, who was shaking her head.

      “One week.”

      “You won’t regret it!” Kasey leaped into his arms, hugging him fiercely. “He’s gonna be such a good boy, I promise. I’ll look after him real good, even pick up his poopies if we’re indoors!”

      “Wait, indoors?”

      “Mhm!” Kasey beamed. “He’s a cat, after all. We can’t leave him outside all the time.”

      Colin looked at the big animal and it made a small satisfied rumble in the back of its throat.

      “Y’know what, fine, whatever,” Colin groaned, as Kasey stepped back, still grinning widely. “I’m gonna go warn the others, this… This is going to take some getting used to.”

      As Colin took flight back to camp, Libi eyed the ester nervously. It ignored her completely, and she shifted over to Kasey, who was watching Colin fly off.

      “I love him so much,” she whispered.

      Libi snorted and smiled. “You and me both, sister. But… You know, Harley here probably thinks more of you than just his mother, right?”

      Kasey blushed and nodded. “Yeah, but Colin would have said no if he knew that.”

      Libi snorted and laughed, “Oh shit, never let me underestimate you.”

      Kasey grinned and took Libi’s hand. “I… I was wondering if…”

      Libi froze as she felt the nephilim’s lust rising. With a smile, she leaned in for a kiss.
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      Colin landed back at camp. The twins had the tent up and Ira was trying to get the fire started, but she was having trouble with her claws in the way.

      “Umm, just so everyone’s aware, Kasey’s tamed an ester, so… Don’t hurt the big cat hanging around.”

      Gula and Alug shrugged and went into the tent. They kept all their supplies inside to keep them dry and cool. Ira just grunted.

      “They made good guards.”

      “Not worried about it eating us?”

      Ira snickered, before letting out a sigh and dropping the flint she was holding awkwardly. “Fucking thing,” she growled.

      Colin moved up beside her and picked up the flint. Extending just a single claw, he scraped off a shower of sparks. Bending over the stack of tinder, Colin repeated the process a few times until the small strips of wood caught.

      “Thanks,” Ira said, blowing the pile until it lit properly. “Ester’s make good guards. If you can convince one not to eat you, they get really attached. They sleep little and their sense of hearing and smell is better than ours. They’re also proficient hunters, so unless we end up in a city, they find most of their own food.”

      “Well, that’s a relief,” Colin nodded.

      Ira shifted slightly and lowered her head as she twiddled her claws. “Look, Colin.”

      “It’s fine Ira.”

      She shook her head, “No, it’s not. It’s really not. I’m angry. I’m always so fucking angry,” she breathed. “The first time I saw you, I wanted to hurt you. I DID hurt you. I hurt Libi even more and I understand if you can’t love me like you love them.” Colin turned to the small angry woman as she sniffed and wiped away an angry tear. “I’ll do my best to keep you all safe. I’ll kill anyone who threatens our family, just please… If you can find it in your heart to forgive me?”

      Colin got to his knees and placed a hand on her shoulder. She sniffed and looked up at him. Colin smiled, “You’re just a little softy deep inside, huh?”

      “Fuck off,” she growled, suddenly getting defensive. “I was the top agent for the spymaster, in service of the regent since the death of the last prince. You could never imagine how many demons I've killed. I have wiped entire armies from existence, one bloody claw at a time. YOU HAVE-”

      Colin kissed her. Her eyes went wide with shock at the contact, but all the hostility vanished in an instant. Alug and Gula, who had popped their heads out from the tent, smiled and ducked back inside. Ira pulled away and, with a furious expression, snarled. Colin just kissed her again, making her pause.

      “Stop that!” she growled.

      “Stop what?” Colin asked, kissing her again.

      She moaned at the contact and pulled away. “That! Stop kissing me!”

      Colin pressed forward, holding her close as he kissed her again. “Why should I?”

      Ira trembled slightly as her angry defensiveness fell around her. All the anger, the pain, the fighting and the war started getting pushed back as she fought herself at the moment.

      “My lord…” she squeaked.

      “Mate, you mean,” Colin said, laying her back on the ground.

      “My m-mate,” Ira trembled as Colin loomed over her. “I am a creature of war.”

      Colin shrugged and kissed her again. “Okay.”

      Ira moaned softly as his lips pulled away. She stared up at him as he undid the bindings she wore. Ira had never felt so naked before, and she relished tearing her enemies to pieces in the nude. Colin was admiring her physique. She was firm, toned, and extremely petite. Her breasts were small, barely a handful, but as he ran his hands over them, she trembled beneath him.

      “Colin?”

      “Oh?” Colin grinned. “Now you want to use my name?”

      Ira closed her eyes as he slowly dragged her shorts from her hips. She was now completely naked, with her legs splayed out on either side of him. Colin stared at her compact form. Small though she was, she was definitely all woman! Her claws and talons gave her a dangerous edge, but he could feel her warring emotions inside. He could feel an intense desire to get up and fight, though it had no direction, so it warred internally at the part of her she’d locked away. The part that wanted him to hold her. To touch her. To love her.

      “Please don’t do this Colin.”

      Pausing, Colin cupped the side of her face, smiling as she leaned into his touch. “Why do you think you aren’t worth my affection?”

      A tear rolled down her cheek. “I hurt you. I hurt Libi, I tried to hurt Kasey.”

      “Libi tried to hurt me the moment we met. She was going to fuck and drain me. That’s how this all started. Should I be mad at her as well?”

      “I don’t deserve this,” she whined.

      Colin leaned down and kissed her softly. Subconsciously or otherwise, her arms and legs wrapped around him as best she could. Colin’s cock touched the wetness of her pussy and he pulled away as she panted and grit her teeth.

      “Tell me you don’t want it,” Colin whispered.

      “I don’t deserve it!” she cried pathetically.

      Colin shook his head and pressed his cock into her opening. “I don’t care what you deserve. Might makes right, remember. Tell me. You. Don’t. Want. It.”

      “I…” Ira paused. “I want it so bad,” she whispered in a small voice.
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      With a growl of his own, Colin pushed forward. His cock slipped through the ring of muscle at Ira’s entrance. She let out a keen cry of pain mixed with pleasure as her tunnel stretched to accommodate him.

      “More!” she gasped.

      Colin pulled out part way, then reversed and pushed himself fully inside her. She was extremely tight and Colin could tell there wasn’t an ounce of room even to cum inside her. Pulling back out until only the head of his cock remained inside her, Ira nodded softly. Pushing himself back inside, Ira opened her mouth and Colin kissed her. Unlike the rough fucking he enjoyed with Libi, or the firm love making he had with Kasey. Colin quickly concluded that with such a hard life, Ira just wanted to be loved. Holding close, he tenderly rocked his hips against her small body. She twitched and moaned around his cock, all the while staring into his eyes.

      “You’re mine, Ira,” Colin smiled. “Mine.”

      She nodded slowly as she bit her lips and groaned the word, “Yours.”

      Colin felt her pussy tighten like a vice over his cock, but he just kept slowly fucking her.

      Ira gasped and moaned. She writhed and shook. She twisted and tried to escape the overwhelming bliss. Colin simply forced her to endure his gentle motions, feeling how her emotions warred against her ecstasy. As she struggled, Colin kissed the side of her neck. Whispering over and over how she was his. The whole time, he refused to stop their slow lovemaking.

      “I-I can’t,” Ira groaned. “I am a tool of battle, a killer, a monster.”

      “Shhhh,” Colin pushed her chin with a finger and kissed her. “I’m making love to my tool of battle, killer and monster. She can go back to being those later. Right now, she’s mine.”

      Ira let out a low moan as she climaxed again, still unable to fight against the world shattering pleasure coursing through her. “Yours, my prince. I’m yours, forever.”

      “Yessss,” Colin hissed, feeling the pressure buildup inside him. “You’re mine, and like all my other mates, you will bear my children.”

      “Yours,” she squeaked, even as she shook her head from side to side in disbelief.

      “I’m going to cum inside you,” Colin grunted.

      Ira’s small limbs locked down on him. With Colin pinned in place, he grinned as he came inside his mate. Ira squealed and slammed into one final orgasm. Her pulsing pussy milking out Colin’s pleasure as he pumped her full of his seed. Most of it had nowhere to go and simply sprayed out around his cock, spilling onto the ground. Ira didn’t care. She didn’t think any of this was real. Either Superbia was punishing her for her failures by poisoning her mind or she was dead. As her limbs squeezed tightly, she felt breath on her neck and heard a single word as her consciousness faded.

      “Mine.”
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      Colin woke hours later as Kasey crawled out of bed. Blinking, it was just on daylight and he could make out her ushering Harley into the night.

      “You’re a big boy. You don’t need me to take you to pee,” she grumbled tiredly.

      Colin just watched the sway of her ass and grinned as she put a little extra oomph into it when she noticed he was watching. A small snore made Colin turn and Ira was curled into a spiky ball at his side. With her face pressed into his ribs, her spines poked out over the edge of the bed. Everyone else was on the other side, piled over one another. But it was Libi who was curled up using his shoulder as a pillow.

      “Colin?” a soft voice hissed. He smiled and looked Gula in the eye as she licked her lips. “Do you think she’ll mind?”

      Colin recalled how they woke Kasey and glanced down at Ira as she twitched in her sleep. Outwardly, she was openly hostile, abrasive and uncaring in all ways, but inside, she was probably the most delicate one of all. Not that he’d ever embarrass her by making that known. Shaking his head, Gula pouted for a moment, before laying back in her sister's arms. The soft moans they released made it obvious what they were up to.

      Laying back, Colin smiled as a set of lips pressed his cheek. He gave Libi a squeeze before turning his head and kissing her. As Kasey came back in, Ira was stirring and stretched her arms out cutely.

      “Oh, fuck, why am I so sore?”

      Colin felt a flash of concern and rolled, taking Ira in his arms. Her immediate reaction was to struggle, but Colin just held her.

      “I love you,” she whispered softly, gripping him for just a moment.

      The moment Colin let go, she rolled out of bed, grabbing her tunic from the day before and stormed outside. Colin watched until she vanished from view only to grin at her squeal of surprise, followed by a low pitched, but obviously feline, yelp as she ran straight into Harley.

      “I’m hungry,” Libi said, as Kasey’s voice drifted in about breakfast. Colin let go of her, but she swung her leg over his hips. Grinning down at him, she leaned over him, lifting her hips and taking Colin’s cock in her hand. “Feed me?”

      Colin chuckled as Libi impaled herself over his cock in a single plunge. He had to remind himself that as an incubus; he got all he needed out of their relationship, but Libi needed to be cared for as well. As she bounced slowly on Colin’s lap, she beamed brightly.

      “Breakfast-oh?” Kasey giggled softly. “Didn’t you get enough last night, Libi?”

      “Morning Kasey,” Libi blushed nervously.

      Colin stared up at her for a moment. “You slept with Kasey?”

      “You didn’t tell him?” Kasey frowned cutely.

      Colin glanced at his dark-skinned nephilim and admired the curve of her breasts. “You, on the bed!”

      Kasey paused before he hit her with the wave of lust sent in her direction. As her pussy clenched in anticipation, she ran towards him. As she literally dived onto the bed beside them, Colin shoved Libi off his cock, earning a soft moan of displeasure, but Colin wouldn’t be denied, and neither would his succubus. Grabbing her, he roughly spun her around. He gripped her elbows and pulled them together behind her back. Steering her around, Colin shoved her face first into Kasey’s pussy. Kasey gasped in delight as Libi went to work immediately. Colin, smiling at the first woman he’d ever loved, shoved his cock inside the second.

      “Take her horns,” Colin grunted, roughly fucking Libi from behind. “She needs to be punished.” He grunted as Libi’s pussy squirted, cumming as from the almost violent double ended assault on her body. “Teach our slutty little succubus not to make up lies!” Colin grunted, as Libi babbled incoherently into Kasey’s pussy. “If she’s just a horny piece of fuck meat, she should just say it!”

      The crushing pressure of her pussy as Libi came over his cock drove Colin over the edge. Still holding Libi into Kasey’s pussy, Colin pumped his seed into her. The rhythmic contractions, drawing out his pleasure. With a growl, Colin yanked his cock free, grinning as his seed poured from her sticky hole. Kasey was shuddering as she came down from her own orgasm, and finally pushed Libi away, who gasped for air and whimpered softly.

      “Girls?” Colin called, as Alug and Gula turned to face him. “Breakfast is ready.”

      Lightly tossing Libi towards them. Libi made a squeak of shock as they dived on top of her. Like with Kasey, they attacked her viciously with their tongues, giving Libi no chance to breathe.

      “Oh god,” Kasey moaned, watching Libi’s ‘O’ face.

      Grabbing her ankle, Colin yanked her towards himself. Without giving her a moment to process, Colin shoved his cock inside his dark-skinned lover. He kissed her softly as she moaned in pleasure.

      Pulling away, Colin lifted his hips before driving them forward. “Don’t worry,” Colin grinned, repeating the action. “You’ll be getting the same treatment.”

      Kasey’s expression was somewhere between lust and terror. Colin just kissed her as he firmly fucked her into the bed.
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      Stepping out into the sunlight a few minutes later, Ira was glaring at Colin. “What?”

      Ira just shook her head. “Nothing,” she replied as another loud moan of pleasure escaped the tent.

      “Ira, if you’re uncomfortable.”

      She shook her head, “No it's… Fuck… I don’t mind what you all get up to. I just… I don’t wanna fuck anyone else, at least not yet, alright?” she pouted angrily, before adopting a softer tone. “I just got you. I want to enjoy having you to myself for a little while.”

      Stepping closer, Colin put his arms around Ira and literally picked her up. The small woman glared furiously at him. Colin just smiled and kissed her. She kissed back, but as Colin pulled away, Ira was still glaring. Kissing her a second time, she now looked a little uncertain. So Colin repeated kissing her and checking what expression was on her face. Eventually it went full circle until she was glaring hostility at him.

      “What, you don’t like kisses?”

      The glare dropped immediately before she grabbed like a drowning man. “I don’t deserve them.”

      “Already told you I didn’t care what you deserved, you’re mine,” Colin grumbled.

      Ira glanced up in shock. “I am. I’m yours! All yours!”

      “Good!” Colin nodded. “Then you don’t get any say in what I think MY Ira deserves.”

      She gaped at him for a moment before pressing her head into his shoulder. Colin just held her and pretended like he hadn’t seen the tears that formed. She was, after all, his tool, his killer and his monster. Crying happy tears might blur that standard a little.
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      Greymoore was an interesting place. Set in a swampland, the first thing Colin noticed was the smell. It wasn't as unpleasant as he expected with all the mud and insects. It was rather ‘earthy’ and he could sense all the pure life around him. Water flowers were everywhere, hiding insects, birds and small lizards. Larger, more dangerous creatures were dotted about, but most moved away rather quickly as Colin and the others stomped through the soggy ground. It wasn’t much of a path, and Colin could see it going under during a downpour. It surprised Colin to learn that Harley was still with them. After the initial shock, he seemed quite happy to tag along with Kasey. Even the wet bog he waded through beside the path didn’t seem to bother him.

      Finally, as they broke through the last of the trees, the town came into view. Greymoore got its name from the grey mud that was used in the town's construction. They had dredged the mud up from the bottom, while they dug channels for large shipping vessels to use. That mud was layered onto walls or baked into high-quality bricks used in the town's constructed, larger buildings.

      The town itself was on the edge of the ocean, the forests and the plains. Therefore, it made a perfect trading port. Caravans came overland from the nearby areas. Ships came up the canals. Goods were purchased, sold, swapped, and sent off to their final destination. It amazed Colin at the sight.

      The arocts had built most of the town on floating barges and stilts. They ranged from a single storey to several oppressive towers that overlooked the town. Colin expected there to be a wall or have some sort of defensive perimeter, but the more he thought about it, the more he’d hate to be the one to attack this town. The swamp covered it on all sides and other than a few small paths, there was no easy way in. To make matters worse, you couldn’t simply burn the town if you intended to take it due to how damp everything was. Even the exposed wood not covered in the grey, hardened mud would be hard to catch alight.

      Colin could see ladders, ropes, and platforms suspended between buildings at different heights. Even from this far, he could see their spidery forms crossing them without having to reach the ground. It was both intriguing and terrifying. He watched as an aroct, who was clearly the inferior of the one before him, going by their dress standards, met in the middle of a bridge. Instead of one having to change directions or arguing over who had the right of way, the inferior aroct crawled under the bridge without missing a beat and they continued on their way, upside down, without interruption. Gaping in astonishment, Colin took in the sight of the whole town before him, seeing similar interactions happening everywhere.

      It wasn’t just the spider people. He could see others. Large minotaur carrying heavy crates were being directed by someone who resembled a dragonfly. The thundering beat of wings made Colin lookup, to see an ACTUAL dragonfly. Except it was larger even than Harley. Atop it was a woman who resembled a slender rat.

      “Alright, what are the rat people and the dragonfly people?” Colin said as they trudged along.

      “The rat girl is a Rattus,” Libi said, moving up beside him. “The dragonfly chick up there is an aroct.”

      “Wait, I thought the spider people were arocts?” Colin frowned.

      “Aren’t all the insects on earth all the same species?” Libi asked.

      Colin stared at her like she had two heads. “No! How could...? That doesn’t even make sense! Spiders don’t look like dragonflies!”

      “We don’t look the same either,” Libi pointed out. “I’m pink and you’re red.”

      “I’m not just talking colours,” Colin gaped. “They have completely different shapes!” Colin quickly counted the legs on the dragonfly person he could see and nodded. “The spider ones even have more legs!”

      Libi just shrugged. “Earth insects are weird then. Arocts are all the same species, they just look different.”

      Colin just gaped at a centipede wearing a hat and nothing else as it crawled out a window, up the side of a building, and vanished over the top.

      “All the same,” Libi repeated. “Earth insects are weird.”

      Shaking his head, Colin sighed in defeat. “Alright, I think Kasey needs to wait here.”

      There was a little murmuring before the twins spoke in unison, “I’ll wait with her.” They looked at one another before nodding.

      “I’ll wait with her. Alug goes with you,” Gula smiled.

      “Right.”

      Colin collected a kiss from each of them and gave Kasey a reassuring smile. They hurried along as they entered the town limits. There was nobody watching for newcomers, which Colin thought was odd. Finding a set of stairs, they took them to the first level and Colin came face to face with an incubus that frowned at him.

      “What?” Colin asked.

      The incubus looked over their small group without speaking, before simply turning away. Colin glanced at his companions as Ira made to follow. He grabbed her shoulder, and she turned to look at him with a questioning glance.

      “Don’t hurt him, just follow. I don’t want anyone making a scene.” Ira nodded before moving off, leaving the rest of them alone.

      “We need an exchange,” Libi said quickly. “They’ll be on the first level, so let’s go see if we can find it.”

      With a goal in mind, they all started moving. It was slow progress as they pressed further into town. Everywhere they looked, there were demons heading in random directions. The smaller ones tried to stick either in groups or to the side. Larger demons, like the minotaur just walked squarely through the middle of the walkways. More than one person was knocked aside and Colin even swore he saw someone go over the edge with a splash. He grit his teeth, remembering ‘might makes right.’

      “Careful ladies, I don’t wanna get into a fight with anyone cos they did something that hurt you.”

      He heard the soft giggles that told him they’d heard as they pushed through the crowd. As a group, they seemed to have more ‘might’ than a lot of others. Especially being so tall himself, but Colin made their advance as smooth as possible, making sure not to shove or push anyone around. What he did notice was the stares. They weren’t like the incubus, but there were more than a few that made the hairs on his neck stand up. There was something going on and he didn’t know what.

      “Over there,” Libi said, pointing to a building with a symbol of a bag and an ‘X.’

      It still took a few minutes of pushing to get onto the walkway they needed. Here it was even worse. The crush of people around moved slower, but that was mostly because they were shopping. Voices called out their wares, prices and even a few arguments over bartering. Colin found the whole thing unpleasant. Especially when a large aroct shoved him backward into another. The two aroct turned in unison to see Colin standing there and glared at him in unison. Then they simply climbed up the nearby walls, leaving Colin scowling after them from the ground.

      “Colin?”

      Colin turned, and Libi placed a hand on his shoulder. “Kasey put you up to this, didn’t she?”

      Libi smiled, “I sorta picked it up. You’ve got a temper.”

      Colin shrugged, “I’m not going to apologise for getting mad when someone hurts you.”

      With a nod and a deep breath to calm himself, he turned and made his way to the exchange. At least, as they passed into the building, it wasn’t as packed as outside. It was, however, smaller than expected. It looked like an old-school bank, with tellers and queues. Getting in a short line, they waited and like a bank; it was boring as shit. The most interesting thing that happened was the minotaur that stomped in and huffed behind them, right before the teller brought them forward.

      “Hi,” Libi smiled at the bakeneko behind the counter. “I’d like to make a withdrawal.”

      “Right away miss,” the catgirl gave a bored professional smile. “If you’ll place your hand on that orb?”

      Libi placed her hand on a round, clear gem. It pulsed softly before the teller frowned. “Is there a problem?”

      The catgirl glanced at her and down at the gem. “I’m sorry, Libidine Lovecatcher, there was a minor error that has now been rectified. How much were you wanting to withdraw today?”

      “One thousand souls, please.”

      “Very well,” the catgirl smiled and opened a drawer. Taking out stacks of shiny silver coins of various sizes, she placed them all in a pouch and handed it over. “Is there anything else I can help you with today?”

      “No, that is all,” Libi smiled.

      Taking the bag and Colin’s hand, she turned and practically dragged Colin from the room. As they stepped outside, she looked quickly in each direction, before shoving her way in the opposite direction that they had arrived.

      “Libi, what’s going on?” Colin growled.

      Libi quickly changed directions and pushed into a mostly empty alleyway between buildings. “The teller, she hesitated.”

      “And?”

      “And she may have just let someone know to rob us.”

      Colin growled and turned to go ask the teller himself, but Libi and Alug both grabbed him. “You can’t,” the floof said firmly.

      “Why not? I thought, ‘might makes right?’”

      “It does,” Libi agreed, pressing herself against him. “But if you make a scene in the exchange, you’re going to have to fight just about the entire town.”

      “So what, she just gets away with it?”

      “Pretty much,” a rough voice growled as someone yanked Libi off him.

      Whirling around, Colin saw Libi’s terrified expression as a blade pressed against her neck. A mantis looking man grinned at him from behind her. It was from his wrist the blade extended and dug ever so slightly into Libi’s neck.

      Colin growled and made to move, but the mantis clicked his tongue and pulled the blade harder against Libi’s neck. “Now, now, we just want the money.”

      Colin struggled with himself as he felt more people blocking off their exit. They were surrounded. Part of him wanted to rip, tear and eat the mantis for touching Libi, but part of him was too terrified to move out of fear she’d get hurt, yet again. Thankfully, he didn’t have to decide. A terrible scream rang out before the mantis’s head simply fell off.

      “NOBODY FUCKING TOUCHES HER AGAIN!” Ira screamed. “YOU’RE ALL FUCKING DEAD YOU COWARDLY FUCKING COCK SUCKERS!”

      The spiky missile that was Ira rocketed past Colin, who whirled around, letting his rage off the leash. Ira had gone for the first in line. A bakeneko, who was already missing an arm. Behind that was the minotaur from the bank. The big man was unarmed, but wound up with a punch. Colin launched himself at the larger target, throwing a punch of his own. As their fists connected, the minotaur made an odd, high-pitched squeal as the bones in his hands shattered. Colin’s punch moved through the mush of his arm, breaking all the bones up to his shoulder. Then, after grabbing the minotaur's horn, he yanked its head down as he brought his knee up. The crunch of breaking bone wasn’t the creature's skull, but its horn as it roared in agony, falling backwards out of the alleyway.

      With the horn in hand, Colin stomped out into the open to stand before the crowd of people who watched on with interest.

      “Wait, please!” the minotaur cowered. “It wasn’t me, it was the teller!”

      Colin growled softly and leaned over the begging minotaur, “Which teller?”

      “Sharna. She pays us to rob wealthy customers!” he confessed, clearly hoping the information would shift Colin’s rage elsewhere.

      Colin looked around at the shock on the faces of everyone who had heard. Several murmured complaints rang out before a lot of shouting went on. Colin could see a group of people storming the exchange when the minotaur made a sudden scramble to escape, but Colin stomped on the large man’s knee, shattering it as well. As the minotaur howled in agony, Colin stomped heavily into the man’s chest. His chest, however, held firm as the platform he laid on collapsed. The howl of agony turned into a heavy splash and it left Colin watching the floundering minotaur struggle to stay above water. Turning around, Colin saw a blushing and uncomfortable Ira. being hugged and kissed repeatedly by Libi, while Alug stood beside them both. He smiled, knowing Ira’s worry about Libi hating her was now a distant memory.
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      “Greymoore,” Andradox scratched his chin as he poured over the map. “That’s almost a week of hard marching to get here.”

      “I’m unaware of his plans to date, my lord,” Superbia remarked. “All we know is an informant spotted an incubus that stood out. That incubus was involved with a group of several women that matched the descriptions given to me by the insertion team.”

      “Yes, I’m still confused about the minotaur.”

      “I’m having the corpse examined before cremation,” Superbia frowned in distaste.

      Andradox snorted, “I just don’t see how it’s possible. Those horns are like iron. You can’t just rip them off.”

      Superbia remained silent, even as she recalled the last prince doing exactly that to a minotaur that challenged him all those years ago.

      “Do you have anyone who can make a capture?”

      Superbia pursed her lips. “Unlikely. With Ira helping, any team we send, if successful, will suffer heavy losses.”

      Andradox frowned, “What if we draw them out? Find some way to bring them to us?”

      “Do you wish to challenge him?”

      “Challenge him?” Andradox chuckled. “Prince or not, it will be no challenge squishing him like an aroct.”
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      Colin walked almost unheeded by the surrounding crowd. As they saw him coming, they all moved aside. Some of them bowed, others scowled, but none remained to challenge him. Colin wasn’t sure what made the demons so wary of him. But between Ira’s blood soaked exterior, Colin’s flaming back eyes, and the minotaur horn he lightly tossed and caught with one hand, he had a couple hunches. At least, until a rather nervous looking aroct appeared, blocking their path. She was tall. So very tall, above all of them.

      “Move it, bitch!” Ira growled as she got into position.

      But the aroct reacted simply by stepping back and quickly dropping to a more submissive size. “I’m sorry!”

      “Ira,” Colin caught her attention.

      Placing a hand on her small shoulder, Ira stepped back, leaving Colin to look at the now trembling-in-terror aroct. She was well put together. Her actual human parts were in proportion to Libi or Kasey. Her deathly pale skin shone through the gaps of the paper thin gown she wore. The rest of her was shiny and the darkest black Colin had ever seen. But it was her eyes that caught Colin’s attention. Her irises were red as she cringed away from his examination.

      “I’m assuming you’re here because you were sent, not because you wanted to, right?”

      “Ummm,” she practically squeaked. “Yeah.”

      Colin nodded, “Alright, so?”

      “I… Ummm,” she took a deep breath, before standing herself back up like she was. “Mistress Furore sent me. She has asked for you to meet with her immediately.”

      “Why?”

      The aroct twitched like Colin said something offensive, before he heard a softly spoken, “Please?”

      “You don’t know,” Colin smiled and nodded. She really was just the messenger. Refusing her would probably lead to punishment. “That’s fine. Please lead us.”

      “Colin?” Libi hissed.

      Turning, he kissed her into silence and shot her a grin. “This Mistress Furore will be someone we wish to speak to.”

      “But-”

      Colin kissed her again. “Either she will help us, or I’ll kill her.”

      The aroct leading them seemed to pause for a moment before continuing. She led them through the town, but in a more roundabout way. Colin concluded they were being led around the crowds. As they did so, the aroct led them up several flights of stairs until Colin could see over most of the town. At the centre of it all was a single building a few stories taller than the rest. At the very top seemed to be what looked like a helipad type setup. Even now, the giant dragonfly with the rat woman appeared, launching from the top and racing away from the city.

      “So, is that another kind of aroct?” Colin asked.

      “I hope you’re not referring to the petulara?” Their aroct guide frowned disapprovingly.

      Colin just shrugged. “Honestly, I’ve no idea if you’re referring to the rat girl, or the thing she was riding.”

      Their guide’s frown turned into one of astonishment. “You’ve never met a rattus before?”

      “Ummm…”

      The aroct turned, mumbling something about ‘stories being true.’

      Colin shared a quick glance at the ladies as they continued along a walkway without a railing. The door at the end leading into the building was already open, and the aroct went inside without hesitating. As Colin followed her inside, he froze.

      “Colin!” Kasey squealed.

      She raced across the room and threw herself into his arms. Colin clutched her in a death grip, as a soft furry body joined them.

      “I missed you so much!” Gula cried. “I thought you weren’t coming back!”

      Colin grinned at the exuberant woman’s level of affection. It took a few moments to realise they were not alone in the room, however. The aroct who led them in was standing behind a fierce-looking dragonfly woman. Touching her energy, Colin could feel the fury radiating from her. But she tempered it with a small buzz of conflicted emotion, seeing their embrace.

      Checking their surroundings, Colin could see no immediate threats. So after palming Gula off to her equally exuberant sister, Colin pushed Kasey behind him and addressed the woman.

      “Mistress Furore?”

      She snarled softly as she stepped forward. “Why have you come here?”

      Colin frowned at her tone, but stepped forward to meet her. Her chitin was green, and she wore a cloak that matched it well. Every part of her exposed body was sharp and angular. It seemed she was a living suit of armour, covered in small barbs and sharp edges. Colin’s primary concern, if she turned out to be hostile, wasn’t if he could beat her but if he could manage it without being injured himself.

      “The exchange. One of my mates needed access so we could purchase supplies.”

      The woman narrowed her red eyes. Eyes that matched the more spider-like woman that stood behind her. “Supplies for what?”

      Colin froze. That was actually a fantastic point. They didn’t have much of a plan beyond lying low while they figured out what to do next. “We have no solid plans at this stage.”

      Mistress Furore laughed, a deep laugh that showed no mirth. “You’re telling me, the lost prince, just walked into Greymoore to buy supplies?” She practically growled and her wings buzzed loudly inside her cloak. “Do you think I'm some kind of fool?”

      “That depends on your attitude,” Colin growled, flashing the black flames of his eyes. “One of my mates is a nephilim, as you clearly must have known, to have brought her here.”

      “So weak, you left her and the floof alone while you came into one of the most well-guarded cities.”

      Colin didn’t hear the mention of Harley. He wondered if Kasey had felt them coming and sent him away. It was the obvious choice if they had met them with a stronger force.

      “Weak enough to love his mates,” Libi growled. “Strong enough to tear the horn from a minotaur.”

      “Selfish, foolish little boy,” Mistress Furore growled, pacing around.

      “Oh?” Colin growled back. “What part of being dragged here to escape the angels, only to fight for the safety of the ones I love, is selfish or foolish?”

      “BECAUSE YOU ARE THE PRINCE!” she roared. “YOU COULD FIGHT FOR US ALL!”

      Colin deflated with a sigh, “We don’t even know if I AM the prince.”

      It started with a snort, then a snicker and after a few moments Mistress Furore was laughing hysterically, while the aroct behind her stared like she’d grown a second head. As quickly as it started, it tapered away, leaving the aroct woman glaring like she was before. “A succubus, a pair of floof, a nephilim and a fusa, all bonded to you at once, and you have doubts?”

      “I was told there had been matings like this before.”

      “Yes,” Mistress Furore nodded, “Singular, unique events. Most of whom were children who grew up together and mated shortly after adulthood. You have mated with one who isn’t even a demon! It shouldn’t be possible, and yet here she is, within hell itself, surrounded by those who would happily feast on her flesh!”

      “Oh, yeah,” Gula wagged excitedly. “She’s very tasty!”

      “Veerrry tasty!” Alug agreed, wagging beside her sister.

      Kasey just blushed fiercely while Mistress Furore smirked through her victory.

      “What is your point?” Colin asked.

      She held out a piece of parchment. Colin stepped closer and took it. He didn’t for a moment overthink the fact they wrote it in English, but he read the announcement that had been written and signed off by ‘Spymaster Superbia.’

      “I’m surprised you hadn’t seen this. There are posters everywhere,” Mistress Furore remarked.

      “I saw the notices,” Libi said. “But I didn’t bother reading them. I knew we weren’t staying long and there were so many people jostling us about.”

      “It explains the looks I was getting. That Incubus at the entrance-”

      “Slipped away,” Ira growled. “I lost him when I realised Libi was in trouble.”

      “Like it or not,” Mistress Furore got their attention. “This is now your reality. Andradox will oppose you. It is not our way to hand over power willingly.”

      “Andradox?”

      “The Regent, appointed in your stead,” the quiet aroct chimed in quickly. “Though he failed to keep the clans united, he has ruled through the power he gained during his time as general under the last prince’s rule.”

      “As my daughter speaks. The man is incompetent. He raises taxes annually to fund his lavish expenses and sends his armies against any who speak against him.”

      Colin blinked at the acknowledgement, but filed it away for later. “So, you’re asking me to stand against the armies of hell, for what?”

      “You misunderstand,” Mistress Furore grunted. “I’m asking you to take your place as prince of these lands. To unite the clans under a single banner! I WILL SEE HIM DEAD FOR WHAT HE DID TO ME!”

      Her whole body shook in rage as her daughter tried to comfort her, but Mistress Furore pulled away, storming up to Colin, looking him in the eye as Ira readied to pounce.

      “Greymoore sits at the gateway of three clans, the floof, the aroct and the lamia across the sea. This single town controls almost half the trade of this world. With you in its seat, those who help will receive, while we will cut those who hinder, out. The marshes themselves will prevent any army from amassing on our borders.”

      “And you stand to gain a lot of wealth,” Colin pointed out.

      Mistress Furore nodded slowly, “And I’d give it all up for another day with him.”

      “Mother?”

      “I’m fine,” she hissed, before turning to stare Colin in the eye. “Make your decision. I have a spy to either send to the capital or the bottom of the marshes.”

      “Spy?”

      “Diplomat… Spy… They’re the same thing,” she shrugged.

      Colin looked back at his mates. They all stared nervously at him, but it was Kasey he looked for. She took a deep breath as she frowned. After a few moments, she gave a subtle nod. And like the overbearing conscience she was, Colin turned back to Mistress Furore.

      “Any chance we can get the diplomat and turn them?”

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seventeen

          

        

      

    

    
      Colin stood at Mistress Furore’s side as the raum was led into the room. They had brought him up to speed on who and what she was as the guards passed on the summons. Colin’s mates sat nearby with the young aroct, who was providing tea and snacks. The raum’s expression betrayed nothing as she locked eyes with Colin, but he could sense the unbridled fear rolling inside her.

      “Cupiditas,” Mistress Furore smiled. “We seem to have a slight problem.”

      Cupiditas seemed to steel herself, before lifting her chin and standing her ground. “My death will spark a war you cannot hope to win. My suggestion is to throw this impostor into your prisons and allow me to send for the royal guard.”

      “My mates and I would rather not deal with bloodshed,” Colin frowned.

      “Mates,” Cupiditas laughed. “What mates? You’re just an oversized incubus pupae.”

      “Mates,” Colin nodded, before gesturing behind him. “Libi, my succubus, Alug and Gula, my floof, Kasey, my nephilim and Ira, my fusa.”

      “That…” Cupiditas frowned as she took in the sight of all the women glaring at her with the same challenging expression. “No, I cannot accept…”

      “Cupiditas, even you can see the changes. Would an incubus ever reach that size without mating a floof? What of the claws? Don’t even get me started on how he reacts if his mates are threatened,” Mistress Furore laughed, tossing the broken minotaur horn on the ground.

      Cupiditas stared at it for a moment, before bending and picking it up. She weighed it in her hands before turning it over.

      “So which is it?” Mistress Furore asked. “Loyalty to the regent, or the prince?”

      “I…” Cupiditas frowned. “I don’t-”

      “I need a skilled diplomat to send to the various clans,” Colin chimed in. “Someone I can trust, someone… Not unlike yourself.”

      He looked the avian woman over. She was small, though not as small as Ira. She was incredibly petite, but her hips still flared nicely. Her arms had adapted to wings, and she looked almost like a harpy, with fingers at the main wing joint. Most of her body was covered in fine black feathers that reminded him of a crow. Around her midsection, she wore a long robe with long slits on the side, no doubt to make it easy to dress with wings. She didn’t wear foot coverings though, as her taloned feet wouldn’t allow. Though each of the sharp implements had a different coloured gem stuck to it.

      Meeting her soft blue eyes, Colin surged with lust. His mates gasped softly and even Mistress Furore seemed to take a moment, but it was the burst of intense envy from behind that brought him back in. Glancing behind, Mistress Furore’s daughter suddenly looked ashamed and turned away. Realising he didn’t even know her name, Colin turned back to Cupiditas, who was breathing rather heavily. He could see the greed in her eyes. It was obvious. A woman in her position wanted things. Power, wealth, satisfaction, and Colin was here offering all three, should he succeed.

      Cupiditas cleared her throat. “I ummm… Well…”

      Colin could feel it. Her lust was overflowing and he could practically taste it. Glancing over at his mates, Libi was practically drooling. Kasey was blushing and he couldn’t see Alug or Gula’s hands, but from the expressions on both their faces, he probably wanted to. The only one who failed to react in some was, was Ira, who stared right back with a bored expression but as Colin pushed a little lust into her, that outer shell of her’s crumbled as she lowered her eyes to the floor and bit her lip.

      “Mistress Furore?” Colin called her attention softly. “I believe it may be best for you and your daughter to leave.”

      The angry woman seemed to puff herself up for a moment, before thinking better of it. “Invidia, come.”

      Turning on one spot, she left as quickly as she could without actually running. Her daughter, Invidia, seemed reluctant and Colin felt her bright green ball of envy as she followed slowly after her mother. It would have to be addressed later, but for now, he had a raum to deal with.

      Flexing his power, Colin latched onto her lust and dialed it up. “What exactly do you want?”

      Her eyes went wide and her beak opened as she gasped softly. “I… I want this.”

      “This?” Colin asked, stepping closer. “What about this, exactly?”

      Cupiditas cringed as Colin pushed her even higher into lust. Her pussy throbbed almost painfully, and she was desperate to touch him. “I… I want it all,” she moaned. “I want the power, the prestige. I want the future in the palm of my hands!”

      “Is that all?”

      Cupiditas frowned as her lust pushed her to her knees. Looking up at Colin, he stalked towards her. He was a wall of hard muscle, and she felt so small and insignificant beneath him. “I… I want you.”

      Colin smiled. “But do you deserve it?”

      Nodding frantically, Cupiditas opened her mouth to speak about her desires. But she felt a dark prod at the back of her mind. Slowing her exuberance, she looked Colin in the eye and saw her own reflection staring back. She really was so tiny. A side character in front of the prince. Of that, she no longer had any doubts. She also knew without a doubt he could replace her with a moment’s notice.

      “No, my lord,” she closed her eyes. “I am nothing.”

      Colin chuckled. He reached down and took her by the throat, gripping her in place. “And that’s where you’re wrong, little bird.” He listened to her whine softly as he glared at her. “You… are MINE.”

      The moment those words left his lips, Cupiditas felt herself explode. Waves of orgasmic bliss slammed into her. Her pussy clenched over nothing as fluid gushed over the floor. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she fell limp in his grip. She didn’t notice as his claws shredded her clothing, but she did as he thrust up inside her. Still shaking through her orgasm, she wasn’t rational as his cock invaded her. Part of her wanted to scream, another part wanted to beg. All of her wanted more. As his wings fanned out, covering them both, Cupiditas gave in and came a second time.

      “Mine,” Colin grunted.

      “YOOOURRS!” Cupiditas cried as Colin pumped his hips, spearing his cock into her.

      Colin growled and fucked her even harder into the floor. Her body writhed and twitched as he pistoned himself in and out as fast as he could. With a vicious snarl, Colin pinned her in place. Cupiditas couldn’t breathe through the intense crushing force he exerted on her throat. As she felt his cock pulse inside her, she exploded one final time, silently screaming as she massaged his cock with her own orgasm.

      Colin released her neck as he came down and listened to her gasp loudly. She panted for a few moments as she laid on the floor in his shadow. With a gulp, she looked up and sighed softly.

      “Yours.”

      Colin leaned over her before kissing the side of her beak. He wasn’t expecting her delighted chirp, so he repeated the action. “Mine.”

      Sitting up, Colin pulled his cock out of the naked raum. She moaned as she felt him slip free and clutched at herself. Colin smirked, seeing his seed pouring out from between her fingers.

      “Alug, Gula?”

      Their mad scramble filled the room. Cupiditas managed a single squawk before the girls pounced. Colin ignored her ecstatic cries of pleasure as he approached his three remaining mates.

      “I didn’t think it would be such a turn on to see you with another woman,” Kasey said softly with a blush.

      “Oh, are you feeling a little left out?”

      She bit her lip and nodded. “Maybe a little.” “What about the rest of you?”

      “Always!” the twins shouted before going back to their squirming meal.

      Libi smiled, “I’m keeping myself fed, but I will always prefer my mate.”

      Ira mumbled something so softly Colin didn’t hear.

      “What was that?” He asked with a smile.

      Ira twitched and rubbed her foot slowly. “It was nothing, I don’t-”

      “Don’t lie to me Ira,” Colin frowned.

      Ira sighed, “I want that. Maybe not the neck thing, but… Yeah…”

      “No,” Colin smiled. “No, you’re far too delicate for what I did to her.”

      Ira growled, “Delicate?”

      Colin leaned down and quickly kissed her, making Ira jump back in shock before blushing furiously.

      “Delicate.”

      Ira turned away with a huff. Colin could feel her emotions whirling around. She really was the sweetest little thing.
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      Superbia frowned. The information portal closed just moments before. She had expected news from Cupiditas as to the whereabouts of the prince, but it hadn’t come. That meant Mistress Furore had turned. Not that she could blame the aroct. After what the regent did to her husband, it was rather obvious. It was also a shame, as Cupiditas had been very good at what she did. Applying leverage to one's baser instincts, in this case, greed, always yielded results. Which… Superbia froze in thought. If Cupiditas had received proof, the incubus was in fact the prince, and she believed him to be more powerful than the regent… That could explain her silence. With a swish of her tail, Superbia made her way to the throne room. Upon said throne was Andradox, who was… Once again, painting one of his claws.

      “Superbia, I hope you’re bringing me good news.”

      She growled silently, but held her pose as she spoke. “My lord, I believe Greymoore has fallen to the prince.”

      The impact took her by surprise. Her cheek stung from Andradox’s claws. But she ached all over where she had hit the stone wall.

      “He is NOT the prince!” Andradox snarled. “That you would call him that in my presence!”

      “I’m sorry, my lord,” Superbia spat out a mouthful of blood as she tried to stand on wobbly legs. “I will not repeat the mistake.

      Andradox shoved her to the ground in anger, before storming back to his throne. “I want him dead. Do you understand me? Dead! Anyone helping him is to be brought before me, so I can make examples of them!”

      Staggering upright, Superbia refrained from clutching her face. Before the regent, she would bear the pain while remaining stoic. “Does my lord wish to preserve the town? It is a major trading hub.”

      Andradox waved his hand, flicking her own blood at her. “Destroy it all if you have to. They made their choice.”

      “My lord,” Superbia bowed.

      Turning, she strode from the throne room and immediately toward her own quarters. The guards she passed looked like they wanted to aid her, but she glared at each one who made to move. As she pushed into her rooms, Superbia closed the door behind her. Only now, in the privacy of her chambers, did she gasp and clutch her face. The gashes were deep, and she bled profusely. Collecting her medical supplies from her desk, Superbia headed for the bathroom. The sight she saw made her squeak. He had opened her flesh to the bone in two of the four cuts. One opened right to the inner skin of her cheek, and the other narrowly missed her eye. With a loud sob, Superbia applied a salve, but she knew it would scar her for life. She worked quickly, though her vision blurred, applying the salve to her wounds. With them packed with the yellow, mud-like paste, she pulled a needle and thread. With a deep breath, and tears rolling down her cheeks, she started stitching. As her face came back into one solid whole, Superbia’s lip quivered. Her fur would hide the worst, but the scars would remain forever.

      She had only one actual option to ensure her own future. Writing up the summons, she pulled open her chamber door and handed it to the guard. His pitying gaze toward her secretly warmed Superbia’s heart, but she glared at him until he left on his errand. With a sigh, Superbia sat back at her desk, and awaited the lich’s arrival.
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      “My lord,” Ira moaned softly.

      Colin slowed his pace. Sliding his cock back into the small demon, he ground his public bone into her clit. “Why do you call me that?”

      Ira twitched and shifted beneath him as he stimulated her. “Because you are, my lord,” she gasped as Colin pulled back and thrust forward again. “I’m yours. You’re my entire purpose of being. My life and my lord.”

      Colin frowned and leaned down to kiss her softly. The small bundle of white-hot anger and wrath that was Ira shuddered softly at his soft treatment of her. So used to violence, anger and battle, to be loved so softly was almost like satisfying a long dormant kink. “What is the difference between a mate and a spouse?”

      Ira shuddered and her pussy contracted as she came for somewhere upward of the fifth time this morning. Libi, awake after her post coital power nap, smiled and answered. “A mate is a conquest,” she mumbled. “Think of it as concubines, or like a mistress.”

      Colin waited as Ira came down from her climax before slowly starting up again. Ira whined softly, but clutched at him all the same. “So what’s stopping me from declaring you all my wives, then?”

      Ira let out a high-pitched squeak as she came again, this time rather violently. But it was Libi’s stare, matched by Kasey, Alug, Gula and Cupiditas, who had nervously joined them the evening prior.

      “What?”

      “You want to make us queens?”

      Colin paused, seeing Cupiditas’s eyes roll back in her head as her body trembled. “Ummm… Yes?”

      Cupiditas fell back on the bed, thrusting her hips madly as it brought her to orgasm. Colin just put it down to her innate greed taking hold and left it at that. He also made a mental note to get her random gifts for later if she was going to react like this.

      What he wasn’t really expecting was the dog-pile. Even while buried to the hilt in a softly crying and orgasming Ira, the others threw themselves into the mix. It was an hour later before Alug and Gula got into a sixty-nine to clean themselves after cleaning everyone else first. So, leaving them to it, Colin got up and pulled on the pants he wore. Cupiditas had left a few minutes prior to sign an official writ to make the declaration public. He chuckled, knowing she would put the effort into getting what she wanted. And frankly, he wasn’t in the least bit upset she’d left before the rest. It was quickly becoming obvious each of his… wives… had their own needs and peculiarities. Not to mention hidden sides that weren’t immediately apparent, considering how much Kasey enjoyed going down on other women. Who’d have thought a nephilim would go toe to toe with a succubus?

      Stepping out of the room, Colin felt it. The glowing envy emanating from the main room ahead. It was all-consuming and glowed like a star, beside a ball of anger. Pushing into the main room, Mistress Furore was kneeling beside Invidia and before Cupiditas.

      “Cupi?” Colin called.

      “Cupi?” Cupiditas questioned.

      Colin grinned, “You don’t like it?”

      His avian wife seemed to fluff her feathers a little. “I will accept… Husband.”

      The moment those words left her lips, the angry ball that was Mistress Furore dimmed slightly, but the burning envy flashed violently. Colin glanced at Invidia. Her eyes seemed to burn a hole in the floor as she kneeled. If that’s what you could really call it. She was squatting down so her abdomen rested on the floor. Colin wasn’t really sure it would be possible for a spider aroct to actually kneel. Her mother, being more human shaped, had managed it.

      “Are you aware of how the regent will react to this?” Mistress Furore asked coolly.

      “I imagine he’ll be pretty pissed off,” Colin grinned.

      “He will try to kill you,” Cupiditas offered.

      Colin laughed softly. “Let him try.”

      “My prince,” Mistress Furore called softly. “If this is the action you will take, it would be best for you to consolidate your power.”

      “I agree, husband,” Cupiditas said. Colin was fully aware of the way Invidia’s envy pulsed. “By elevating us as queens, we become the default representatives of our clans. If you meet with the heads of the clans and gain their support, you will stand against Andradox.”

      “No chance he’ll just step aside, if I prove I’m the prince?”

      “None,” Cupiditas sighed. “He is a demon of pride. He will not bow to you out of principle. It would make him look weak, even if he were willing.”

      The door opened behind them all, as the rest of the now queens filed in. The bubble of envy swelled even greater and Colin swore she sighed softly to herself.

      “Is it official?” Libi asked, skipping up and getting the first hug.

      “It is!” Cupiditas beamed. “We’re just discussing merging the clans.”

      “Oh,” Libi suddenly looked concerned.

      Colin gave her a quick kiss as his queens gathered around for their own hugs. “Don’t worry about it, Libi. I wouldn’t trade you for anything!”

      Her smile didn’t quite reach her eyes, but she nodded at his words and fell silent.

      “We should go after the floof first,” Gula stated.

      “Master Bater is always complaining about taxes and expenses. If we offered him support and lower fees in return for his support against Andradox, he should be easy to bring to our side,” Alug smiled, before accepting a kiss.

      “Then perhaps the Lamia,” Cupiditas thought out loud. “Work our way around through them. With the floof on our side, they should sway easily and with those two, the succubi should fall in line.”

      “Ummm,” Libi frowned, “Yeah, they should.”

      “Great!” Cupiditas beamed again, then frowned.

      “The trip to Frigus will be difficult,” Ira shook her head. “We will need a lot of supplies, especially if we have a lamia with us.”

      “What’s wrong with Frigus?” Colin asked.

      “It’s in the far south,” Ira said. “It’ll take a long time travelling through an arctic tundra to get to the capital.”

      “Ah,” Colin nodded, “And snakes don’t handle the cold well.”

      All his wives laughed softly, even Kasey. Luckily for him, Libi took pity and spoke up. “Demons aren’t like animals from earth,” she smiled. “You need to stop comparing us. Lamia can survive in the heat as easily as the cold. They’re just not very mobile as a people. They like to sit at home in their castles and have others do the travelling for them. Convincing one to travel to Frigus will be difficult. We’ll need transport that can handle the climate.”

      “Oh,” Colin grumbled.

      Libi and the others leaned in and each kissed him until he felt better.

      “Once we have the succubi under control, I’ll contact Mistress Lenenher,” Cupiditas smiled. “She should throw in for the prestige alone.”

      “Right,” Colin nodded. “That just leaves the arocts and the bakeneko then and…” Colin looked at Mistress Furore and remembered the titles being used. “Are… you the clan leader for the aroct?”

      “Was that not obvious?” she snapped.

      Colin hid his ‘oh shit’ look for a moment. “Please, Mistress Furore, Stand and get comfortable with your daughter. I…” Colin frowned for a moment. “I believe we need to discuss your clan's backing.”

      The angry woman sighed before getting to her feet. “Yes, my prince. I will assemble some loyal women and see if they interest you.”

      Colin frowned as a burst of despair joined the envy radiating through the room. Invidia slowly turned and left the room without a word, while her mother scowled at her retreating form.

      “Alright, and I’m guessing the only way to get the bakeneko on our side would be to kill Andradox?”

      “Yes,” Cupiditas sighed. “That would be the ONLY way.” Colin nodded as he tried to ignore Invidia’s twisted despair.
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      “You summoned me?” the cloaked figure asked in a soft tone as Superbia gestured for them to sit.

      “Yes, I have a mission for you,” Superbia held out a sheet of parchment. “This is a general description of the target. He is calling himself the prince and has surrounded himself with several clans of women. The regent has ordered me to bring about his death, and capture his followers, to be made examples of.”

      The cloaked figure leaned forward and took the parchment. Superbia couldn’t see into their cloak. All she had ever seen of the lich was that the skin on each of their hands was a slightly different tone. Otherwise, the dark cloak hid all features. Superbia wasn’t even sure about the gender of the lich. Only of its power, that she had witnessed a handful of times over the centuries.

      “And what is the payment?”

      Superbia smiled, “Honour, prestige, gold… Name your price?”

      “Land, with a home. Somewhere quiet, where I can live in peace, away from all this.”

      Frowning, Superbia wondered at the cost, “That is easily done. But may I ask why?”

      “I never asked to be brought here,” the lich sighed. “All I want is somewhere to call home and be with my pets.”

      Superbia shuddered, not wanting to think about the lich’s pets. She wasn’t sure what they were, only that they weren’t natural. Not even to hell.

      “Very well. Deal with this prince and bring his followers here for judgement. I will have a few options for when you return.”

      “We have an agreement,” the lich said softly.

      Superbia watched as the strange creature got up and quickly left. It’s footsteps sounding like bones tapping. Shuddering softly, Superbia got up and made her way to the throne room.

      This time, as she entered, a rather skinny succubus was serving him. This was the level of his prestige, by taking another species as a mate. Though secretly he hated her. It was only every few weeks he let her out of the cage he kept her in. After feeding her, she went back into the cage until he required her again. Superbia felt for the girl and spent time where she could with her. Though it was difficult. The guards at Andradox’s personal quarters weren’t as loyal as the rest and Superbia had trouble getting in at times.

      “Ah, Superbia, tell me some good news to distract me from this wretch.”

      “My lord,” Superbia bowed softly. “My lord, I have just-”

      “MY LORD!” a messenger shouted as he burst into the room.

      Superbia frowned at being interrupted, but stood aside as the messenger rushed in with what looked like an official declaration. Andradox recognised it too and frowned as the messenger handed it to him, mindful of not knocking the succubus, who was frantically trying to extract her meal, with her mouth.

      Superbia watched from the corner of her eye as Andradox looked confused, then surprised, and finally enraged. The succubus squealed as Andradox ripped her away.

      “No, please!” she begged, scrambling on all fours. “Please, I’ll try harder!”

      Superbia closed her eyes at the sick crunch that was Andradox’s foot connecting with the girl’s face. Her broken sobbing, the only thing that told Superbia she lived but as Andradox’s clawed hands sunk into her face, opening up the stitches from the day before, Superbia had her own problems.

      “He has declared the women his queens!” Andradox snarled. “Tell me you have a plan to deal with this, or I will-”

      “I sent the lich!” Superbia cried, then gasped as Andradox released her bleeding face.

      “The lich,” Andradox grinned. “Yes, the swamp holds many old bones. I didn’t think to send the lich. I suppose I won’t be killing you as soon as I thought I would.”

      Superbia grimaced, feeling the wetness of her own blood seeping out from the ruined stitches. “I will always strive to be loyal.”

      Andradox just grunted in recognition. “Go find me, one of my mates. The succubus needs to be fed, but she can feed from the orifice of another who disgusts me less.”

      Superbia glanced at the hungry, but disgusted look on the girl’s face. She hated her life here. She’d have died had she had permission. Instead, she was trapped, alone, and vulnerable in this place.

      “Yes, my lord.”

      She left without a word. Heading towards Andradox’s personal quarters. She needed to fulfil the lord's wishes before attending to her own injuries. Then… Maybe later, she could offer some comfort to the succubus. Even after feeding, it left her vulnerable and weak. Especially when Andradox refused to do it himself.
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      Colin looked around the table and sighed. It was a large, round table laden with food. To Colin’s immediate right were his wives. Libi sat directly beside him, with Kasey, Alug, Gula, Ira, and Cupi in that order. To his left was Mistress Furore, and then the strangest collection of women he had ever seen. They were all various aroct, and they were all supremely powerful in some way. Susannah, the spider who sat beside Mistress Furore, was the captain of the city guard. Technically, a branch of the military, she controlled the soldiers responsible for protecting Greymoore. Beside her was a dragonfly by the name of Henrietta. She was a powerful businesswoman who owned several fleets that traded throughout the empire. She had literally killed some of her competitors to get ahead and eyed Colin and his wives like pieces of meat.

      The next was a woman who resembled a centipede, another who looked like a ladybug, and finally a wasp. Mistress Furore had brought them in to meet him and gain his favour. And each had important roles in aroct society. They had made Colin aware that taking any of them as a mate would be a power move few could surpass. There was just one problem.

      Each of the women looked down on his other wives. Even the curvaceous wasp, who Colin could imagine being smothered in the mounds of her chest, he couldn’t see himself taking. It was a rather uncomfortable meal. Nobody spoke much and Colin couldn’t help but frown at the ball of envious despair from Invidia as she stood quietly against the far wall.

      Colin had been impressed by her when they’d met. She was clearly terrified of him, but stood her ground regardless. These other women… They were so sure of themselves. So powerful, strong, independent. They looked at this arrangement like an opportunity to expand, rather than an opportunity to join Colin’s family. Even Cupi had made the realisation that these women had not. Colin’s priority was his loved ones. Someone incapable of fitting in simply wasn’t welcome.

      Turning his head, Libi was staring at him with an odd expression. She could feel the flux in his emotions, but not to the extent he did. Tilting his head towards the ladies at the table, she frowned slightly. Colin shook his head, before flicking his eyes back and forth towards Invidia. The small squeeze of her hand placed on his thigh made Colin smile.

      Placing his fork back on the table, Colin cleared his throat. “Well ladies, it has been an honour meeting you, but I think it is time to retire with my queens.”

      “If that is your desire,” Mistress Furore replied coolly. “Will we have your decision by tomorrow?”

      “Perhaps,” Colin nodded, then turned to Invidia. “I require your assistance.”

      The ball of envy and despair pulsed for a moment as she raised her eyes to meet his. “Yes, my lord.”

      Colin ignored the small amounts of conversation that started up in the wake of him and his wives leaving. Invidia followed up at the rear. At first Colin had wondered why Mistress Furore had not suggested her own daughter, but seeing the submissive woman, besides those powerful ones, he knew how their society was built. As they headed to their rooms, Colin could feel a level of curiosity peaking in the aroct woman, but he said nothing as he led his wives into their chambers. Stepping aside as they entered, Invidia gave a small, nervous smile of thanks as she stepped into the room, gulping as Colin closed the door behind her.

      “What is it you wish for me, my lord?” she asked with a minor tremor in her voice.

      “Advice,” Colin smiled as his wives moved to sit on the bed. “I wish to know about aroct society as a whole.”

      “Ummm,” she thought for a moment. “The aroct have held this territory since the last prince died. The harsh swamps made this place inhospitable for generations, until we dug the channels that made trade possible.”

      Colin waved her to stop. “I don’t mean your history. I want to know about your society. How are spouses picked? What makes a successful relationship?”

      “Oh,” Invidia lowered herself and stared at the floor. “You wish for advice on who to take as a mate, then?”

      “In a sense.”

      The aroct woman nodded, “Marriages are political in nature. Powerful members of society choose other powerful members of society. We assigned those without desirable attributes to more menial work.”

      Colin glanced at his wives and saw similar expressions on their faces. “Would that be why your mother didn’t offer you to me?”

      “I…” she shuddered. “I’m not strong. Mother loves me, so she keeps me here. But… I shame her. I…”

      “Invidia,” Colin stepped closer. “Why do you want to join my wives and I?”

      She squeaked and suddenly looked terrified. Her emotions were in flux, like it had triggered her fight and flight response. “W-what? I-I-I… No! I don’t! How?”

      “I can feel it,” Colin smiled softly as the aroct woman backed up slowly.

      As she bumped into the edge of the bed, she froze in place, realising how close she was to the wives. “I’m weak, I’m nothing. Take Susannah, she is in charge of the military, you will need her in the fight-”

      “No,” Colin whispered. “All those women looked down on my wives and eyed me like a trophy. I want women who will benefit us, sure, but they need to mesh well with my other wives. I want us to be happy, not just powerful.”

      “But-”

      “Why do you want to join us?” Colin overrode her question.

      Invidia wiped away multiple tears from her eyes. “You terrify me, please...”

      “Please what?”

      “I can’t,” she trembled. “I’m not strong. When I stood in front of you, and I saw how powerful you were, and how beautiful your wives were… I wanted that. Aroct are supposed to be strong, and find strong mates, but all I want is to lie at your feet and worship you. It’s not supposed to be like this!” she sobbed as she slumped to the floor, leaning back on the bulk of her abdomen. “I just want to be loved and cared for. I’m a failure in my entire species.”

      Colin looked at her and knew instinctively what her problem was. In a society of dominants, she was a submissive. Her mother truly must have loved her to keep her close but, Colin had no desire to be tied in with a dominant partner. At best, they’d clash with Ira. At worst, they’d take control of the others and here is this young woman, who only wants to feel loved and accepted.

      “What would you give to be by my side?”

      “I have nothing,” she whimpered. “I can only offer myself.”

      Colin nodded. “Get on the bed.”

      His wives shifted apart to make room, as Invidia’s terrified gaze snapped up to his. The tears rolled down her cheeks as she stared at him. “What?”

      “Right now you have two options, either you get on the bed, and I’m going to make you one of my queens or leave.”

      “I don’t,” she trembled. “I… Please? I can’t!”

      Colin just shrugged. “While you think I’m going to make myself comfortable.”

      Stepping around the conflicted aroct, Colin climbed onto the bed. Grabbing Gula, he dragged her into the middle.

      “Oh yes! Thank you, husband!” she giggled.

      “You’re such a good girl,” Colin smiled as she scrambled out of her clothes. “You and your sister both.”

      “Let me help!” Alug yipped, before helping Colin undress.

      As his cock flopped out, Alug grasped it from behind and gave it a few strokes. Colin could feel the hard points of her nipples, atop the impossibly soft flesh of her breasts, pressed into his back.

      Colin looked around and saw Cupi masturbating while watching him and grinned.

      “Libi, could you keep Alug occupied while I fuck her sister, please?”

      “Oooh, yes,” Libi grinned.

      “What about me?” Kasey asked.

      Colin turned and smiled at the beautiful, dark-skinned nephilim. She practically glowed with excitement and had already stripped to just a set of blue panties. “I want you to sit on Gula’s face so I can watch.” Kasey lifted herself and took her panties in her hands, but Colin shook his head. “Leave them on. It’ll be sexier.”

      With a blush and an enthusiastic smile, Kasey knee-walked to Gula and threw a leg over the floof’s face. Immediately, she gasped and took Gula’s breasts in her hands as she supported herself.

      “Thank you,” Alug whispered, as she angled his cock down into Gula’s entrance. Then she fell back into Libi’s embrace.

      Colin watched for a moment as Libi and Alug made out loudly behind him. Ira, the soft maiden she was, sat quietly in the middle of all the action, touching herself slowly. It was the most adorable thing he’d ever witnessed. The vicious, angry demon who kills at a whim, trying desperately to cum, being as gentle as physically possible. When she spotted Colin’s eyes on her, she blushed furiously, but opened her legs to show him what she was doing to herself.

      “Come here,” Colin whispered.

      He felt the ball of envy explode in the room from Invidia. He ignored her completely as Ira crawled towards him. Wrapping an arm around her waist, Colin pulled her close and kissed her. Then, with Ira moaning softly into his mouth, Colin pushed his cock into Gula, who practically howled into Kasey’s pussy. Kasey, for that matter, was going cross-eyed with pleasure. Reaching down between Ira’s legs, he gently pushed her hand aside and took over her gentle massage.

      “Oh,” she trembled slightly. “Why is it so much better when you do it?”

      Colin kissed her as she pressed herself against him. He felt her claws dig into his skin, but made no effort to increase speed or intensity. Ira needed soft, and he was determined to get her off, as he roughly fucked Gula. The floof, on the other hand, practically gushed with fluid at his rough treatment.

      Every time his cock pushed inside, a small squirt of floof cum was forced out. “Oh, that looks good,” Kasey moaned from her perch.

      She reached down and collected some with her fingers before tasting it. She moaned sexily before collecting some more. This time she lifted herself up and wiped Gula’s juices over her clit, before lowering herself back onto the floof’s tongue.

      “I’m cumming,” Ira squeaked softly.

      Turning, Colin kissed her gently as he felt the warm fluids pouring from between her legs. Colin just grinned and kept up his gentle ministrations until Ira finally pushed herself away. If this was one of their regular one-on-one sessions, he’d have insisted on keeping going, but for now, he let her go. Turning his attention back to Kasey, she looked like she was about to cum herself. Reaching up, he caught her by the head and pulled her into a firm kiss. Almost desperately, she shoved her tongue into Colin’s mouth. Colin could taste the pairing of their saliva, along with the slight aftertaste of Gula’s pussy. That just gave Colin an idea. As Kasey trembled and started to cum, Colin pulled away, before he pulled her head down to Gula’s gushing pussy. Pulling his cock free of the floof, he slid it straight into the open mouth of his nephilim. He took several long strokes, enjoying the sensation of her wriggling tongue. With each push, he went a little deeper before swapping back to fucking Gula. After a few strokes into the floof’s pussy, he slid it back into Kasey’s mouth.

      She came hard as Colin fucked her mouth. Her actions became animated, and she seemed to rock back and forth. Without thinking, Colin pushed his entire length into her mouth and marvelled as his head slipped down her throat. Now he was fucking her face at the rate he was fucking Gula’s pussy. Pulling away, she gasped as Cupi snuck up beside her. With her beak open wide, she had a long enough tongue to lick Kasey’s ass. So after wetting his cock in Gula’s pussy for a few strokes, Colin offered it back to the nephilim. She took it greedily and Colin went right back to throat fucking her. She gagged slightly, but made no move to stop him, even as she trembled and came from the duel ended assault.

      It was too much for Colin and he started cumming. Straight down his nephilim’s throat, she choked, but swallowed madly. Colin gently rocked his hips as she took him without complaint. But he pulled free as he finished, to let her breathe. Which she did with a large gasp and a beaming smile.

      “Oh, we need to do that again,” she said, sounding a little hoarse.

      “There’s lots of stuff we need to try,” Alug called. “He hasn’t even put it in our asses yet!”

      Colin snorted and looked back at the pouting floof. The look Libi was giving him said that anal was on the table for her as well. Grinning, Colin looked over at them all. Even Ira had an expression on her face like she’d try it. “I love you all.”

      “We all love you too,” Libi smiled. “I can feel it.”

      “Even?” Colin nodded toward Invidia’s ball of envy as she moved off the bed.

      Libi just smiled, but before she could speak, a soft voice said, “Yours.”
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      Colin turned his attention to the aroct woman who now would meet his gaze. She stared at the floor and held perfectly still.

      “What did you say?” Colin asked firmly, but softly.

      “I-I’m so-”

      “What did you say?” Colin growled, cutting her off, but he paused. He could feel his teeth shifting and marvelled at the new sensation building. Were those… Fangs? Shaking his head for a moment, he turned his attention back to Invidia.

      Her lip trembled, and she shifted nervously. “I’m yours.”

      Bursting into action, Invidia wore a terrified expression on her face, but she held perfectly still as Colin grabbed her roughly. With a small squeak of fright, she clung to him as he picked her up and carried her to the bed.

      “Mine huh?”

      “Yours!” she trembled, gripping him tightly.

      Dumping her roughly on the bed, she curled her abdomen and laid on her back, with the large protrusion between her raised legs. She trembled as Colin glanced down. At the very tip of her abdomen was a pair of soft, finger-like protrusions. They wiggled around a small opening that drooled a white liquid. Colin watched as this liquid, when exposed to air, formed a solid that trailed all the way from the bed to where she was previously standing.

      “You produce silk?” Colin asked, reaching out to touch her.

      She trembled as his fingers brushed over her spinnerets. He fondled them gently and Invidia moaned and trembled as more white fluid poured out over the bed. “Yes, my lord.”

      “Husband,” Colin corrected her, before touching the fluid.

      She trembled and gasped, letting out a small squirt of the fluid that turned semi-solid over his fingers in an instant. With no obvious reason not to, Colin pulled. Invidia’s reaction was immediate. Her legs curled like a dead spider as she gasped loudly. Colin just smiled and pulled harder, taking more and more of her silk in hand and pulling it free. With one hand doing the pulling, he lifted the other and felt around the opening where the fluid came out. She gasped loudly and her legs jerked as she started to orgasm. As she came, Colin shrugged his shoulders and placed his cock at the entrance.

      He heard a single, “He’s not?” From Cupi, before Colin pushed inside.

      Invidia’s reaction was to scream. If not for the gush of liquid that hit him, sprayed from the joint of her abdomen to the rest of her body, he’d be concerned. Looking at said joint, he could see where her robe had fallen aside. And right there was a very human-looking vagina that pulsed visually as she came violently. Glazing down at the orifice where he’d stuck his cock, Colin frowned.

      “Should I stop?”

      “No!” Invidia screeched. “Do it! Make me yours. My silk will smell like you for days and everyone will know you own me!”

      With nothing but blank stares from the rest of his wives, Colin shrugged and pulled back. A layer of the silky secretions was stuck over his cock, but it didn’t have a chance to dry before he pushed back inside. Libi crawled over to them before laying over Invidia and making a meal of her pussy. Alug and Gula took a breast each and even Kasey got in on the action. With a wink and a false sigh of exasperation, Colin watched his beautiful Nephilim position herself over Invidia’s face, before lowering her clit against the arocts mouth.

      “Lick,” she politely ordered, before gasping and rocking back and forth.

      As Colin slowly fucked Invidia’s trembling body, he felt small muscles pulsing and massaging. It almost felt like the pressure jets inside a spa, but it concentrated these on his cock. Beside him, Cupi was stroking Ira’s head as the small demon awkwardly went down on her. Colin smiled, seeing the angry little demon putting in the effort. From Cupi’s gasps, she wasn’t doing a poor job of it either.

      “Fuck, I think I’ll be doing this again,” Colin grunted as he felt his peak rise.

      “This is probably the kinkiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Ira said, turning from Cupi’s pussy to watch for a moment. “What you’re doing is like some forms of torture. And she’s loving it.”

      Colin frowned for a moment, before Libi coughed as a second jet of fluid sprayed out from Invidia’s pussy. As it gushed and continued to pulse as Invidia reached her second climax, Colin growled and came inside her. The small orifice seemed to soak up every drop, and Invidia screeched into Kasey’s pussy. Kasey just grinned and rocked even harder. Colin gave her a smile. He really enjoyed seeing this part of her. She was always so prim and polite back on earth. Seeing her unapologetically, own her sexuality was a huge turn on. Yanking his cock free of the aroct, Colin marvelled at the slick white coat that formed over his cock. It was thin, almost like a condom, but was extremely slick, even as it dried.

      Grabbing Libi by the hair, Colin pulled her away from Invidia’s crotch. She groaned and struggled weakly, but met Colin’s eyes and felt, rather than saw, his intent. Forcing her back onto the bed, Colin grabbed her legs and pinned her knees to her shoulders.

      Libi grinned widely as she realised what was about to happen. “Oh, please?”

      “You could live on this dick, couldn’t you?” Colin growled, pressing the slick head to the opening of her ass.

      “Quite literally,” Libi groaned as the pressure on her ass increased. “Fuck me three times a day, for breakfast, lunch and teaAAA!”

      Colin smiled as Libi squealed. Her hips wiggled back and forth, trying to drive his cock deeper into her ass. So he didn’t disappoint. Pushing his hips forward, Colin sunk half, then his entire length, into her ass. As expected, the silk coating over his cock did nothing to block the sensation. But it did a wonderful job of mechanical lubrication as Colin slowly fucked the succubi's ass. Colin increased his pace as Libi moaned and twitch. He grinned as her toes curled and Colin grabbed behind her knees and pinned her in place as he fucked her hard.

      “Fuck yes!” she cried. “Cum in my ass!”

      “My ass!” Colin growled. “You, and the rest of you, are MINE!”

      Her eyes accompanied Libi’s beaming smile, rolling into the back of her head. The fluid that poured between them as Colin fired ropes of his cum into Libi’s ass signalled the beginning of her orgasm. Colin grunted as her ass clenched and massaged his length as he came. Pulling his cock free, Colin glanced down and frowned.

      “Ummm,” He paused.

      “Leave it,” Invidia said. Colin turned his head to see Invidia taking a break as Kasey eyed him greedily. “Mixed with your sperm, it separated my silk from your skin. It’ll…” She blushed. “It’ll dissolve inside anyone you leave it in.”

      Colin glanced down at his naked dick. He figured that anal would be a little messy and was prepared for such an event. But Libi’s purring contentment as she rolled over and frigged herself stupid, made him smile.

      “So what you’re saying is I need to coat my dick with your silk before I fuck my wives in the ass?”

      Invidia trembled and swallowed her nervousness. “If that is what my husband wishes.”

      “Oh, he wishes alright,” Kasey growled, before occupying the aroct’s mouth with her pussy again. “I’ll wait my turn, Colin. Get the twins next.”

      Colin grinned as the floof girls beamed excitedly.
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      The morning after, Colin walked beside Invidia with Cupi ahead and the rest of his wives behind. Reaching over, he touched the butt plug that was pressed into her silk tube, as she’d called it. Colin had quickly changed that to cock tube as he had taken her one last time. She was still unsteady on her many feet from how many times he’d fucked her. She’d also been unable to stop herself from drooling silk. Though she was adamant, it was because of arousal, rather than any damage he may have caused her. Hence the plug. Patting it gently, Invidia squeaked softly and blushed. They’d found one that matched the black of her carapace, so it blended in. But it was still obvious to anyone who would know to specifically look for it.

      “You just be a good little aroct, and I’ll get one of the girls to pull your silk while I fuck that pussy of yours.”

      Invidia trembled and stumbled slightly as his wives giggled softly. He’d gone between Invidia’s silk tube and both twins by the time they were all satisfied. Cupi wasn’t sold on the idea of anal, Kasey wanted to try later and Ira was nervous about her small stature, but seemed keen for a one-on-one session. Colin wasn’t complaining. He had more sex than he knew what to do with. The fact was, he loved these women and loved fucking these women. The specific acts they performed together were secondary to their mutual pleasure.

      Stepping into the main room, Mistress Furore had a strange expression on her face, but seeing her daughter, she silently snarled. “There you are, daughter. I was beginning to worry.”

      Invidia seemed to freeze up. Her usual place was beside her mother. Colin placed a hand on her side. “Mistress Furore, I’d like to introduce you to my newest Queen.”

      The dragonfly woman froze in place for a second. Before chuckling softly and shaking her head. “You take me for a fool? I invite you to my home, I shelter you from the regent’s wrath, and here, you seek to supplant me?”

      Now it was Colin’s turn to frown. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

      Mistress Furore scoffed and waved her hand dismissively. “Take it, you ungrateful wretch. I will have my revenge.”

      She stood and turned to leave when Colin launched himself across the room and grabbed her. With a shriek, Mistress furore whirled around. Her elbow took Colin in the head and knocked him to one side. Colin followed that up with an uppercut, slamming his clawed fist into the base of the woman’s ribs. She lifted a clear foot off the ground, before collapsing on the ground, gasping.

      “Now,” Colin growled. “I’m not supplanting anyone. I need allies, remember!”

      “W-why, her?” she gasped.

      Colin reached down and took Mistress Furore by the shoulders and helped her stand. She tried to bat his hands away, but Colin wasn’t having any of it as he led her back to her seat.

      “I chose her because she was the best fit.”

      “But-”

      “Best fit for my family,” Colin corrected himself. “Those women I met last night were all powerful in their own way. But they wouldn’t have made good wives. Your daughter, though. She fits in rather nicely.”

      Mistress Furore glanced at her daughter and Colin felt the pang of guilt flow through her. “What… What about me?”

      “You have a job to do, running this place. Dia can help me with my own goals. I’m sure she’s picked up a lot of practice governing from you.”

      “Y-you want me here?” Mistress Furore frowned. “Even though you’re elevating my daughter, you wish for me to remain?”

      “You’re the one in the big chair,” Colin chuckled. “Just please don’t fight me again. I didn’t feel good hitting my mother-in-law.”

      This time, the chuckle that escaped was genuine. Before she coughed and grimaced. “Yes, I think you broke something.”

      “Mother?!”

      But she waved off her daughter, “I’m fine. Andradox did worse, and I lived through that while you were still an egg.”

      “So, we’re in agreement?” Colin asked. “You keep your job. Your daughter gets a promotion, but sticks with me?”

      “She comes to harm. I will hunt you for all time. You will never have a moment of peace in this realm, and the last thing you will ever see will be my face as I drive a blade through your head.”

      Ira snarled, “FUCKING WHAT!!?”

      But Colin held up his hand. Ira fumed dangerously, but held her tongue, so Colin looked Mistress Furore in the eye when he nodded.

      “I accept.”
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      Colin watched with a pang of sadness as Invidia hugged her mother goodbye. Colin knew he wasn’t biologically his parent’s child. But he still wished he got to say goodbye before they left.

      “They loved you,” Kasey said, automatically knowing exactly what was wrong. She stepped up and gently took his hand in her own. “You’ll see them again, I promise.”

      “How do we even get back to Earth?”

      “Same way you got here,” Ira snorted. She saw the blank look Colin gave her and frowned. “Do you seriously not know how you got here?”

      “Nope.” Colin shook his head slowly. “Just sorta happened.”

      “Wow, that was lucky then,” Libi cringed slightly. “Portals can end up anywhere. You could have dropped us at the bottom of the ocean or something.”

      With a nervous smile, Colin nodded. “Well, let's not do that again.”

      “Don’t be too quick to say that,” Cupi said, making her way over. “You should practise. Now you’ve been here, it might be necessary to return one day.”

      “You mean I can do it again?”

      “It’s rare,” Libi nodded. “Only a few in a million learn to create portals, and most of them work in teams to hold them long enough to be useful for the exchange. You brought three people here on a whim.”

      “So I can go home?” Colin smiled, but paused when he saw the expression of his wives.

      “Not yet,” Kasey smiled sadly and pressed herself against his side. “Michael will be watching your parents. Going back could be dangerous.”

      “But, you said-”

      “One day,” Kasey nodded slowly. “Not any day soon, but one day, I promise you’ll see them again.”

      With a small sigh, Colin gave Kasey a squeeze, as Invidia joined them, with her mother waiting behind by the stairs. Nobody else was around to watch them leave. They decided an announcement would be dangerous. Just because Mistress Furore was firmly on Colin’s side didn’t mean the population was.

      “You ready to go, Dia?”

      “Dia?”

      “Like Cupi,” Colin smiled and shrugged. “Invidia sounds so proper. When we’re comfortable, I’d rather keep things lighter.”

      She nodded slowly, “Okay, and… You’re sure-”

      “If you’re about to ask if I’m sure I want you, so help me. I’m going to find a bigger plug for your silk tube and hang something from it so it wiggles as you walk,” Colin interrupted. Dia blushed and nodded her head slowly. He wasn’t sure if that was acceptance or hope, but he’d worry about that later. “Alright, ladies, I have no idea where we’re going, so lead on.”

      “We’re heading to Pratum?” Dia asked.

      “That’s where Master Bater is,” Gula beamed and bounced, letting her assets jiggle hypnotically. The wink she shot Colin told him it was entirely intentional.

      “Then we need to go this way.” Dia smiled nervously and started following one path.

      Originally, Mistress Furore had wanted to send a ship to take them part way, but there were several towns along the canals. The possibility of being spotted and attacked when someone passed on information was too much of a risk for Colin to take. He cared little for himself, but his wives were another matter entirely. So they had opted to walk. They had their tent from earlier, though it had received a makeover. With the inclusion of Invidia, the bed had been upgraded, while the living room had been removed. The bath was much the same as earlier, but now had a shower and was shifted over to make more room. The final bonus was the kitchen. They’d all have to sit on the bed, or somewhere outside the tent, but there was no longer a need for an outdoor fire. It was rather bare bones, but it was serviceable. No fires meant they’d be harder to spot in the wilds.

      Each of them carried a rucksack. Unlike the tent, they did not magically enhance the rucksacks inside. The magic apparently was ‘fiddly’ and didn’t scale well for certain things. Not to mention, if they each carried an enchanted rucksack, they’d each be drained to keep it working. Whereas the eight of them sharing the one tent would be negligible. So they split up the rest they carried. A few changes of clothes. Drinking water, food and other things. Enough to keep them going for a few weeks if they didn’t hunt or replenish at any point.

      “Dia, why are you carrying two bags?” Cupi asked.

      Colin looked over and sure enough, Invidia had a second rucksack strapped to the top of her carapace.

      “Oh, they’re my supplies.”

      “Supplies?” Colin asked.

      “Mhm,” Dia nodded, “For my potions.”

      “You’re an alchemist?” Libi asked.

      “You’re doing all the cooking,” Ira grumbled.

      Colin was about to chastise her, but Dia beamed widely and cried, “I’d love to!”

      He shook his head instead and prodded for more information. “What kind of potions, Dia?”

      With a check over her shoulder to make sure everyone was following along, she smiled. “Well, I can make poisons, acids, and certain explosive compounds. Then there’s strength potions, stamina potions, fertility and infertility potions,” she said, a little softer.

      “Wait,” Colin slowed as the ladies moved past. They noticed he was being left behind and turned to face him. “Infertility potions?”

      “Mhm,” Dia smiled nervously. “I thought it would be a good idea, since nobody seems to be taking it.”

      Colin froze, staring at Libi, who grinned like the cat who got the cream. Kasey blushed but smirked slightly. Gula and Alug were their usual chipper selves, while Ira and Cupi both looked nervous.

      “When were you going to tell me?” Colin demanded.

      “What did you expect when you kept fucking us?” Libi clapped back. “None of us strictly asked you to cum inside us! It takes two to tango!”

      Gaping for a moment, Colin sighed, “Alright, how long does it take to make this potion? Having kids right now isn’t the best idea.”

      Invidia passed something to Cupi, who quickly tossed it at Colin. Colin barely saw it flying towards him before snatching it out of the air, surprising himself. Blinking at the vial in his hand, he frowned. “How?”

      “You grew fangs when you mated Invidia,” Cupi asked. “You’ve probably inherited my eyesight.”

      Colin frowned before examining the clear glass vial in his hands. The fluid inside was slightly pink, and it had an eyedropper in the lid.

      “I didn’t even think of what changes might have happened after you,” he said. “Is it just sharper vision or something else?”

      Cupi turned around, pointing off into the distance. Colin could see a mountain off in the distance and Cupi smiled. “Concentrate. Think about looking closer and harder.” Colin frowned, but tried his best. At first he found himself staring, then straining. But then something seemed to shift, and the whole world took a step closer. Losing focus, Colin blinked, and the world shifted back into position, but Cupi cheered. “You saw it, didn’t you?”

      “I… I think so?”

      “Do it again. The more you do it, the easier it gets!”

      With a nod, Colin concentrated and tried to do what he did last time. After a few moments, he felt the shift, and the world stepped closer. The mountain in the distance seemed to move in and sharpen. Colin watched what looked like a herd of moss covered goats climbing the side of the mountain. He could also see an Ester following behind.

      “Holy shit,” Colin blinked, letting the world snap back to normal. “It’s like staring through a set of binoculars.”

      “Right,” Cupi nodded. “Now, while you practice, remember to take some potion.”

      “Just a drop, it’s concentrated,” Dia called, waving for us to move.

      Colin nodded and unscrewed the top. The pink fluid smelled faintly sweet and reminded him of roses back on earth. So, without a second thought, he used the eyedropper to collect some of the potion, and tipped his head back. As the pink fluid touched his tongue, Colin had a moment of jarring clarity, before choking and dry heaving. It was like seawater mixed with pure bitters. Colin choked and coughed as the liquid dispersed into his saliva. As his mouth spontaneously dried, he swallowed reflexively, and the aftertaste reminded him of the smell of rotting anchovies.

      “Oh god!” Colin groaned, clutching his stomach. “What the fuck?”

      “Oh, sorry,” Dia appeared before him. “I should have warned you. It’s a concentrate, so the flavour is intense.”

      “Intense?” Colin grumbled. “They’ll be able to track me by the smell of my breath.”

      Dia frowned, before leaning forward and sniffing quickly. “No,” she shook her head. “Your breath smells lovely and sweet,” her eyes hooded. “It makes me wanna-”

      “No!” Libi growled, shoving the aroct away. “You of all people!”

      “But… He… I…”

      “Later,” Libi growled. “Don’t think for a single moment he’s not going to turn us all inside out tonight when we stop.”

      “O-okay,” Dia blushed, before darting to the front of the group to continue leading us.

      Colin grimaced and swallowed as the flavour subsided. He held the bottle out to Libi, who was giving him a reassuring smile. “Here, your turn.”

      “Nope,” she replied, still smiling.

      Colin just sighed, “Libi, I’m not getting you pregnant.”

      “And you won’t,” Libi smiled a little wider. “None of us can get pregnant while you’re taking that.”

      “B-b-but,” Colin stammered for a moment, “What if… Y’know?”

      Libi took a deep breath as the rest of his wives paused and turned to face him. “Colin, just imagine, for a split second, me being with another man.”

      Colin wasn’t sure what happened. One moment he was hearing Libi’s words, the next she wrapped, bodily, around him. Her arms around his neck, her legs around his waist. Kasey was kissing the side of his neck while she stood between his extended wings. Cupi was helping support Libi, while staring into his eyes. Ira wrapped herself around his right leg like a toddler, while Gula and Alug had his left arm and left leg respectively, trapped between their breasts. Even Dia was there, nervously stroking his face as she stood over the lot of them.

      “What happened?” Colin asked.

      “That’s why we don’t need the infertility potion,” Kasey mumbled softly in his ear.

      Taking a deep breath, Colin concentrated. His heart rate was up, claws extended, wings out, the flickering on his face said his eyes were burning. Blinking, Colin spent a moment dialling everything back. Pulling everything back into normal position, he let out a soft sigh.

      “I think I blacked out.”

      “We know,” Libi smiled and leaned in to collect a small kiss. “That’s why we jumped on you, before you went crazy and tried to hurt anyone.” Colin glanced around at the trees and swamp before frowning. “There’s a whole town back there,” Libi said softly. “You’re powerful enough to do some serious damage, and those people are our allies.”

      “Right,” Colin nodded as his wives let go, one by one, until it was just him and Libi. “Tonight, you’re first. I feel a need to assert my dominance.”

      “Are you going to use my poor little ass?” Libi feigned worry.

      Colin smiled and looked over at his wives, who all gave him variations of hooded glares. “I’m going to start with your poor little ass and see where the night takes us.”

      Libi quivered slightly before rocking her hips. “Do you think maybe you have time to use my poor little ass right now?”

      “You’re such a little slut,” Colin grinned.

      Libi nodded quickly in agreement, “I’m yours, Colin. I’m a succubus. By definition, I’m LITERALLY. YOUR. SLUT.” She poked his chest, emphasising her words.

      Colin grinned and kissed her as his hands roamed over her ass. “Then tonight, after I’m done with that poor little ass of yours, I want you to help Alug and Gula clean up everyone else’s poor little asses. And if you do a good job, I might just have yours all over again as a reward.”

      The small shudder that ran through Libi’s body was obviously an orgasm. If that wasn’t apparent enough, the wet patch that suddenly soaked the fabric between her thighs was a good indicator. Colin just chuckled and gave her wet crotch a rub before pulling the pouting succubus off him.

      “And you get to wear those all day, just to remind yourself and everyone else, how much of a slut you are.”

      Libi’s legs quivered a second time as fluid ran down her legs and she let out a quiet whimper.

      “Yours,”

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Two

          

        

      

    

    
      A small moan snapped Colin awake. It was still dark, but he could tell it was early morning. Opening his eyes, he could see Dia now staring at him with a terrified expression.

      “Dia?”

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

      Colin sniffed. It was hard to tell amongst all the various smells of their orgy the evening before. Colin had started with Dia’s silk tube, then moved right into Libi’s ass. He then repeated the action twice more for each Gula and Alug, before Cupi, Ira and Kasey all declined to try anal. That didn’t bother Colin in the slightest as he fucked each of them practically into unconsciousness, while he forced Libi to clean each mess as he made them. In the end, she’d finally fallen asleep after he rode her face first into the mattress and passed out between her and Dia.

      So it took a moment for Colin to realise the smell of womanly sex was fresh, rather than a few hours old like the rest. “Dia, are you?”

      “N… Yes,” she mumbled, deciding against trying to hide it. “I’m sorry, I know you don’t want-”

      Colin pressed his fingers to her mouth and shook his head. “I want what you want. I can feel your desires. Part of my whole incubus thing. I know what gets you off, which is why I’ve treated you how I have.”

      “... Oh…”

      Colin shot her a smile before rolling on top of the aroct. Colin found a comfortable spot, kneeling with his legs on either side of her abdomen. “Now, who do you belong to?”

      “You,” she blushed and smiled. “I’m yours.”

      “That’s right,” Colin smiled. “Now, you’re going to do as I say, aren’t you?”

      “Yes,” Dia sighed sexily.

      “Good girl,” Colin grinned and leaned forward to kiss her. As he did, he felt her legs slowly come up and wrap around his waist, holding him close. “Take my cock in your hand, Dia.” She nodded as her hand snaked down between them. Colin lifted himself, giving her more room, and smiled at the gentle contact of her fingers wrapping around his length. “Now guide me inside yourself like a good girl.”

      Dia swallowed nervously, but nodded quickly. Colin felt his cock being pushed downward. But by laying down atop her, the angle was more like having it jutting straight out in front. He felt the soft wetness of her pussy lips parting as she fit the head of his cock to her opening. Colin just smiled. Leaning forward, he captured her mouth. Her tongue darted out and Colin sucked on it gently before allowing her to suck his in return. And the moment she was distracted, Colin lowered his hips. Dia gasped into his mouth and made an inhuman noise, but Colin just kept kissing her. That inhuman noise turned into a squeak as Colin raised his hips and lowered them again. But her legs tightened a little more.

      Her slick pussy was a little different from what he’d experienced so far. Her tunnel was lined with ribs and pulsed softly with each stroke. It seemed to want to milk him even as he fucked her, and Colin kept his strokes slow so he could enjoy the sensation. But that was only part of it. At the very end of his stroke, Colin felt what in a human woman would be a cervix, bump the head of his cock. Only, unlike a human woman’s firm, unyielding, and quite literally impossible to penetrate cervix, this one opened. Every time Colin’s cock pressed against the muscle, it slipped open and clamped down firmly over the head of his cock. Each time he did it, Dia seemed to quiver a little harder before her tongue got more animated. So he assumed he liked it. So every few long strokes of his entire length, Colin did a few short ones, massaging her insides while his head stayed trapped inside that little sphincter of muscle.

      “Oh,” she moaned softly, pulling away to breathe. “Mother told me this would feel good, but I didn’t think you’d do it.”

      Colin scoffed and ground his cock into her deeply for a few thrusts as Dia’s eyes rolled back in her head. “No, you’ve got me all wrong,” he grinned and gave one of her large breasts a pinch. “Before, with the others, you got what you needed. What you felt was right. But here?” Colin pulled his cock right out before sliding it all the way home again. “Right here, now, in the quiet. I’m still going to make love to you like I do to the others.”

      Dia clutched him tightly as she trembled and started to cum. Colin groaned as the pulsing sensation doubled, then tripled and quadrupled. In moments, he had gone from enjoying the sensation to gritting his teeth as it physically sucked his orgasm out. Grunting, Colin clung to Dia tightly as he fired ropes of his cum deep inside what he could only assume was her womb. And he was suddenly very grateful for the infertility potion he’d taken. As he came down, Colin made to move, but Dia grabbed him.

      “No, please?” She whimpered softly.

      Colin smiled and leaned down to kiss her. “You’re mine, Dia,” he hissed. “I’m going to love you, make love to you, and then use and abuse you terribly in any way I desire. But I will always love you.”

      “I wish you weren’t on that silly potion right now,” she mumbled.

      Colin grinned and wiggled his hips. The pulsing sensation started coming back and Colin firmed in place. With a grin, he started thrusting into the soppy, wet aroct pussy he was buried inside. And she crooned and gasped as he took his pleasure from her.
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      The lich felt conflicted as it rode towards the town of Greymoore. That’s where it had been told to attack, but this feeling! A power flared to the north-east. It made little sense. The lich had never felt that before and reasoned it might be the target. After all, even if it wasn’t whatever could send out pure waves of wrath and lust over this distance, it wasn’t something to be ignored. If the source wasn’t the prince, the lich could return to the town afterwards.

      “Come on Prancer,” the lich murmured.

      The bone creature the lich sat upon hissed. They were the pets the lich so lovingly created. They’d never survive a portal, hence the time frame on the trip, and it took time building these unique designs. Raising a pile of bones in the shape they were originally buried in, in order to fight your enemies, was easy. Having them shift into a stable platform of dozens of different creatures and have the fortitude to stick together without decaying was another matter entirely. And as the beast loped along in its characteristically smooth, six-legged stride, the lich couldn’t be happier.

      The lich just hoped that at the end of all this, it could retire. Without being from this plane originally, there was no reason for it to remain amongst the demons. It just wanted to live peacefully and quietly, where it wouldn’t be bothered by anyone anymore. There was a kind of happiness in solitude. After all, demons didn’t love like a human could. What chance did a lich have?
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      A pair of lips pressed against Colin’s and he kissed back without thinking. Opening his eyes, Kasey stared down at him with a big smile.

      “Good morning, husband,” she purred.

      Colin sniffed and smelled eggs and bacon before smiling up at Kasey. “Morning, is that breakfast?”

      Kasey smiled and kissed him again. “She hasn’t said anything, but I can feel it in her. Whatever you did to her while we slept has really boosted her confidence.”

      “Dia’s cooking?”

      Kasey nodded. “She can cook up potions. She can make breakfast. That’s why she volunteered.”

      Colin nodded softly as Kasey snuggled against him.

      “Hey, you were supposed to wake him, not seduce him!” Libi called. “If we had time to fuck, I could have done that!”

      “Kasey?”

      “You have me all warm inside Colin,” she shuddered softly. “All these women, I thought I’d be jealous. But I’m just rolling in the love and arousal. Being here is intoxicating, and I want you so bad.”

      “Down girl,” Colin chuckled, giving her a kiss and rolling her over. “Libi might have been my first, but don’t doubt for a second that I’d have come around asking you to be my wife, one way or another.”

      She beamed widely as a tear formed. But Colin gently wiped it away with his thumb. “I loved you from the day we met, you know that?”

      “I do,” Colin nodded. “You’re an amazing woman, Kasey. And I’m blessed every day of my life that you’re in it. I’m going to make a safe place here for us. Somewhere that you won’t need to be wary of being a nephilim. Somewhere that you, me and the others can sit down, have lots of sex and make lots of babies.”

      This time there were too many tears to keep up with, so Colin gave up and kissed her. She kissed back, but pushed him away with a smile. “C’mon, we need to eat and start moving.”

      “Awww,” Gula grumbled.

      Colin turned and saw her pulling her top back over her massive breasts. Alug was also pouting as she fixed her skirt. Colin gulped, realising that only Kasey seemed to wear underwear. Even Dia didn’t seem to wear anything beneath her robe. With a sigh, Colin stood up and ignored the hungry stares from his wives as he dressed. Out of his Earth clothing, he wore simple shirts and pants. Though these were loose and flowed well, with slits in the back for his wings to stick out. He felt a little like he was wearing an old Victorian era pirate outfit, but the cloth, rather than being coarse, was almost as soft as silk.

      Once dressed, Colin found a plate stuffed into his hands by a beaming Dia, who earned a thank you kiss. Then he sat down and ate, literally, eggs and bacon. Though the eggs seemed a weird colour to have come from a chicken and the bacon was purple and tasted slightly like lime. Either way, it ticked the right boxes, and he ate it without complaint. Using a piece of egg to mop up the juices on the plate, they all froze as a loud growl sounded outside the tent. Colin placed the plate on the bed beside him before getting up, but Kasey beat him to it, racing out of the tent with a squeal. The snarl had Colin race out behind her and froze as the large ester slammed Kasey to the ground. Her loud screams turned to squeals of delight as the ester buried its face into her belly and licked, while chirping and purring madly.

      “Oh, you’re such a naughty boy!” Kasey giggled. “You were supposed to go home!”

      The big ester growled defiantly before rubbing her all over with his head, not unlike an enormous house cat.

      “Told you they make good guards and get attached,” Ira said, catching his attention. “If we put a little training into him, he might hunt for us, bring us meat regularly. Then we can forage for some wild vegetables and greens and all we have to worry about is water.”

      “Can’t we get water from inside like we have been?” Colin asked.

      “For now,” Gula said, stepping out with her sister beside her. “It’s part of the enchantment. It pulls moisture from the surrounding air to fill its tanks. Here in the swamp that’s fine, but in the desert we might have problems.”

      Colin frowned before turning his attention back to Kasey’s squeals. She was already atop the big cat as it ran around in circles. Kasey had handfuls of its mane as it bucked and weaved, but he had the sense it wasn’t trying to shake her off. On the contrary, it seemed delighted that she was riding on its shoulders.

      “Oh,” Dia said, spotting the big cat for the first time. “Oh, he’s so pretty!”

      Colin just grinned as Cupi nervously took his hand. “I’m okay,” she said. “There’s a lot of them in my homeland. I’ve seen more than one raum plucked from the sky, but we also keep them as guards as well, just...”

      Colin nudged her head around and kissed the tip of her beak. Cupi smiled nervously and bowed her head. “Thank you.”

      Colin lifted her beak and kissed her again, making her blush. “Don’t shy away from my affection. Hoard every bit you can.”

      Cupi ruffled her feathers and chuckled softly. “Maybe I should let you put it in my butt.”

      “Just give me the word.”
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      After a long day of walking, Colin and his wives had found themselves on firmer ground. Greymoore, being on the border of three territories, meant they weren’t all that far from the lands occupied by the floof. The first village they’d spotted was far to the west, but their group had no plans to approach. Once out of the swamp itself, they beelined for the capital. Not that it was going to be a straight shot. The floof, being what they are, meant there were lots of farming towns along the way. Knowing this, Colin was lying on his back, enjoying the scent of their meal being prepared, and the sight of Gula’s curvy body bouncing on his cock.

      “It’s so hot watching you fuck my sister,” Alug growled softly into his ear. “I wish I had a dick, so I could fuck her as well.”

      Colin grit his teeth. They were always ready, always keen, and always so demanding to get what they wanted. So the moment they had the tent up in the fading light, they jumped on him. Cupi was showering, while Ira dried herself off. Dia was making some kind of stew while Kasey was playing with Harley. That left Colin to deal with the twins, who were doing their best to get their dessert before dinner. So it was a shame when Kasey burst into the tent with a worried expression.

      “We’re under attack!”

      As if on queue, a loud feline snarl went out. Immediately followed by the screams of someone dying. Gula practically launched herself off Colin’s throbbing cock. Colin, hearing voices yelling about killing an ester, rushed out of the tent without a second thought. Straight into a barrage of arrows. Without quite understanding it, he saw them at the last moment and dived to one side. A line of pain shot across the side of his ribs, under his arm, but it was the feminine scream behind him that sent Colin over the edge. Without knowing who had been hit, Colin’s face twisted into a furious scowl.

      Turning to face the attackers, he could see Harley being harassed by a small team. It looked like a pair of aroct, one spider, one dragonfly, a smaller minotaur. But it was the woman before him that sent his blood to boil. It was Henrietta, the dragonfly. She stood, wearing a partial suit of armour and a whipsword. The bladed device was lying on the ground as she snarled at the eclectic group of aroct, floof, and lamia that moved up behind her.

      “Idiots! Do I have to do everything myself?!”

      Colin saw red. Eyes flaming black, his wings extended as he pushed his claws out as far as he could. Sinking them into the ground, Colin launched himself into a straightforward attack. Henrietta’s eyes went wide at the speed of his approach, but she still had enough time to flick her blade. Colin saw the motion as the long, coiled weapon moved like a serpent. The end of it had a sharp point, and it raced towards him. With no other option, Colin flapped and took to the air. It might have saved him from being impaled, but with a flick of her wrist, the whipsword curved up to meet him. Colin snarled as the blades tore into his flesh, but the cuts weren’t deep.

      But they didn’t need to be. With a grin, Henrietta waved her arm and Colin felt the whipsword bite into the flesh of his calf. He managed a snarl before she stepped aside and pulled tightly. Colin missed his target by a margin, but didn’t dare stop. Colin thought about the headlong rush he’d used, and the minotaur that had tried to rush him back in Greymoore. Nobody seemed to think about other abilities. With a snarl, Colin surged upwards.

      Henrietta shrieked as she held onto her weapon. Her instinct to hold on to him and control the fight went up in smoke as Colin hoisted her up into the air. Flipping upside down, Colin raced back towards her. He could see the aroct trying to get her hand out of a wire loop built into the handle, which had her trapped. So she was unprepared for Colin as he slammed into her. With a snarl, Colin bit hard into her shoulder, tensing his jaw muscles. He felt an itch as the strange new ones in his mouth tensed as well.

      Whatever was in his venom must not have agreed with Henrietta, as she screamed loudly and thrashed about as Colin carried her back to the ground. Here, things were different. Kasey was atop Harley as the big cat pranced around. She was sending out streams of light that didn’t seem to harm anything except any demon flesh it touched. After checking Henrietta, who was now literally frothing blood from her mouth, Colin spotted a bakeneko sneaking up behind Kasey. Stamping on Henrietta’s arm, Colin heaved, snapping it off at the elbow, before taking to the air in a race to save Kasey. She must have heard the commotion, but not realised who he was. Which was immediately obvious as she spun and sent a beam of white light straight into Colin’s naked chest.

      He felt the heat permeate his body, but didn’t let it distract him as the bakeneko made his move. Colin saw the terror in Kasey’s eyes as she struck him and tackled her off Harley’s back. The bakeneko, after missing his strike from the rear, found himself at the front end of the angry ester.

      “Colin!” Kasey cried. “Colin, I’m sorry, please?!”

      Colin grunted as she struggled against him. “Kasey, I’m fine!”

      “Colin!” Kasey screamed as tears poured down her cheeks.

      With a growl, Colin slammed his lips into hers, kissing her into quiet submission for a moment, before pulling away. “I need to help the others. Are you okay?”

      “Wha-I-Colin!?”

      “ARE YOU OKAY?!” Colin growled, giving her a small shake. She seemed to snap out of it then and nodded. “Good, stay with Harley.”

      Releasing the still slightly stunned nephilim, Colin turned and saw the rest of the battle.

      Right as half a corpse sailed past.

      “YOU’RE ALL FUCKING DEAD!” Ira screamed. She raced around on all fours, hacking, slashing and disembowelling everything from arteries to groins and guts.

      Colin swallowed and decided she was fine. Libi was going toe to toe with a nimble raum. The raum in question used their wings to batter her back, before using their sharp talons to swipe and cut at the beautiful succubus. But it was Cupi that caught his attention. She was lying on her side, clutching an arrow lodged in her stomach, while Dia seemed to prepare some kind of salve. That’s when Colin realised what felt like hours had been bare moments. A pair of cheers went out and Colin spotted a minotaur tumble to the ground behind the tent. Gula was holding a bloody war axe, while Alug leaped over the top, bringing a mace down on the big creature's head. Libi’s scream filled the air, and Colin snapped back to her fight with the raum. She hobbled back as her thigh bled from a deep cut. The raum cackled madly, raising itself up on one leg to strike again. Right as Colin’s fangs sunk into the back of its wing. With a snarl, Colin took hold of the raum’s body and heaved.

      The bird demon shrieked in agony as bones and connective tissues snapped and tore, with Colin holding the demon’s arm and wing in his mouth. With a snarl, Colin slammed them into the ground and started tearing. His claws met no resistance as the raum screamed in agony. It had no defence as he viciously flayed the demon alive. By the time it finally went limp, Colin was dripping with blood and panting.

      Looking around, the twins looked like they wanted to tackle him. Ira was panting as she dropped a still beating heart. She’d just ripped it from the chest of a lamia. Kasey was on Harley’s back as they patrolled around, looking for anyone still hiding. Libi watched him with a small, thankful smile, while Dia wrapped a bandage around her leg. But it was Cupi that caught his attention. She was on her back, still as a corpse.

      “Cupi!” Colin groaned and lurched towards her.

      “Husband, stop!” Dia reached for him. “She’s fine!”

      Freezing in place, Colin paid a little more attention now. Cupi was still, but she was breathing. Dia had pulled the arrow in her gut out and there was indeed a bandage covering the wound, it was just covered by her feathers. Shifting nervously from one leg to the next, he felt a pang, and the wounds inflicted by the whipsword throbbed.

      “Shit,” Colin groaned as the muscles in his injured calf trembled.

      “I’m coming,” Dia called as she quickly tied off Libi’s bandage. Then she came for him. “Let’s see here.” Taking Colin by the hand, she sat him on the ground and laid him back so she could lift his leg and examine it better. She tsked and murmured to herself a few times, before Colin heard the pop of a jar opening.

      “This is going to sting,” she said.

      Colin gave her a confident smile. “I trust you.”

      Dia didn’t speak, but Colin tensed as he felt the salve being pushed into his wounds. True to her word, it stung madly, and Colin had to control himself so he wouldn’t reach down to scratch at it. There seemed to be half a dozen cuts to be checked over from the blades as they wrapped around his leg, but none of them were particularly dangerous on their own. Still, Dia made quick work before picking up a needle and thread.

      “Gula, Alug!” Colin called. The two floof appeared quickly and crouched beside him. “Tit’s, now!”

      The twins giggled and pulled off their tops. With their magnificent mammaries on display, Colin pulled them close and hid amongst the happy place of men since the dawn of creation. And there he stayed as Dia stitched each of his cuts. It didn’t take her long, but in the same reference as the fight, it felt far longer. Still with breasts as far as the eye could see, Colin gritted his teeth and bared it, only releasing the twins as Dia wrapped a bandage around his leg.

      “Pussy!” Libi called out from behind Dia.

      “Ladies, drag her inside and remind her who’s in charge!”

      There was a small “What?” Before Alug and Gula raced off. The flapping of wings followed by a loud moan signalled Kasey in the mix and Dia gave him a nervous smile before following. Sitting up, Colin spied Ira standing beside Cupi.

      “Can you take her inside, please?”

      Ira nodded slowly, before slowly plucking the raum from the ground and gently, though awkwardly, carried her into the tent. Colin groaned and stood up. With a last check of his surroundings, and seeing Harley keeping watch in the early evening light, Colin hobbled inside. Pushing into the tent, Ira was placing Cupi on the bed and getting her comfortable on one side, while a squirming mass of womanly flesh devoured itself on the other. Going by the thrusting of hands, muffled groans and squeals, and a silk-covered butt plug on the floor. Well, Colin grinned, knowing that Libi wasn’t being left out in any way. Ira glanced from the orgy to him and smiled nervously. She still wasn’t comfortable with the whole thing. He’d seen her pair off occasionally, but this seemed a little too much.

      “Ira, I need your help,” Colin called softly.

      Hobbling towards the bath, Ira met him there after turning on the taps. He waved for her to stop the water before it got too deep. He needed to keep the bandage dry after all, so he was already going to be sitting weirdly. Throwing his bad leg up to rest on the rim, Colin sat on the edge and brought his good leg over. Settling himself, Colin slid down, carefully keeping his injured leg resting on the edge of the tub. Colin got as comfortable as he could, with one leg up and the other in the water. Ira joined him a moment later, having to practically crawl over the edge, and Colin bit his tongue so he wouldn’t laugh at her adorable movements.

      “I’m sorry,” Ira said, sliding down into the water opposite him.

      “For what?”

      “I’m the reason Cupi got hurt,” she mumbled. Before Colin could ask, Ira sighed. “I was right behind you as you went out. I saw the arrows, and I dived out of the way. Cupi was right behind me and didn’t see them coming. If I’d just stayed, she wou-”

      “Shut up!” Colin growled, and Ira flinched. “Get over here, now!”

      Shuddering softly, Ira literally crawled through the shallow water towards him. The moment she was within arm’s reach, Colin grabbed her and pulled her into a firm hug.

      “Don’t you dare blame yourself,” he growled softly.

      “But-”

      “But what?” Colin cut her off. “If you’d taken that arrow, you wouldn’t have been in a good condition to fight. Cupi or one of the others might have died if you weren’t there to fight for them.”

      “Colin, I-”

      “Need to shut the fuck up and let us love you!” Colin growled. “You’re not responsible for those arrows. You did what you had to do and someone got hurt. Stop blaming yourself for being faster, stronger, and more lethal than any of us.”

      “Okay,” Ira hiccuped.
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      From Colin’s position, leaning back against the tub, he pushed Ira upright. She still looked upset, so Colin started scrubbing her. The look on her face twisted for a moment, before the regret turned to arousal.

      “It’s a shame about your spines,” Colin sighed, fondling the small woman’s chest. “W-what’s wrong with my spines?” Ira asked, biting her lip.

      Colin smiled, “Nothing, they’re just in the way.” Ira frowned for a moment. “In the way of what?”

      “I was thinking you could lie on me, but face up, so I could hold you from behind.”

      Ira blinked and blushed slightly. Colin wasn’t expecting her to stand, but she turned around and seemed to flex some hidden muscles. Her spines shifted to lay themselves flat against her back, laying their pointed ends amongst the other quills.

      “How’s that?”

      Reaching up, Colin touched them. They were hard, but flexible. Running his hands up and down, he couldn’t feel any sharp bits, either.

      “Great.”

      Taking her hips in hand, Colin shifted slightly, allowing his cock to stand proudly in the hot water.

      “Oh.”

      Colin didn’t give her a chance to respond before pulling her down onto his cock. Ira didn’t resist at all as it speared into her. In fact, the loud gasp she let out told him she was, in fact, quite ready for it. What she wasn’t ready for was for Colin to pull her backwards, so she laid back over him.

      “Oh fuck,” she gasped.

      “You’re so beautiful, Ira,” Colin smiled and kissed the top of her head. “Just lie back and enjoy yourself.”

      Reaching down, Colin palmed her clit and ran his fingers around their joining as he rocked his hips back and forth. With Ira’s legs splayed open, Colin had direct access to her tiny clit. Wrapping one arm around her chest to hold her breast, Colin used his other hand to gently stroke the tips of his fingers over her clit.

      “Oh!” she gasped and wrapped her arms around the one holding her.

      “Just enjoy it,” Colin repeated.

      Slowly rocking his hips, Colin stroked in the opposite motion. As he drove his hips forward, Colin stoked down her clit, towards the head of his cock. As he withdrew, Colin stroked up towards her belly button.

      “Oh, my prince,” Ira gasped. “I’m cumming!”

      Colin tightened his grip, but made no other changes. Ira liked things soft and sensual, so he kept up the slow pace. Even as she thrashed and kicked her legs as she screeched her orgasm, Colin refused to do any more or less than he already was. Ira just came and came and came. The more she came, the closer Colin got to his own end. Her small, powerful pussy muscles clamped and massaged his length, bringing him closer and closer.

      “Are you ready, Ira?”

      “Oh, fuck!” Ira moaned. “Please! I want it inside me!”

      Colin felt himself tipping over the edge when he finally changed up his pattern. Bringing his slow thrusts to a halt, he brought his thumb into the strokes to Ira’s clit. Pinching the sensitive organ between his thumb and forefinger, Colin gently rolled her flesh around in his grip. The reaction was Ira bucking her hips frantically as she came. The added stimulation of her explosive climax drove Colin over the edge and he started cumming inside of her. And like all times, there wasn’t enough room for his cock AND his sperm. So with each frantic thrust as she impaled herself on him, more and more of his sperm was forced out over the pair of them.

      Ira was practically sobbing by the time Colin finally relented and stopped his orgasmic massage. Which let Ira roll over and crawl up his body.

      “I…”

      “I love you Ira,” Colin kissed her.

      “Mine!” Gula and Alug chimed in unison.

      Ira shuddered in Colin’s arms as the girls got to work cleaning them both with their tongues.
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      Colin sighed, seeing the surrounding mess. After making love with Ira, they’d all washed up and crawled into bed. Now, the morning after, Colin had stepped out to relieve himself and walked into what looked like a battlefield… Which wasn’t entirely inaccurate, now he thought about it. Corpses littered the ground, some whole, others… less so. The general theme was, Colin and his small band of women had violently taken each of them to pieces. Which was odd when he thought of it. These people were more than likely highly trained mercenaries. So how did they take them down so easily? Even with Ira taking down the majority on her own, the only injuries were two leg wounds and Cupi in the surprise attack.

      Growl!

      Colin turned and smiled at Harley as he trotted over. The big cat was just that, a big cat. He came over, gave Colin a sniff, and butted him with his gigantic head. Colin just laughed and gave his ears a scratch. Harley purred for a few moments, before suddenly becoming disinterested and turning away.

      “Cats.” Colin shook his head.

      After relieving himself, Colin joined his wives for breakfast and then started packing up. It really didn’t take all that long. Between the seven of them, they had everything packed away and bundled up to move on. There was just one problem.

      “No, I’m fine,” Cupi grumbled.

      But Colin wasn’t having any of it. “Give me that bag, now.”

      “You’re injured too!” she snapped back, trying to hide the pain she was in from her gut wound.

      “That’s actually a good point,” Kasey said, standing beside them.

      After a little back and forth, the solution became simple. They tied the rucksacks together and tossed them over Harley’s shoulders. He wasn’t happy with his new necklace, but calmed right down when Kasey climbed on as well. Colin just shook his head and took one last look at the surrounding carnage.

      Henrietta’s pained grimace was frozen in place. That made Colin think about what this could all possibly mean. Did she have allies? Was Mistress Furore under attack, herself? Colin wasn’t sure, but there was one way to make sure the message got through, no matter what.

      Walking over to Henrietta’s corpse, Colin frowned. He thought long and hard about the meeting room where Mistress Furore had met them. Picturing it in mind, Colin felt an attachment and surged with power. Black flames leaped from his skin and Colin pointed them at the corpse. The flames burst out, engulfing the dead businesswoman, and with a soft thud, the corpse vanished.

      “Colin?” Kasey asked.

      “I sent her back to Mistress Furore. I figured she should know.”

      “Mother,” Dia suddenly got worried.

      “I’m not sending you back,” Colin eyed her carefully. “If she’s come under attack, I’m not about to drop you in the middle of it. If we turn around now, we might end up with Susannah coming for us with an army.”

      Dia looked like she was about to cry, but she nodded her head and started moving off towards Pratum. Kasey smiled down at Colin, while Alug and Gula helped support Cupi. With no other rational options, they started marching.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The viewing room was in shambles. Blood soaked into everything. Corpses laid about the room. The stench of death was everywhere, and Mistress Furore held Susannah by the throat. The spider-like aroct, despite her great size, was as close to the floor as she could get.

      “Why?” Mistress Furore growled. “Why betray me like this?”

      “I have always been loyal to you,” Susannah croaked around Mistress Furore’s iron grip.

      “Then why are your guards dead in my chamber?”

      “Paid off.”

      “Then how am I supposed to trust you?” Mistress Furore asked, drawing a short blade.

      “Because,” Susannah grunted. “I’m yours.”

      “DON’T LIE TO ME NOW!”

      But Susannah held her gaze, despite barely being able to breathe. “Yours,” she spat.

      Mistress Furore screamed, bringing the sword around to end her most trusted friend, when black flames burst into existence beside them. The flames swirled around before a thump announced Henrietta’s stiff corpse. Releasing Susannah, Mistress Furore loomed over Henrietta’s twisted expression and admired the deadly bite. On the corpse, she could sense the power coming from it. And she knew it could only have come from one place.

      Susannah burst into movement. Ripping out her sword, she came in low and charged. Mistress Furore bared her teeth, but knew it was over before she could react. Susannah slammed into her, the sword going under her arm. A shocked gasp escaped behind her. Mistress Furore felt the soft weight of a body press against her from behind, before Susannah yanked the sword free. She saw the wings of an incubus as the corpse hit the floor behind her.

      “Yours,” Susannah whispered. “I’ve always been yours, ever since-”

      Mistress furore grabbed the woman by the hair and pulled her into a fierce kiss. The powerful spider aroct crouched down to be submissive to the dragonfly, but she was no less active in their fierce battle lust. Pulling the spider aroct away, Mistress Furore snarled softly.

      “Mine.”

      “Yours,” Susannah whimpered softly.

      Mistress Furore hissed, before nipping Susannah’s lip with her teeth. “You and I have a lot to talk about. But first, I believe we have a business to acquire.”

      “Do you wish for me to call for backup?”

      Mistress Furore thought for a moment, then shook her head. “No, send them to scour your ranks for more dissent. Then meet me at Henrietta’s home. We’ll start there.”

      Susannah nodded, and turned to leave. Mistress Furore grabbed her arm. Slipping a hand down her body, Mistress Furore’s fingers found the wet patch under Susannah’s armour. After smearing it over her hand, she lifted it to her lips and tasted it.

      “When we are done, you will bathe me, and I will reward you for saving my life.”

      Susannah gulped and nodded, but the desire burned in her eyes. Scrambling from the room in a hurry, Mistress Furore moved to her own rooms. It had been many years since she had worn her armour, but that didn’t mean she rarely oiled and polished it. She took a few minutes to get into her armour. It protected mostly her midsection, but had various bladed pieces that would be handy for when they would inevitably be surrounded. It was custom designed and built to fit over her angular exterior, emphasising her natural defences. After refitting her sheaths in their proper positions. Mistress Furore stalked from her tower and straight off the edge of the upper floor, into thin air.

      Several people screamed as she slammed into the deck beside them. Several more screamed as she started pushing through the crowd. As demons went over the edge into the water, a large hand reached to grab her. The minotaur didn’t even feel the blade that took it at the wrist, but he felt the one driven into his knee. Crying out in pain, he reeled back, regretting his every life decision. Mistress Furore kept moving, satisfied she had made her point. Now at least everyone got out of her way in a hurry.

      Her name was being yelled out ahead. That had the bonus of bringing a few more guards to her attention. As they rushed up, Mistress Furore only had a moment to prepare as they drew blades. But a moment was all she needed. Against Susannah, she could be outmatched by a moment, but these regular guards did not know the pain they were about to experience. The bladed armour she wore was more weapon than defence.

      As the first arrived and swung to take her head off. Mistress Furore stepped quickly. The blade went wide, and she drove her knee into the floof’s armoured chest. The metal caved under the force of the blow and Mistress Furore stepped over him to the two who had stopped behind. They lunged at the same time, and Mistress Furore dodged back, allowing them to overextend themselves. One had a spear, while the other had a long sword. Both seemed to want to keep her well back, but they couldn’t account for her speed. Most aroct couldn’t match her. When she really wanted to move. She simply did. In one moment, the guards were overextended, in the next, she pushed the spear aside and stepped within arm’s reach of the sword wielder. Driving her spiked helmet into the face of the swordsman. She spun, yanking the spear free of the second. Continuing her spin, she hit them with the haft of their own spear, knocking them into the water below. The swordsman wasn’t doing any better, clutching their helmet, where the broken edges of the metal had punctured their face. Mistress Furore reared back and drove her heel into the arocts middle, sending them over the railing to join their friend in the water.

      She didn’t care if they would drown or not. Even if they escaped, they wouldn’t be getting far. As Susannah came running towards her with fury in her eyes, Mistress Furore grinned like a madwoman, with blood leaking down the front of her helm, giving her a crazed and dangerous look.

      “LONG LIVE THE PRINCE!” she roared.

      And that’s when the screaming started.
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      Colin was regretting not returning to Greymoore. Dia looked on the verge of bursting into tears at any moment, and he couldn’t blame her in the slightest. The smoke was visible from here. Great plumes of it that reached high into the atmosphere. The lack of wind made it more obvious, letting the smoke rise straight up in a massive column. There was no confusion about the location of the fire. As they walked and Colin weighed up his options. Pausing mid step, he noticed a small vibration in the air. It came closer, before moving further away, then came closer again.

      “Ladies, get ready,” Colin said, turning to scan the area for the source of the disturbance.

      The vibrations seemed to pulse back and forth as whatever it was got closer and closer. Until finally, he could hear the rumble of wingbeats. He'd heard this sound before. Opening his wings, Colin got ready to fly. He didn’t like his chances, but he wanted to keep it away from his wives if he could. And like they summoned the unholy abomination, the giant flying dragonfly burst over the treetops. Atop its back was a rattus. And this one was wearing armour. The moment the rattus spotted them, the dragonfly whirled around and raced towards them. It closed at a rapid pace, one that Colin could never match, and he tensed his legs in anticipation of the fight.

      “Veronica!” Dia waved frantically.

      At the last moment, the dragonfly pulled back and extended its legs, dropping to the ground with a plume of dust. Veronica, the rattus, leaped from the back of the enormous creature and dropped to her knees.

      “My Prince, Mistress Furore, thanks you for the message. She humbly requests that you not return for the time being as we cut out supporters of the regent.”

      Before Colin could respond, Dia physically tackled the woman. With a joyous laugh, she plucked the rattus off the ground, crushing her in a tight hug.

      “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” she cried.

      “My Queen,” Veronica squeaked. “Please put me down!”

      “OH!” Dia froze, before realising she was the centre of attention. “I’m sorry,” she grimaced and put the rattus down.

      “Please, give my thanks to my mother. I was worried.”

      “It will be done,” Veronica bowed slightly, before turning back to the dragonfly.

      “Hold up!” Colin called after her. Veronica froze, but went back to a knee. “Yeah, you can stop that. I just wanted to ask if you could come back. We could use a scout. Harley’s good for warning us when they get here, but you’d be better off spotting anything larger.”

      “I…” Veronica awkwardly stood up, before bowing slightly, “Yes, my Prince, I will inform Mistress Furore.”

      Before he could respond that it was a request and not an order, she jumped back onto the dragonfly and raced off in the smoke's direction. Turning to look at his wives, Colin frowned as a thought crossed his mind.

      “Is there a reason everyone calls me the prince, and you queens?”

      “The war,” Ira growled softly. “Calling you the king implies you’re at the same status as god. The angels didn't like that and made us change it after the war.”

      “Is anyone else as confused about why angels seem to be the bad guys here?”

      “They’re not all bad,” Kasey mumbled.

      “No,” Colin shook his head and shot her a smile. “Some of them are some of the kindest, most wonderful, loving and fucking sexy beings on this plane.”

      “Enough flirting unless I’m getting some dick,” Libi grumbled softly.

      “Us too!” Gula and Alug cheered.

      Colin just rolled his eyes and gestured for everyone to move.
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      The sound of approaching wings signalled Veronica’s arrival as they stopped for lunch. This time the sound didn’t come and go, and Colin realised she was probably zigzagging over the area looking for them. Now she had their general location and direction, so she was coming straight for them. Sure enough, after a few seconds of the approaching wings, she appeared over the trees and spotted them immediately. Like before, she raced towards them and landed quickly.

      “My Prince, I have returned as ordered,” she bowed.

      Colin sighed and nodded, not liking her strict posture in addressing him. “Alright, do you know where we’re going? Got everything you need?”

      “Yes, my Prince,” she bowed. “I have my tent, some supplies, and Zippy here can help the ester with hunting, so we’ll have plenty of food.”

      “Didn’t think of that, but… Great?” Colin shrugged. “We’re just taking a break to eat, then we’re gonna get going again.”

      “Yes, my Prince,” Veronica bowed, before jumping back on… Zippy’s back.

      As they took to the sky again, Colin shook his head. “Ladies, can one of you talk to her, please?”

      “Why?” Libi giggled. “I thought you enjoyed being in charge?”

      “Keep it up, and I’m going to leave you out of the fun tonight,” Colin grumbled.

      It worked though, as Libi practically went white. “Noooooo,” she moaned. “I’ll be good. Your good little succubus. You wouldn’t do that to me, right?”

      “Libi?” Colin gave her a pointed glare.

      This time she blushed and bit her lip nervously. “I’ll be good.”

      “Good girl,” Colin pulled her closer for a kiss.

      “We should get a carriage,” Gula said out loud.

      Colin frowned. “Weren’t we avoiding stuff like that, so we didn’t draw attention?”

      “Someone has attacked us once,” Ira growled. “Attention has been drawn.”

      “And with Veronica scouting for us, we can afford to move quicker,” Alug offered.

      Colin looked around and saw nobody was about to disagree. “Alright, where do we get a carriage?”

      “Northolme,” Cupi said quickly.

      “They have the best mounts,” Gula and her sister nodded in agreement.

      “How far is it?” Colin asked.

      “We could be there by nightfall, spend the night and get what we need tomorrow,” Cupi continued. “We were originally going to bypass the town, but not by much. They’re the first town at the start of the prairies.”

      “Is this place separated into habitats or something?” Colin asked.

      “Pretty much,” Libi confirmed. “The Prairies are the home of the floof, minotaur and anyone who likes prairies. To the east, over the sea, is a desert full of mostly Lamia. The aroct, like their swamp, north is the plains, which are even flatter than the prairies. That’s where the regent is.”

      “And the tundra, I’m guessing, is south?”

      “Yes,” Ira nodded. “It is a barren wasteland of death for all those who are unprepared. Only my people live there permanently.”

      “The raum are in the west,” Cupi chimed in. “Between the plains and the tundra is a vast rainforest system my people call home.”

      Colin nodded, taking it all in. “What about the succubi? Where are they?”

      Libi smiled nervously, “The land where I’m from is a series of islands. It’s mountainous, barren and it sits between the deserts of the lamia and the tundra.”

      “So what’s outside all of this?” Colin asked as they moved off. “You mentioned an ocean. I’m guessing the desert is on another continent?”

      “That was before their time,” Ira said slowly. “Before the war with the angels, we warred amongst ourselves. There are small pockets surviving on every continent. Except for the lamia, most of them came to this continent, rather than trying to survive on their own.”

      “I’m guessing you’re talking about minotaurs?”

      “Among others,” Ira nodded. “At least here, they can’t breed to the same numbers that made their own wars so vicious.”

      “Why not?”

      Ira shrugged. “They act out, we kill em.”

      Colin gulped at the cold, indifferent way that Ira had said those words. Then remembered her talk about killing entire armies. He decided it wasn’t worth pursuing. It wasn’t like she didn’t tell him she was a monster when he made love to her that first night.
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      The lich hissed in annoyance. Its orders were to find the prince, kill him, and bring back his supporters. But this was above and beyond what the job description provided. Almost a third of this town was on fire. Most of the inhabitants seemed occupied with bucket chains, but there was still fighting going on. The lich had identified Mistress Furore. She looked like she did all those years ago. Unfortunately, they could also hear the woman barking orders about killing anyone who opposed the prince. This had quickly gone from a simple snatch and grab to a potential siege. If only they had ignored the smoke. They wouldn’t even need to be here.

      Hissing with impatience, the lich wondered if it would be best to go take care of the prince. Mistress Furore, without the prince, would lose her support. Then the town would be easier to attack. With a growl, the lich thought about raising every corpse in the town and having them fight back. But that would leave them depleted. No… Far easier to chase the real prey.

      The rate for sieging a whole town was much higher than a precision strike, and without the apparent target… No… Not worth the effort.

      Turning away from the burning, madness and death, the lich headed in the direction it had felt the surge of power the evening before. Only now…

      “Pratum,” the lich hissed, noting the most likely destination if they continued on this path. “They’re heading to Pratum.”
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      Colin grinned as the lights of the town came into view. It had just hit full darkness, and he and his wives were eager to arrive. Not that they’d been lacking comfort or company, but this would be the first time they could hopefully stay somewhere safe. The streets were mostly empty as they entered the town limits. The trees broke away and Colin could see tall grass through gaps in the buildings. Northolme really was on the edge. The few people that were out at this hour seemed to all be heading either too, or from the same location. Which was great, as that was exactly where they were headed. A large tavern. According to Cupi, the tavern was constructed centuries ago when the town itself was established properly. With the town having a reputation for well-trained animals, the tavern had good business. When people came to town, they often needed somewhere to stay. The only problem would be if there were supporters of the regent here.

      The tavern was in the middle of the main street. A large building, not unlike the last tavern Colin had visited with Libi. There was a small flight of stairs leading to a set of large barn style doors. Probably to allow for minotaur to enter and leave with ease. They were heavier than expected, but Colin just put more force into his push and held them open as his wives entered. The last member was a nervous, and unsure looking Veronica, who had left Zippy with Harley at the edge of the forest. Colin shot her a smile before stepping into the room behind his wives and coming to a complete halt. The entire tavern was silent, even though it was filled with floof, minotaurs, and a few aroct.

      “Nephilim,” someone gasped.

      “Is that the prince?” another asked.

      “Trouble,” another murmured.

      But it was the bartender that caught Colin’s attention. He was a minotaur, but looked like a monster. It was obvious that the doors were as large as they were, not for the comfort of minotaurs, in general, but for the comfort of this one, singular, minotaur. He was huge, his horns bumped the ceiling as he stomped towards them. Colin could see the muscles in his arms twitching as easily as he could see the frown. Pushing quickly through his wives, Colin stepped ahead, as Ira did the same to him.

      “Ira?” the big minotaur frowned in recognition.

      Colin’s smallest wife put her hands on her hips. “Fuck is this Dorak? You open a fucking tavern, and I don’t even get an invite?”

      The big man boomed with laughter. The entire room shook as he wiped his eyes. “I fucking knew it,” he grinned. “I tried, my friend, I really tried. But my letters kept getting sent back. I had the feeling someone was intercepting my mail, and now I have proof.”

      “Well,” Ira grinned, “We’re here now.”

      “Indeed, you are,” the big man grinned, “Tell me, prince,” the minotaur levelled his eyes with Colin. “What would you pay me to keep silent about your whereabouts to the regent?”

      “Dorak!” Ira snapped.

      The big man waved for her to wait while Colin gathered his thoughts. “I’m not paying you anything. But if you’re going to threaten my wives, I will kill you. You aren’t my first mino.”

      The room seemed to tense as Colin stared up at the big minotaur unflinchingly. But the big man chuckled softly. “Anyone who has the balls both before and after mating Ira has my respect and that pisspot regent can suck it.” Standing tall, he looked around the room. “Long live the PRINCE!”

      Colin wasn’t sure what happened next. The room exploded into noise. The big man practically dragged them to the counter and before Colin knew what to think, he was staring at a mug of frothing ale as tall as his forearm. Music started up somewhere and Colin found himself smiling and enjoying the first true respite he’d had since landing in Hell. The ladies must have gotten into it as well. Kasey and Dia were smiling as they chatted with one another. Gula and Alug were busy drinking a pair of floof under the table. Going by the winks they kept shooting him, Colin wasn’t worried about whose bed they would end up in. Cupi seemed to be playing cards, with an ever-growing stack of coins beside her. Ira and Dorak, after an arm wrestling competition that destroyed a table, got roaring drunk together. And Colin got to listen to the pair of them sing an old war song, while Libi sucked his cock, in full view of every hot-blooded, jealous male in the room.

      Sometimes, it really was good to be a prince!
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      Soft… So soft… Colin squeezed his hands gently and marvelled in the perfect softness under his fingers. He ran his fingers up and down and smiled at the feeling of the pelt as it shifted under his hands. Reaching around, he felt breasts and… and none of his wives had breasts that were furry...

      “What?” Colin groaned and opened his eyes. Pressed to his front, as naked as he was Veronica.

      About a million things went through Colin’s mind. The rattus was beautiful. She was all curves, fur and softness. He had no memory of what happened when they got back to the room. Had they had sex, were they mated now? Colin groaned softly to himself. Sitting up, he tried not to ogle her. He turned away, but that wasn’t all that was going on in the room. Immediately behind him were the twins. They had fallen asleep on top of one another. Even in sleep, their lips moved slowly against one another’s’, but it was Libi beneath them that had his attention. Shifting down on the bed, Colin got a good view of both Libi’s hands, buried to the wrists inside each twin. There also seemed to be an abundance of sperm, that Colin instinctively knew was his, leaking from all three of them.

      With a small glance at Veronica’s naked form, he didn’t linger, but didn’t see any signs he’d been with her either. So Colin took that as a good sign and stepped out of the room, they slept in. It seemed they were in some kind of small housing unit. Outside the bedroom was a lounge. Cupi was lying on a comfortable-looking couch, her legs wide open, with Ira laying on her chest. The pair looked like they’d been tribbing when they fell asleep, but that didn’t take into account what looked like bite marks from a beak all over Ira’s thighs.

      Turning into the last room, Colin hoped it was the bathroom. He was correct, but it was technically occupied. Someone suspended Dia from the ceiling. She was hanging by her ankles to a beam, by her own silk. More silk had solidified on the floor in a foot wide mound, beside her silk plug. Laying on top of Dia, like a hammock, was Kasey, whose face was covered in bits of dried silk. With a grin and a tired chuckle, Colin stepped past to what was clearly the toilet and relieved himself. Heading back to the room, Colin got himself dressed and made his to what looked like an exit.

      Said exit let him out into a hallway. There were pleasant smells coming from the far end. So he went that way and found a flight of stairs. Stumbling down, Colin found himself in the tavern. Right as he made it out into the light, Colin heard the heavy thumps of Dorak.

      “Morning!” the big minotaur called with a laugh.

      Colin grimaced slightly. The boom of his voice didn’t feel pleasant in Colin’s head. “Morning,” he mumbled back. “What smells good?”

      “Breakfast,” the big man grinned. “There’s enough for the ladies when they’re up.”

      Colin grimaced and moved up to the counter. The rest of the tavern was empty except for an inconspicuous pair of legs sticking out from under a booth at the far end. Dorak dropped a large bowl of what looked like scrambled eggs with bacon.

      “Thanks,” Colin said, and took the offered fork. Scooping up some of the egg, Colin put it in his mouth and groaned.

      “Good, huh?” Dorak asked.

      Colin just nodded and took another bite before pausing. “Hey, Dorak?”

      “Yes, my prince?”

      Colin glared at the big man and saw his grin, so he let it go. “Veronica, did… Anything happen between me and her?”

      “Which one’s Veronica?”

      “Rattus, grey girl, came in with us.”

      “Oh, her,” Dorak nodded. “Not beyond a lot of heavy petting. At least down here. Your wives kinda went crazy after the succubus started going down on the nephilim, and you took them all upstairs.”

      Colin had a vague recollection of Libi lifting a blushing Kasey onto the counter and pulling her panties aside. Then a blank, followed by lots of sex he couldn’t quite remember.

      “I’m so sorry.”

      “Pffft,” Dorak made a noise and waved dismissively. “Don’t be. I haven’t had that much business in months. Since that pisspot Andradox put the taxes up again, people have been tighter with their money.”

      Colin nodded and ate another mouthful. “We were hoping to get a carriage.”

      “I know a guy,” Dorak nodded. “I’ll introduce you when he gets up.”

      Colin gave the big minotaur a questioning glance, and he nodded in the direction of the pair of legs Colin had noticed, but a set of solid thumps from outside had him grin. “Or now.”

      “Where is he, Dorak?” a woman yelled, followed by a loud bang as the doors flew open.

      Colin flinched at the sound, but couldn’t help but turn and look at who had walked in. It was a minotaur, only… she was something else. She lacked the broadness of the large bartender, but she almost matched him in height. Her muscles bulged as much as her tits stuck straight out. Colin just stared as she clomped inside, before veering off as she spotted the legs.

      “Dad!” she snapped, grabbing one leg and gave it a yank. A smaller minotaur popped into view. “Fucking hell, dad!” she growled.

      Colin didn’t feel the egg that fell out of his mouth as the big woman effortlessly hoisted her father over her shoulder. “Thanks Dorak, I’ll get this lug home and toss him in a water trough.”

      “Wait, Abella, this is Colin,” Dorak gestured.

      The big woman eyed Colin for a moment. “What do you want?”

      “Ummm,” Colin had no idea what was going on.

      “Needs a carriage,” Dorak offered.

      “Oh!” Abella smiled widely. “Why didn’t you say so? Come on round and we’ll see what we can cook up.”

      With that, the big woman turned and stomped out with her limp father still draped over her shoulder.

      “Close your mouth kid, she’s not interested unless you can beat her in a fight.”

      Colin snapped his mouth closed and turned back to his breakfast. “Experience talking?”

      Dorak nodded slowly, “It was let her win, or kill her. Either way, I came off half dead and bleeding. And killing her isn’t something I wanted.”

      “I’m sorry,” Colin offered.

      Dorak shrugged. “Was an experience I’ll never forget. She’s one hell of a woman for someone with the balls to go after her.”

      A series of thumps that led to a slow trickle of beautiful women coming down the stairs saved Colin from those thoughts.

      “Dorak!” Ira yelled as each of Colin’s wives flinched.

      “Keep your voice down,” the big man chuckled, earning a glare from Colin. “Food is coming. Get comfortable.”

      The big man went into the back as Colin’s wives shuffled over. Each one accepted a good morning kiss and a small hug before finding their seat, but it was Veronica’s refusal to look at him that had Colin on edge. This wasn’t the time to talk about it. For now, it was enough just to eat. With no further interruptions, that's exactly what they all did. When the meal was all said and done, Colin got directions from Dorak and led his wives out the door.

      The carriage builder wasn’t far. It was a single street down from the tavern and backed onto the prairies for the steeds. The building was extensive and from the coughing and spluttering Colin and the others could hear; it was definitely the right place. Stepping into what could only be a workshop, Abella stepped through a back door and gave them all a beaming smile.

      “Welcome!” Then she seemed to frown for a moment as each of Colin’s wives moved to stand with him. “All of you together?”

      “Yeah, these are my wives, Kasey, Libi, Alug, Gula, Dia, Ira, and Cupi. Veronica is also with us,” Colin gestured to each of them.

      “Aaaalright,” Abella nodded. “That makes you the prince, huh?”

      Colin heard the tone and shuffled nervously. “Is that a problem?”

      The big woman sighed and shook her head. “Not for me-”

      “Get out!” a man yelled, bursting through the back door, holding a club. “This business is loyal to the regent! No damned outsider is going to change that. He’s been good to us-”

      “Dad, shut it!” Abella growled.

      Colin watched the byplay between them. Abella was clearly younger, but she was also much larger, and Colin wondered if she’d put her father in his place before.

      “I don’t want their money,” the man crossed his arms. “Deal with them and get them out of here.”

      He turned and stormed out of the shop. It left Abella sighing and rubbing her head. “I’m sorry about my father.”

      “It’s fine,” Colin reassured her.

      “Should kick his fucking ass,” Ira growled.

      Colin would have said something, but Abella laughed despite herself. “What did you need the carriage for, anyway?”

      “We were going to see Master Bater. Find out if he wants to join me or not. Mistress Furore already has.”

      Abella gaped for a moment. “Y-you have Mistress Furore backing you?”

      “Yes, my mother was quite insistent. My husband proved his strength by bringing her a minotaur horn.”

      Abella gaped at the aroct and Colin wondered what was going through her mind. But the big woman slipped around the counter and came closer. “Tonight, after dinner. I’ll meet you at the tavern.”

      Colin grinned, “Thanks Abella.”

      She hushed Colin quickly, but gave him a smile and gestured for them all to go. Stepping outside, Colin stood beside his wives and took a deep breath. Right before they heard something like a big moo.

      “Oh, they have a herd.” Libi smiled and headed around the side.

      Colin frowned and followed, with the rest of his wives in tow. He froze at the sight before him. It resembled a longhorn steer. That is, if a longhorn had curved, jagged horns, purple scales and was about the size of a rhinoceros. The enormous creature seemed happy enough to eat the grass offered to it by Libi, who smiled sweetly.

      “That’s what people use to pull carriages here?” Colin asked.

      “Moloch, they’re faster than horses on Earth,” Ira nodded. “More stamina too. They’re also omnivores. They’ll eat plants where they can, but you give them meat and it keeps them going longer.”

      Colin just nodded and stared in awe.
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      Dorak conveniently waved at his newest customers and went into the back. He heard the heavy clomps of Abella’s hooves and knew it was now or never. Stepping into the back meant he could plead ignorant, if not innocent, later when her father came looking. It muted the voices he heard as he hummed an old war ballad Ira used to sing with him. That made him pause. Heading to the back of the room, Dorak took a deep breath and lifted the massive storage vat filled with ale. It creaked under his grip, but held together as Dorak shifted it aside. Below was a small, hidden panel built into the floor. Dorak got to his knees and reached for the crack that was actually a release. It clicked like it did the day he set and tested it. Lifting the panel off, Dorak reached in and took out a long, thick leather bag.

      “I always wondered if I’d have use for you again,” Dorak wondered aloud, as he drew his war axe. It was as sharp, oiled and dust free as the day he locked it away. He checked it over like an old friend. Dorak grinned. It was the second old friend he’d seen in as many days.
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      “Does anyone know how to drive this thing?” Colin asked when he saw the carriage. He was picturing something the size of a car. This was more the size of two hummers side by side. The wheels were like what you’d see on an old steam tractor and there were two molochs hitched to the front.

      “Even if you did, these babies are mine,” Abella grinned as she helped lift the ladies into the back.

      The carriage itself was open on top, but seemed to have removable ribbing to put up a cover.

      “Wait,” Colin groaned.

      “Yeah, fuck dad. Drunken asshole needs an ass kicking. A few weeks for a round trip should just about do it.”

      “Abella, look-”

      The big woman turned her glare to Colin. “Whatever you’re about to say, if it’s about me being a woman, danger or my competence, I’m going to beat you senseless and take directions from one of your wives.”

      Colin shook his head and smirked. “No, I just don’t wanna cause trouble.”

      Abella burst into laughter. Almost literally burst. After leaning on the carriage for support, she wiped away some tears and shot him a grin.

      “Trouble’s found you, little prince. I’m just making sure my family stays on the right side of it. Even if one of them is an ass.”

      “Get in the carriage, lover boy!” Libi called down from her perch.

      Abella offered him her hand, but Colin flapped his wings and boarded with a rather graceful hop, if he said so himself. The inside of the carriage was lacklustre. There were crates at the rear, beside a couple of barrels that sloshed with some kind of liquid. The rest of the space was empty, other than a rolled up tent that looked twice the size of theirs.

      The carriage shifted, making Colin stagger for a moment and he heard Abella laugh from the bench up front. “Hold on!”

      The crack of the reins was the only warning before the carriage launched into motion. The molochs were something else as they roared into the night sky. In mere moments, the wind was rushing through Colin’s hair. Libi and Kasey were laughing and Colin smiled, before snapping his wings open. In mere moments, he was airborne. The cool night air under his wings made it a pleasure and the speed the carriage moved let him enjoy the sensation.
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      The smell of meat roasting over a fire was the first thing Colin detected as he awoke. Opening his eyes, he couldn’t help the grin on his face. Cupi had pressed herself under one arm, while Kasey was under the other. Ira had somehow ended up between his legs and was using his thigh as a pillow. Kasey, Libi, Dia, and the twins were all scattered about on the bed, cuddled to one another and sleeping peacefully.

      There had been no shenanigans the night before. They’d only travelled for about an hour. Once they were well and truly on the prairie, Abella stopped and helped get set up for the evening. Apparently, there were predators that hid in the grass, and it was easier to run into them in the dark. Not that it would be a problem, more an inconvenience. Which was rapidly made obvious when Veronica took out a loud whistle and blew a few tones. Abella wasn’t too shocked by Zippy suddenly appearing out of the dark, but she still leaped to her feet when Harley appeared a few minutes later, much to the delight of Kasey. With the tents set up, their bellies full and the night still long, it was best to bed down for the night.

      Now, the morning after, Colin extracted himself from amongst a horde of womanly flesh. Last of all, being Ira, who Colin scooped into his arms. The tool, killer and monster, mumbled softly as Colin cradled her against his chest. She seemed to smile, then frown cutely as Colin placed her back on the bed. She squirmed for a moment and bumped against Cupi, who subconsciously pulled the smaller woman into her arms. Colin gave the scene a soft smile before turning and heading out of the tent.

      Abella was sitting before a fire, roasting what looked like a leg of something on a spit. Colin wasn’t sure where the meat came from until he spotted Harley, who was chewing on something that resembled a moose. That is, if moose were green and had antlers that resembled satellite dishes in both shape and colouration.

      “Morning, Harley’s quite the hunter,” Abella nodded.

      “He’s going to be an asset if he keeps this up,” Colin nodded.

      Abella smirked, “Dunsk are hard to catch. Harder alone. If he manages it, he’ll do well where we’re going.”

      Colin just nodded along and made a lap of the camp. The grass on the prairie made it impossible to see outside of the small area they had parked for the evening. If not for a flattened section for the road, it wouldn’t be possible to navigate unless you got up very high. A low thrum in the air had Colin glance up as Veronica whizzed overhead on Zippy’s back. As quickly as they came into view, she was gone again.

      “Just keeping the bigger threats at bay,” Abella smiled. “The creatures on the plains are deathly afraid of things that fly and that petulara of hers makes one hell of a racket.”

      “Right,” Colin nodded. “What kind of things?”
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      Colin scanned the ground. He rested his eyes on anything that was out of the ordinary. They’d been on the move for a few hours and he was on edge. Kasey and Libi were up in the air as well. They circled around now and then to check on him.

      “Colin, you know the rule for animal attacks?” Kasey called, swooping past.

      Colin rolled his eyes, but kept his gaze pointed downward. “The whole, they’re more afraid of you?”

      “Exactly!” Kasey called, flapping closer and brushing Colin’s wing with her own. “The amount of noise down there will drive off just about anything except an ester, and Harley is more than capable of warning us if one of those is about to jump out.”

      “I just want everyone to be safe!” Called frowned.

      “And you can!” Kasey smiled. “Work on your flying, get used to the feel. Do some loops and enjoy. The more comfortable you are in the air, the better.”

      Colin nodded, but Kasey flipped over him mid air, swatting his ass. “Tag!”

      Colin got over his shock as Kasey rapidly beat her wings to climb. Colin grinned and surged upward after her. His wings gave him the edge as he rapidly gained, and Kasey knew it. As he got closer, she shot him a smile over her shoulder, before rolling sharply and diving at the ground. Not wanting to be outdone, Colin did the same, albeit slower. The feeling of his stomach trying to fly out nearly made him open his wings again, but he swallowed the feeling and let gravity have him.

      The sound of rushing wind drowned out all else. Colin had to squint at the rushing air as it whipped past, but he kept sight of his beautiful nephilim even as his eyes watered. She flared her wings slightly to take her headlong dive into a long swoop. Colin tried to mimic the actions, but kept his dive far steeper. As Colin closed the gap, Kasey began pulling up but Colin kept the dive going longer and was brushing the top of the grass before he started rising below the nimble nephilim. As he came up from underneath, she looked down and shot him a smile. Right before she opened and flared her wings.

      Colin watched with frustration as Kasey practically came to a stop, mid-air. Racing past, Colin struggled to follow that particular move with his massive wings. So he carried his momentum around and spotted her racing off in the opposite direction, further away from Abella and the others. Colin growled softly and surged after her. His inner demon came alive when she flashed him a smile, and Colin snarled as he pumped his wings even harder. Unlike before, he kept himself a comfortable height above her, even as he closed the gap.

      Looming over, Kasey tried to dart to one side, but Colin battered her with a wing. She shifted back and forth, but Colin kept her where he wanted. Colin wanted to savour his victory and enjoyed their moment of fun. Kasey seemed to tuck her legs for a moment and made a few odd movements, mid air. Before Colin knew what happened, a colourful flash vanished behind them, followed by Kasey suddenly pitching up. Colin had no choice but to catch her in his arms before her sudden weight dragged them both down. Colin held Kasey tightly as they ploughed into the tall grass, but it was surprisingly soft and brought them to a gradual stop.

      “Kasey!” Colin gasped.

      “Oh no, please help!” Kasey cried.

      Colin sat up, but Kasey just pressed her ass into his crotch. “No please, I’m just an innocent nephilim.”

      

      CLICK

      

      “And what does a nephilim think is going to happen, flying around in my territory!?” Colin growled, sitting up and confirming, the coloured flash he spotted was her panties being dropped back in the prairie.

      “I’m sorry,” Kasey begged cutely, laying her shoulders on the soft grass while wiggling her ass up at him. “I’ll do anything!”

      Colin grinned as he flopped his cock out. Dropping the meaty appendage on Kasey’s ass, he admired the difference in contrast. “I suppose, if you’ll do ANYTHING, I might just keep you then.”

      “I’ll be good,” Kasey promised, as Colin lined his cock up with her pussy and pushed.

      She was dripping wet already and whimpered as Colin speared himself into her. Kasey clawed at the grass as if trying to get away, but she pushed her ass back, grinding her hips into him at the same time.

      “Oh no,” Colin growled. “We can’t have you escaping.”

      Reaching over her, Colin grabbed her arms and pulled them back. Now Kasey was pinned face down, with Colin’s cock inside her. He held onto both her arms that were pulled right back, so she couldn’t struggle or move very far.

      “Please,” Kasey begged softly, as she rocked her hips. “Mercy?”

      “There’s no mercy for a weak little nephilim,” Colin growled.

      With all the leverage he could ask for, Colin started thrusting. Keeping Kasey in place was easy as she gripped his arms, even as he gripped hers. Her ass met each thrust of his cock and she wailed loudly into the air. Colin heard the approach of Veronica, probably reacting to the screams. As Kasey began to scream and orgasm on his cock, Colin glanced up and made eye contact with the hovering rattus. The fur on her face stood on end as she nudged Zippy and the pair raced away.

      “Oh fuck, Colin!” Kasey gasped.

      “You’re mine, Kasey,” Colin growled, before continuing to thrust.

      “Yours!” She nodded, even as she gasped into the air.

      “Fuck, this feels so good!” Colin grinned and pumped harder. He could feel her wetness running down his legs, even as her pussy clenched and spasmed over his cock. She was so wet, willing and ready, Colin couldn’t help but love her more. She literally gave up her whole life, following him to hell, and here she was screaming about how much she loved getting fucked by him.

      “Tell me you didn’t take your potion today!” Kasey cried.

      Slowing for a moment, Colin gulped. “I… Didn’t.”

      Kasey growled, “No, say it like you mean it!”

      “I didn’t take my potion this morning,” Colin tried again. That horrible tasting potion wasn’t easy to forget, and with the distractions, he’d completely forgotten.

      “Say it sensually! Please?”

      “Kasey…” Colin slowed to a stop. “I’m not kidding. Seriously, I forgot about the potion this morning. I had breakfast, spoke with Abella and took off to scout.”

      “You mean,” Kasey clenched her kegel muscles. “You could really get me pregnant. Right here and now, you could breed me.”

      Colin felt her hands tighten in his arms and swallowed. “Kasey-”

      “Just a sweet little nephilim,” Kasey pouted cutely. “All alone in the wilderness, hunted down by a big, merciless demon.”

      “Kasey-”

      “All she wants is to escape,” Kasey continued, ignoring Colin entirely. “But the big, bad demon has other ideas.” She rocked her hips back and forth on Colin’s painfully erect dick. “Please, Mr. Demon sir. Don’t breed me. I’ll be a good girl, I promise.”

      Colin blinked twice before he surged into action. Slamming his cock into Kasey, she squealed at the force of his thrusts. But Colin ignored her and kept up his pace. Kasey, his beautiful Kasey. The woman, determined to father his children back on earth. Outside of his adoptive mother, the woman he loved first. The woman who literally followed him to hell.

      “You’re not going anywhere,” Colin grunted.

      “Yes!” Kasey replied.

      “You’re going to take my seed, like the good little nephilim you are.”

      “YES!”

      “AND, You WILL raise my children!”

      Colin growled out that last part as his sperm boiled up inside. It felt hot as it fired into Kasey’s throbbing pussy. She had practically orgasmed through the whole pounding he had given her. But the feeling of his cock squirting inside her had pushed her over the edge. She wasn’t capable of rational thought. All she knew was that Colin was making her a mother. Right here, right now. Her lifelong dream was coming true, with the man she loved. Even as the feeling of Colin’s spurts slowed to a stop. She still came. Colin, mad with lust, kept fucking and Kasey, mad with love, kept screaming.

      Libi watched from high up, with a grin on her face. “You get him sister.”

      Biting her lip, she looked down at the carriage as it raced along. She appreciated how quickly the molochs could move when they wanted to. And it also meant she could probably egg Gula and Alug into a little fun. So with a quick glance at Colin and Kasey, she turned back towards the carriage, mindful of the cool air on her wet thighs.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Eight

          

        

      

    

    
      “Can we get some sugar or something?” Colin asked as he cringed through the flavour of the infertility potion. As he looked around, all he saw was a series of expressions, from Kasey’s blushing smile to Dia’s pout.

      “Sugar would reduce the potion's effectiveness,” Dia replied. “It binds to some chemicals in the potion, changing how it behaves.”

      Colin sighed as he placed the small glass vial back in his rucksack. It had been a week since they had left Northolme and Pratum was finally in sight. The entire trip, since he had intentionally had unprotected sex with Kasey, had been rather tense, and it was pretty obvious. When they returned from their romp, everyone knew what they’d been up to, but as the twins moved in for their meal, Kasey politely stopped them. Then, to make matters worse, Colin had been at that very moment, gagging through the infertility potion. Long story short, demons were creatures of desire and they very much desired his children. It was only after Libi, with Ira’s help, explained that them all being pregnant at the same time could be dangerous, that Colin got the vial back. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t still in trouble.

      “Ladies, my loves,” Colin sighed. “I wasn’t thinking, I’m sorry. You all mean so very much to me and when given the opportunity, I took it, same as any of you would,” he grinned as they sheepishly nodded in agreement. “I promise, once this is all said and done, and we have somewhere safe to raise our children, you’ll have your turn.”

      “You better give me twins,” Libi pouted cutely. “Succubi and incubi with a good matchup are known to have twins.”

      Colin grinned. “Even if I don’t, we’ll just have to try again.” This time, even the succubus blushed and nodded.

      “Come on,” Abella called. “The molochs have finished their meals and are ready to go. Get your stuff loaded.”

      Veronica buzzed overhead, doing her usual sweeps of the area, and Kasey, after blowing a kiss at everyone, climbed atop Harley. The big cat had followed them so far. He was definitely part of the group. Even the molochs weren’t wary of him any more. In fact, Harley had taken to sharing his kills with the enormous animals, even as he shared them with us. Abella was positively ecstatic about the situation and we’d made good time getting here.

      Unlike most of the days, Colin spent his time in the carriage as it trundled along. He expected the carriage ride to be bumpy on its metal wheels. Like it had when they raced from Northolme that first night. But it seemed at this slightly lower speed, the wide, flat wheels pressed the grasses down either side of the road and it made for a smooth, comfortable ride. It was just as well, as they had to deviate around oncoming carriages occasionally, being so close to the city, but the big molochs didn’t seem to mind pushing through the grass on their own.

      Colin’s only genuine concern was Kasey. With Harley, she was invisible in this place to anyone that wasn’t flying overhead, and even then Veronica drove them off easily. He needed to thank her for that, except she completely avoided him since the incident in the tavern. With a sigh, Colin got himself comfortable for the last leg of the trip.

      It was just after noon when Abella slowed. Colin sat up and got a good look at the place. Everything seemed to be made of brick and mortar. A few of the larger buildings looked like stone, but brick seemed the most common. The buildings ranged from single storey to three, with a larger building in the centre that resembled a shabby keep. Around the outside of the town was a brick and mortar wall, only barely higher than the grass that surrounded it. And like the guards at Greymoore being a majority aroct, here, they seemed mostly floof.

      “Halt!” one called as they approached the gate.

      Kasey hunkered down beside Colin, having transferred to the carriage before they got too close, but that still left Harley walking beside them in the open.

      “All carriages are to be inspected before entry!” the guard called.

      Colin looked him over. The aroct guards seemed to wear metal armour, but these floof seemed mostly to wear leather. The armour didn’t offer as much protection, but it meant they were probably a little quicker. Each carried a spear with a metal tip and a short sword at their hips. So they weren’t completely devoid of metals.

      “What are you checking for?” Abella asked. “I’ve never been searched in twenty years!”

      “New orders,” the guard replied as he directed two more around the other side. “We’re searching for someone.”

      “A nephilim?” Colin asked.

      The guard froze before turning his gaze to Colin. But Colin stared right back for a moment. “And the prince.”

      “And what are your orders if you found them?” Colin asked, flexing his claws. Kasey was still staying low, so she wasn’t immediately obvious.

      “We have orders,” the guard replied, now sounding a little nervous. “To detain the prince and bring them before Master Bater.”

      Colin nodded before volleying over the edge of the carriage onto the ground below. “My name is Colin. I am the prince you have been ordered to detain.”

      “H-how-”

      “Kasey, let them see you!” Colin called.

      The guard froze as he spotted the white wings of the beautiful nephilim. “I…” The guard went for his sword, knowing he was too close for the spear.

      Colin just smiled and offered his hands. “Please, detain me.”

      The guard paused before reaching behind himself. Pulling out a pair of medieval style manacles, the guard approached Colin carefully to fit them in place.

      “There we go,” Colin smiled. “Now, do you mind if I jump back in the carriage while you escort us to Master Bater?”

      “Ummm,” the guard paused. “Yes, I suppose that’s fine. B-but we still need to search it!”

      Colin rolled his eyes. “You’re searching the carts for the Prince right, you’ve already got him.”

      The guard seemed to think for a moment before nodding. Colin knew Gula and Alug were probably on the smarter end of their species. He hadn’t had a lot to do with them outside the twins, but he didn’t have high hopes. Turning his back to the guard, Colin gripped the manacles and ripped them apart in his hands, dropping the now useless metal on the ground.

      “Wha-wait!” the guard cried.

      Colin leaped with a flap of his wings and landed back on the carriage. “You detained me. Now escort us.”

      “B-but you’re prisoners, how did-”

      “What is your name?” Cupi asked.

      “Doleth,” the guard replied, stunned at the whole situation.

      “Well, Doleth. I am Cupiditas, Diplomat of Regent Andradox to Mistress Furore, here with the daughter of Mistress Furore, Invidia. Both mated to the rightful prince and heir, Colin, who you need to escort to Master Bater.”

      “M-mated?” Doleth mumbled, looking over the collection of women before him. “So it-it’s true?”

      “Doleth,” Colin growled, “Please stop ogling my wives. I have mated each of them except the lovely Abella.” Colin didn’t mention Veronica, who was waiting for them beyond the wall inside the town. They had a special barn for messengers to hole up and she had gone ahead once she believed them to be close enough to the city, not to matter. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t currently watching.

      “Right,” Doleth nodded. “Permission to board? It will be easier to give you directions that way.”

      “Climb on,” Abella grumbled, knowing perfectly where she needed to go.

      As Doleth climbed up, he froze, seeing all the ladies watching him. He caught Colin’s glare and turned around before gesturing for Abella to move.

      “Ladies, if they try anything funny, you are to fight as hard as you can to escape. But surrender if it would cost your life otherwise. I’ll find you, no matter where you end up.”

      “Yes, husband,” Ira growled, while Kasey clutched tightly at his arm.

      It was the biggest risk for her. Nephilim on their own would have a very short, painful existence here. Her being part of Colin’s group might make that worse. She would forever be his chief priority if ever something went wrong. He shook off those thoughts and admired the city as they passed through.

      Pratum seemed much larger than Greymoore at first glance, but then Colin realised that this place was set up differently. Greymoore was vertical in comparison. Most buildings in Greymoore were multi storey. Here, most were only single or double at most. With the larger buildings further to the centre. The architecture was the same as they went, which told Colin that they had observed the same level of care at every quarter. While there was, no doubt, a poor district, it impressed him it wasn’t obvious. There also seemed to be a distinct lack of homeless or beggars. Everyone out and about seemed to have something to do and only those stopping to eat or chat seemed to loiter. But by far, the most overwhelming thing he noticed was the smell.

      Meat.

      It was everywhere. It was steamed, fried, roasted, seasoned and served raw. Sure, there was the odd blacksmith or a jeweller, but by far the most common type of trade here was food and beverages. Just about everyone carried something to eat with them. It was almost comical. Colin snorted in amusement as they passed an obviously pregnant minotaur carrying a large bowl heaped with what looked like mashed potatoes sprinkled with bacon. She was doing a good job of juggling the bowl while carrying an armful of other groceries.

      His amusement waned as they came closer to the keep. It was a large building. Made of bricks and mortar like most others, but these bricks were much, much larger. The keep was several stories taller than most of the others, and it sat on a strange lean that Colin didn’t think was safe. But he didn’t have the chance to admire things as the carriage came to a stop outside the main doors. And… Well they were a decent size for doors, but the doors in Dorak’s tavern were bigger.

      “Make way! We’ve captured the Prince!” Doleth yelled.

      The guards formed up quickly. Two opened the doors, while Colin and his wives climbed down from the carriage.

      “Hey, catch!” Colin looked up, to see a barrel hurtling towards him. Without a moment to think, Colin braced and caught it on his chest. Plopping it on the ground, Abella grinned from above. “Two more!”

      Grinning, Colin nodded and ignored the approaching guards as Abella tossed the two barrels down to him. With that done, Abella joined them on the ground and picked up two of the barrels. Hosting them over her shoulders with ease, Colin shrugged and picked up the third and, while he had the strength to lift it easily enough, he didn’t see himself having the shoulder room to carry two of them.

      “Right, let’s go!” Abella called.

      “You just wait here for mommy, okay?” Kasey smiled at Harley and he rumbled back, grumpily.

      The guards, rightly confused, seemed to just do as Abella asked and surround them all. Cupi moved ahead of Colin, while Ira kept to his side. The others seemed to just stick close. But after a few steps, Libi’s “Ouch!” brought Colin to a stop.

      The thump of Colin’s barrel hitting the ground made Abella turn around to check, but she wasn’t what he was focusing on.

      “Move along!” the guard growled. He was standing directly behind Libi, who grimaced and tugged a wing around to her front. “What are you waiting for? MOVE IT!” He raised his spear to use it as a battering ram and shove Libi with it a second time, but he didn’t account for Colin.

      Stepping through his wives, Colin caught the haft of the spear in one hand and glared at the guard. “You struck my wife.”

      “And I’ll fucking strike you too, you little shit-”

      Colin slammed the guard’s spear into his face. While the guard probably bruised Libi’s wing, Colin shattered his teeth. The guard was making horrible noises as he writhed on the ground. He ignored Ira’s snarling behind him as the other guards tried to move in to help. Lifting the haft of the spear, Colin brought it down over the ribs of the guard. The floof yelped at the impact, but Colin swung again, cracking it across the man’s raised shins. The guard cried out and rolled onto his side. With his back exposed, Colin swung like a golf club and shattered the spear over the guard’s back.

      Surging with power, Colin spread his wings as black flames leaped from his skin. Pumping out as much lust as he could, he penetrated just about everyone in the city that was susceptible. Knowing he couldn’t affect children meant he didn’t need to care about tempering his power. So he let himself loose.

      “NOBODY TOUCHES MY WIVES!”

      The combination of lust, fused with his words, must have driven home the message. Those who were still standing took a step back at Colin’s rage. With a final glare at the softly sobbing guard, Colin shut off his power and checked on Libi, who looked like she was about to get on her knees for him, but Colin just kissed her instead.

      “Y-you just assaulted a guard,” Doleth stammered.

      Colin glared at the floof until he looked away. “We came here without resisting. We were polite, didn’t cause trouble, and that guard assaulted my wife for no reason. How many other people has he abused over the years?”

      Doleth grimaced and nodded. “Right, but I’ll still need to report to Master Bater.”

      Leaving the choked sobs of the beaten guard, Colin followed Abella after picking up the barrel and continued inside. The main room was a banquet hall, and it was immediately obvious it was mostly for one. The floof at the end of the table was huge. Not like Dorak was huge, but huge as in. This man seemed to do nothing but eat. Only, he stared slack jawed at the newcomers that followed inside.

      “Abella,” the man mumbled. “W-what was… What happened? I felt… I felt strange.”

      “Uncle,” Abella bowed slightly. “One of your guards assaulted my companion’s wife. He got a little mad in retaliation.”

      “My word,” the man mumbled, before picking up what looked like an oversized turkey leg. “Is that my sauce?”

      “It is. I also have a barrel of my milk,” Abella dropped the two barrels she carried before taking Colin’s and placing it with hers.

      “Oh, you’re good to me!” the big man grinned, standing up on shaky legs. He waddled over as Abella pried off the lid of one barrel. The floof dipped the drumstick into the barrel, extracting it with a thick coating of what looked like barbecue sauce. The floof took a bite and moaned in delight. “My dear, this might be your best batch yet.”

      “Thank you, uncle,” Abella smiled. “Now, can I introduce my friends?”

      “Certainly!” the big floof smiled.

      “Uncle, this is Colin, the lost prince, and his wives. Alug, Dia, Gula, Ira, Cupi, Kasey and Libi. Everyone, this is Master Bater.”

      “Oh, it's,” Master Bater froze. “Did you say prince?”
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      Master Bater glanced from Colin to Abella and then the barrels. “Guards, seize the prince and his wives.”

      “Uncle!” Abella cried.

      The big man shook his head. “I’m sorry, my dear. I have orders.”

      “Uncle, you need to listen to Colin! Just hear him out, please?!”

      The big man sighed and reached for Abella’s hand. “I’m sorry.”

      Colin extended his claws as he felt the glands in his mouth tense in readiness. The guards looked nervous, after what they’d seen Colin do, but moved in regardless.

      “Fine!” Abella stamped her hoof with a loud crack on the stone floor. “This is the last batch of sauce you’ll ever get from me.”

      “What?” Master Bater froze. Colin glanced at the rotund man and saw genuine fear in his eyes. “You wouldn’t… Abella.”

      “No,” the big woman shook her head. “If you hand my friends to Andradox, I’ll never bring you another barrel of my special sauce.”

      Master Bater genuinely looked like he was about to cry as he raised his hand in a ‘halt’ motion. “Colin, was it?”

      Colin turned his attention from the closest guard to the Master, who had placed his drumstick on the table. “Yes?”

      “Why is my niece telling me to speak to you?”

      Colin shrugged. “She’s a friend. She brought me here to speak to you, so I can ask for your help against Andradox.”

      “What do you need my help for?”

      “I was raised on earth with human parents,” Colin frowned. “I didn’t want to come here, but I was forced. Now I’m here, I can’t go home and the regent wants to kill me. Worse, one of my wives is a nephilim. And-”

      “He will do far worse to her,” Master Bater nodded. “What does this have to do with me?”

      “Mistress Furore has already sworn fealty to the prince,” Dia offered.

      “We hoped you would too,” Gula and Alug said in unison.

      Master Bater frowned. “Mistress Furore… She wouldn't bow to anyone. Especially not now.”

      “My mother,” Dia politely interrupted. “Was not happy at first, but she came to see reason.”

      “Mother,” Master Bater gaped for a moment, before turning and making his way back to his seat. “You are aware, you are asking my people to commit to war, yes?”

      Colin nodded. “If there was a way to just ride off into the wilderness and live with my wives, I’d take it. But Andradox has already tried to kill me and mine. I’m already at war.”

      “I can’t afford a war,” Master Bater said slowly. “A millennium ago, taxes were on goods or coins as the regent demanded. Now we’re taxed in both. I don’t have the resources to fight a war.”

      “Uncle, didn’t you just pay your last levy?” Abella asked.

      “Yes child, but it takes all year to save for the next.”

      “I imagine we’ll be in open conflict well within the year,” Cupi offered. “If we are successful, we will reduce your taxes to a more appropriate amount.”

      “What do you know of our situation?” Master Bater asked.

      Cupi smiled. “Cupiditas, Diplomat for the Regent, sent to Mistress Furore, before my husband, the Prince, mated me. I am aware of your situation, just as I am aware, that even a millennium ago, your taxes were too high. Your land cannot support this output for another millennium. Eventually you will have conflict, whether or not you side with us.”

      Master Bater sighed and slumped in his chair. “You’re not wrong,” he sighed and grabbed his drumstick before taking a bite. “With taxes just paid, it will be almost another year before they’re due again. If I cannot pay up, I will have mere weeks before the regent’s armies are on my doorstep.”

      “And by doing nothing, the same will happen in the next few hundred years, whether you like it or not,” Cupi added.

      “Very well,” Master Bater nodded. “You will have the support of the floof.”

      “It will be short-lived,” hissed an unfamiliar voice.

      Colin turned and frowned at the figure moving towards them. They were… rather indescribable. Whoever they were, moved almost with an odd limp. Like one leg was longer than the other. They covered their entire body in a large cloak, deep enough that Colin couldn’t make out the face.

      “Who are you?” Colin narrowed his eyes as he stood his ground.

      “Colin, get back,” Ira hissed.

      Colin frowned at the small warrior, but saw a measure of fear in Ira’s eyes. With a snarl, Colin turned back to the approaching hooded figure. It simply held up a pale hand. A purple light began to form and Colin felt Kasey clutch him tightly.

      “I love you Colin. I love you so-” The light pulsed and Kasey collapsed against him.

      “KASEY!” Colin cried, grabbing her as she fell. She stared blankly into the distance. Colin checked her over. She wasn’t breathing and her heart wasn’t beating.

      “Interesting, I only got the nephilim,” the being murmured.

      Colin, on the other hand, fumed, barely on the edge of rationality. “What did you do?!”

      “Relax, I’ll put her soul back, once you settle-”

      “BRING HER BACK NOW!” Colin roared as his power leaked from his pores.

      But the thing ‘tsked,’ in response.

      Colin burst into action. Tearing across the room, the thing raised a hand. A purple light emulated from the floor before a pile of bones burst free. Before they could take shape, Colin smashed through. As he stepped past the bones, they quickly reformed, grabbing his leg. Ira raced past, but a second set of bones burst out of the floor and made a grab for her. She struck out, carving furrows through the bones, but without guts to spill, it cut her work out for her.

      Alug and Gula took their turns racing past with weapons held high. This time the thing engaged with them directly. It summoned a bone staff and went blow to blow with the floof. Libi raced in to help Ira with her bones, while Abella’s massive form smashed the bones away from Colin. Twisting, he could see Cupi awkwardly defending against her own bone pile, while Dia had a terrified expression on her face beside Master Bater.

      “Abella, help Cupi!”

      The bones were already reforming. They were essentially shapeless blobs with an occasional arm that would form and take a swing. Ira seemed frustrated that her claws barely did anything to them, while Libi, holding what looked like a big food platter, seemed to do much better at smashing them apart. Turning his attention back to the creature, Colin snarled as it slipped past Gula’s guard and smashed the side of her face with its staff. Gula went down in a heap, while Alug howled and doubled down in her anger. The being in the cloak, whatever it was, didn’t expect the wave of overwhelming lust that rolled over it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The lich hissed in anger as it fought the two floof. They were skilled opponents. But the Lich had lifetimes of knowledge to draw upon. Not that it had much of an option. This newest soul was rather feisty. The moment she’d absorbed it, the nephilim had been screaming and cursing. It seemed to know instinctively that it could do nothing but act as a distraction. And it did that rather well.

      “Colin is going to kill you, you stinky bitch!” Kasey screamed, even as invisible tears rolled down her cheeks. “You have no idea what you’ve done. He won’t ever stop hunting you!”

      The Lich snarled and made a faint for one of the floof, when the other moved to attack, that left them open. Changing direction at the last minute, the lich slammed her staff into the side of her face, knocking the floof to the ground.

      “You seem rather confident about him!” the Lich snarled at the nephilim soul.

      “Of course I do!” she shot back. “He loves me!”

      “Demons don’t love,” the lich snarled. “Never have and never will. They’re greedy, egotistical monsters who only act for their own self-”

      The lich staggered. It felt overwhelming lust flood its senses. It was an emotion the lich hadn’t allowed itself to feel for a very long time. Not since its betrayal and banishment to this place. It took a moment to realise there was a lull in the fighting, but the floof it was fighting against seemed similarly affected. The lich brought its staff around to take out the floof, but the so-called prince was faster. Before the lich could register that the incubus had moved, the lich slammed into the wall. Several of its ribs broke on impact and it could feel where the broken ends had punctured into its lungs.

      “Oh, my husband is just getting started,” the nephilim cackled. “He tried to fight an archangel for me as a mortal. What do you think he’s going to do to you?”

      “Shut up!” the lich hissed.

      This time, it was ready for the strike. Dodging despite its injuries, it narrowly missed the punch that shattered the brick wall. With a moment of distraction, the lich swung for the prince’s head, but he whirled around and blocked it with a forearm. Though… Block was an odd choice of wording. It was more like the prince intercepted the blow, with enough force to shatter the staff. The Lich felt the jarring sensation rush up its arm and leaped back to avoid a slash of claws.

      “BRING. HER. BACK!”

      “You better listen!” the nephilim sung.

      Sending out a quick command, the lich’s pets flashed back to their master. Now, they covered the lich with bone. It raised itself up to the size of a minotaur. Every bone was jagged and sharp, capable of terrible wounds, simply by touching an enemy. This was a form the lich didn’t use often, as it was quite destructive.

      “That’s not going to stop him.”

      “Shut up!” the lich hissed at the grinning nephilim.

      Turning her attention back to the prince, the women had taken several steps back. Even the floof the lich had cracked over the head was upright again, though she was bleeding and didn’t look happy.

      “Bring her back, or I will kill you,” the prince said, in a remarkably calm voice, considering the black flames literally dripping from his wings.

      “Why do you care?” the lich hissed. “Andradox will kill you, then all the others. At least if I hold her soul, she won’t suffer to death at the hands of Andradox’s torturer.”

      Colin grit his teeth and snarled. “I’m going to kill Andradox and anyone who follows him, starting with YOU!”

      Before the Lich could correct the prince, he launched. It barely had enough time to bring up a colossal arm, but it was no use. The prince, slamming into the limb, ignored the barbs and blades before ripping it apart with his bare hands. Bone scattered across the room in pieces as the prince dropped to the ground.

      “Better put me back,” the nephilim commented. “He’s not playing anymore.”

      “You’re a fool, he doesn’t love you!” the lich hissed.

      “Yes, he does. You’re just not used to seeing what that looks like.”

      The lich looked down at the prince. Gone was the wild rage from the beginning of the fight. Now it was cool determination on his face. But that didn’t change the force of his blow. The lich staggered with each strike. It wasn’t fast enough to go on the offence and had planned on using the bulk of this form to muscle through. The prince was smashing apart each attack with ease, sending bone fragments across the room. Of course, the lich was summoning them back, but it took time. The bones weren’t coming back fast enough, and the prince was getting closer.
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      Colin just felt cold as he fought. His other wives stayed back with Master Bater. Libi was crying as she held Kasey’s body. And Colin felt rage that the two who had started as enemies had become so close. All of them really, even Abella and Veronica. Colin was thankful to have them all as the sound of thundering wings approached. The doors burst open and Veronica, riding Zippy, burst into the large room. The petulara slammed into the back of the bone creature and beat its wings viciously to yank it around. Harley, not to be outdone, was a moment behind and slammed into the bone creature's legs, biting down with a snarl and toppling it to the ground.

      With a clear opening, Colin leaped onto its chest, smashing aside a bone blade that suddenly extended to stab him. Raising both fists, Colin brought them down with all his strength.

      The impact slammed the bone creature flat, and the black cloaked being inside cried out in a high-pitched voice. Raising himself up, Colin braced before bringing his fists down a second time. This time, as the being screamed, the bones collapsed around it.

      “Enough!” it cried. “Please, enough!”

      Colin shoved the now lifeless bones aside before grabbing the cloak of the being in front of him. Ripping it apart to see what was underneath, Colin froze. It… She… She wasn’t what he expected at all… Her body looked like someone had pieced together it from a collection of mismatched pieces. Almost like Frankenstein's monster, but… Sexier. The only clothing she wore beneath seemed to be a sort of crop top and underwear that showed her figure well. Not that it mattered. She would die unless she brought back-

      “I’ll do it,” she begged. “I’ll bring her back. I’m sorry. Please don’t hurt me?”
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      Kasey gasped and smiled as Colin planted his lips against her own. She gripped him tightly and cried happy tears. Truth be told, she wasn’t sure the lich could bring her back, but she had a hunch and did all she could to make it happen.

      “There, I brought her back,” the odd woman said, sliding backward under the glares of everyone around her.

      “Who sent you?” Colin asked.

      The thing shook her head. “I’m not answering questions.”

      Colin growled, “Someone get some chains on her.”

      “What?” she gasped.

      “You just killed my wife in an instant. I’m not letting you go to slink back to whoever your master is.”

      “But-”

      The thing was stunned as a pair of floof put her in manacles before blindfolding her and binding her legs together. Colin shrugged at how far they’d gone, but didn’t stop them.

      “Don’t be mad,” Kasey pressed herself into Colin’s chest. “She’s not all bad.”

      “How do you know?” Colin asked. Kasey smiled, and Colin sighed, knowing of all people she would know. “Alright, what do we do with her?”

      “Kill the cunt.” “Bring her with us.” Ira and Kasey said at the same time.

      Colin glanced at them both. Ira was still fuming and after blood. But Kasey reached up and took the small woman’s hand. “I’m okay, Ira.”

      “I just…” Ira sighed.

      “There’s nothing you could have done to stop what happened, not even me. And what if she summons those bones again?”

      “Then we kill her,” Colin said loud enough so that the woman could hear. “What is she anyway?”

      “Lich,” Ira spat. “A thing created on earth. There’s only been a few of them. Most got killed by the angels. This one ended up here. She’s been here a very long time.”

      Colin frowned for a moment, thinking about how he was on this plane because angels were trying to kill him. He also recalled the story of Frankenstein and wondered.

      “Alright, we take her with us. Master Bater?”

      The big man nodded. “Right, yes. You have my support.”

      “Thank you, uncle,” Abella smiled.

      The big man nodded. “Yes yes. Now, someone take the lich to the dungeon. We need to have a feast!”

      Colin glanced at the mound of food on the table already, but kept his mouth shut. “Master Bater?” Colin called. “Is there somewhere my wives and I can freshen up?”

      “Yes!” he grinned and clapped his hands, ignoring the sauce that flicked everywhere. At the sound of his clap, a floof appeared through a side door and Master Bater gestured to Colin’s group. “Please have rooms arranged for my guests, then send word to the kitchens to prepare a feast.”

      “Yes, Master,” the floof nodded and gestured for Colin to follow.

      “Veronica, can you look after Harley?” Kasey called.

      “Of course,” Veronica smiled, but in a tone that suggested it wasn’t entirely genuine.

      The servant led them through the door he had come from and towards a stairwell. He took them up two flights of stairs into a long hall. There were tapestries along the walls. Colin ignored the fact almost every one of them was a feast of some sort. But it provided a running history of Master Bater’s growing waistline, as each tapestry was newer than the last.

      “Mistress Abella,” the man bowed. “Your room is ready as per usual.”

      “Thank you Lars,” Abella smiled at the floof man.

      “Your rooms, my prince,” Lars bowed, before pushing open the door they stood before.

      He stepped inside and bowed politely as Colin followed with his wives. It was a large, lavish room. There were plates of pastries, bowls of fruit, and what looked like kegs of wine and ale already provided. In the middle of the room was a large heated pool and an equally grand bed at the far end that Colin eyed carefully, as there was a floof woman on it.

      Lars bowed quickly and left, as his wives seemed to freeze in place. “Ummm,” the woman on the bed mumbled. “I don’t suppose-”

      “You can go,” Libi smiled.

      “Right… You’re… You’re not going to get me in trouble, right?” The woman asked nervously as she stood up. “I’m supposed to be part of the room and…”

      “Let her stay,” Kasey said softly. “I’m sure there’s a spare pillow and blanket somewhere she can sleep on if the bed isn’t big enough.”

      Colin nodded, “Right, you can stay, just…” Colin drew blanks.

      “You can act as our servant,” Cupi smiled and stepped forward. “Would you mind helping me undress? I wish to bathe.”

      “Yes mistress,” the floof leaped off the bed. “I am trained in the arts of pleasure. Would you like a massage?”

      “Oh yes,” Cupi smiled as the young floof quickly stripped her naked. Without waiting, Cupi climbed into the water and placed her arms crossed on the edge. Resting her chin on her arms, she smiled up at Colin and the others. “Coming?”

      Colin grinned and pulled off his shirt. The young floof paused and blushed before looking away. Colin couldn’t help the feeling in his chest as he pulled off the rest of his clothes. The floof woman stripped out of her own meagre clothing and slipped into the water behind Cupi. She was a little slimmer than Gula and Alug, but darker in colouration. She had a white patch that went from above her breasts to her belly button that drew the eye. Colin was the first to join them, his cock mostly erect at the sight of the beautiful floof working the muscles in Cupi’s back. But he simply got into the water and waited as his wives joined him. It was hot and there was a step below the surface to sit on. A few moments later, Kasey’s ass found his lap, and she snuggled back against him. Colin grabbed her tightly and held her firmly against him.

      “Don’t be too mad at her,” Kasey said softly.

      Colin frowned, “The Lich?”

      Kasey nodded. “She didn’t harm the baby. She’s fine.”

      “S-she?” Colin swallowed. “You’re pregnant? With a little girl?”

      He felt the tears rolling down his cheeks, but he paid them no mind as he hugged Kasey against him. She grinned and giggled, but blushed at the lustful glares the rest shot at her. Even the floof massaging Cupi wasn’t immune to the lust that rose naturally around her.

      Colin calmed down for a moment. “I love you,” he whispered. Before, in a louder voice, “I love all of you.”

      “We know,” Kasey murmured, turning around to kiss him. Colin held her in his arms as Kasey grasped his cock and gave it a small squeeze.

      “Kasey, what about...?” Colin trailed off and nodded at the floof massaging Cupi.

      She sighed before turning around. “What’s your name?”

      “Amare, mistress.”

      Kasey turned back to Colin and smiled. “You can fuck Amare after I’ve had my turn.” Before Colin could respond, Kasey lifted her hips and impaled herself on his cock, driving his complaints from his mind. “Now, husband,” Kasey purred and rocked her hips. “Just because I’m pregnant, don’t be getting any funny ideas about taking it easy on me. I’m have needs, and I want that cock to slam into me just as it always has, understood?”

      Colin replied by grabbing her and thrusting up at the same time. Kasey gasped and pushed down just as hard. Slamming her lips into his, Kasey rode him as hard and as fast as she could. There must have been something in the water to keep them slick, because no matter how hard she went, there was always lubrication, which made her freeze as an idea came to mind.

      “You okay?” Colin asked, freezing the moment she stopped.

      Kasey blushed, then nodded as she lifted off. Colin was about to ask what was wrong, before Kasey shifted her hips and lowered herself again.

      “Kasey?” Colin asked, feeling the firm pressure of her ass on the head of his cock. She bit her lip. “It looked so good when you did it to Libi,” Kasey whined.

      “Oh!” Libi replied, quickly swimming across to join them. “Take it easy now. Don’t force it.” She reached down between them and took hold of Colin’s cock, briefly pulling it away. “First, you need to relax,” Libi said, probing gently at Kasey’s asshole. “See, you’re tight, so stand up for a moment. Colin, keep her occupied and kiss her like you own her.”

      Colin snorted, “I do own her. I own all of you.”

      Kasey whimpered and slammed her face into his, moaning sexily. Libi put her tongue to work. She started gently, licking gently at Kasey’s ass. As she licked, she got firmer and firmer, before bringing her hands up. Taking the cheeks of her ass, Libi pulled them apart gently, getting her used to the sensation. Every now and then, she pulled her tongue away before stroking Kasey’s rosebud with her thumbs.

      “Oh,” Kasey moaned, “Libi, that feels so good.”

      Libi giggled. “You’re in for a treat when you’re ready for his cock, then.”

      As he pulled Kasey back into Colin’s kiss, Libi changed those gentle strokes of her ass into small stretches. Libi used her thumbs to press either side of Kasey’s rosebud and pull out slightly in each direction. The whole time, she swirled and prodded at the muscle with her tongue. Little by little, Kasey’s ass began to open and accept what Libi was doing to it. Little by little, Kasey found herself more and more desperate to cum. Until finally…

      “Alright, back on your knees, let's try this,” Libi grinned. Kasey quickly dropped back into the water with a splash. But before she could try to force herself again, Libi stopped her. “Gently now. Anal isn’t a race. It takes a bit of effort.”

      “Listen to her, that’s good advice,” Amare nodded, before blushing heavily and going back to Cupi’s massage.

      “Little lower,” Libi smiled, and helped get Kasey into position. She had a hold of Colin’s cock and could feel how hard he was for what was about to happen. But Kasey’s nerves got the better of her as she felt the head press against her ass once again. “Here, just relax. Try to feel what you did before,” Libi whispered sexily.

      “I want it, so bad,” Kasey whined, before gasping out loud.

      Libi was taking no prisoners. Holding Kasey around the middle with one arm, she bounced the nephilim ever so slightly, so that Colin’s cock would probe her rear entrance. But with the other, she reached around and gently massaged Kasey’s clit. Then she lightly bit and nibbled the nephilim’s shoulders as she twitched and groaned from the intense pleasure and distractions she was experiencing. Colin, on the other hand, was gritting his teeth. Even without the proper stimulation of fucking Kasey’s ass, this whole situation was so erotic that he was about to blow his load. The sounds Kasey was making, combined with Libi’s help, had him right on edge.

      “I’m gonna cum!” Kasey whined.

      “That’s okay,” Libi grinned. “Just let it happen. Cumming is good.”

      And just like that, Kasey’s ass relaxed so that Colin’s cock slipped past the ring of muscle at the entrance. Immediately, Kasey sank herself down, impaling herself entirely on his cock, and screamed. Colin, feeling his entire cock, suddenly buried to the hilt inside Kasey as she screamed her orgasm, pumped his sperm inside her. Kasey desperately tried to bounce as she felt the pulses of his cock, but struggled as Libi refused to stop rubbing her clit.

      “Just let this one happen,” Libi moaned, getting off at the lust in the air. “He’s still going to be hard after this. Then you can fuck him with that pretty ass of yours all night if you want to.”

      “Fuck!” Kasey cried, twitching and writhing as she hit her second peak.

      Libi just grinned, “Or not. Maybe you’ll just orgasm yourself unconscious with his dick in your ass. What does it matter?”

      “Stop!” Kasey cried, hitting her peak for the third time. “Colin, please just fuck me!”

      Colin snapped out of his erotic… Well… He wasn’t sure how to describe a daydream that was actually happening. But he reacted by grabbing Kasey’s hips. Lifting her slightly in the water, Colin thrust his cock up into her ass, ignoring the sounds she made as she continued to have rapid and intense orgasms from her first anal experience. Libi just grinned enthusiastically, knowing she was likely to be next, as Kasey went limp from exhaustion, even as Colin’s lust built ever higher.
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      Colin loomed over Amare. The gorgeous floof was panting with need as Colin slammed into her. She had been such a good, patient girl. Each of his wives were lying around them on the bed resting, but Colin wasn’t ready to stop yet and the floof girl they had provided him wouldn’t have said no, even if she wanted to.

      “Oh, fuck!” She cried. “OhfuckohfuckohfuckohfuckFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCK!! FUUUUUUUUCK!” She screamed. Colin flipped her onto her stomach. Pulling her hips back, Colin grabbed her frantically wagging tail and lifted. Amare raised her ass, allowing Colin to penetrate her deeply with a single stroke. “Noooo,” she moaned.

      Colin growled and extended his claws just to hold her still. She didn’t struggle. In fact, she was still pushing back on his cock as she climaxed yet again. The poor girl was so pent up after watching Colin fuck all of his wives in front of her. She practically wet herself with excitement when he turned his gaze to her. And now, as he fucked her slowly and deeply on the bed where his wives would sleep, Colin could feel it.

      “I can’t take you as a wife,” he grunted.

      “Don’t care,” she moaned.

      “You’ll stay here, with Master Bater,” Colin growled, fucking her slightly harder. “I’ll make sure he knows you’re mine.”

      Amare nodded quickly. “Yours, only yours. Nobody touches me.”

      “That’s right,” Colin grinned, speeding up slightly. He grit his teeth as he felt his orgasm boiling up. “You’re my mistress now. And I’m going to breed you like my wife one day.”

      The fist like clench of her vaginal passage had Colin join her in orgasm, pumping his seed inside the sexy floof girl. He held her steady as she desperately tried to push back for more. But Colin was finally spent. Collapsing sideways, Colin pulled Amare against his chest as they heaved lungfuls of air together.

      “I always knew,” she mumbled.

      “Knew what?” Colin asked.

      She shuddered. “One day, someone big and strong would take me as their own. I’m a whore-”

      “You’re MINE!” Colin growled, pulling her tightly against his chest. “You’re not a whore. You’re my mistress. Might makes right and you belong to me. And if another man touches you ever again, I’ll rip him apart with my bare hands.”

      “I…” Amare shuddered. “I don’t know what to say?”

      “You don’t need to say anything,” Kasey rolled and hugged the floof. “You’re one of us now. Colin is the lost prince. One day, soon, he will overthrow Andradox and we’ll all be together. My husband will probably have many mistresses. But you will be the first, I promise.”

      “Wait,” Amare twisted around to look at Colin. “You’re the prince?” Colin nodded, and Amare went white. “I-I-I fucked the prince?” She shook her head. “N-no, I can’t. This is-”

      “Mine,” Colin growled. Instinctively she curled up slightly and pressed herself into Colin. “Whatever you were, died the moment I made my claim. What you are now is my mistress. Am I understood?”

      Amare shuddered softly and nodded. “Yes, my lord.”

      “Good,” Colin grumbled. “Now, how long until we need to be ready for the feast?”

      “Oh,” Amare nodded and sat up. “I should get your clothes ready, then. We’ve…” She blushed, “We’ve been at this a while.”

      “Make sure you get something to wear yourself,” Libi murmured and waved an exhausted hand.

      “Oh, no I’m just-”

      “My mistress,” Colin growled softly. “And as my mistress, you will come to the feast like my wives.”

      Amare’s lip trembled softly as a tear formed in the corner of her eye. But she wiped it quickly and smiled. “Of course. My lord.” And without another word, she grabbed a towel off the floor and wrapped it around herself, before darting from the room.

      “You’ve changed that girl's life,” Cupi said softly.

      Colin sighed, “I know, I know. And I’m sorry-”

      “Don’t be,” Dia said, from her spot on the bed where Colin had left her tied up in her own silk. “You saved her from a terrible fate.”

      “It’s true,” Cupi chimed in quickly as Colin frowned. “These girls are usually orphans. Raised in homes, but they don’t have any family to support them once they become adults. So unless they have some skill that’s useful, most become soldiers or…” Cupi trailed off. “Either way, eventually, the girls end up with someone who claims them. And of all the people who could have claimed her, it was you.”

      “Shit,” Colin grumbled.

      “Don’t worry,” Cupi smiled. “There haven't been any major conflicts lately. So Amare is an outlier. I doubt there are any more girls like her available here.”

      Nodding, Colin swallowed the anger that bubbled up from inside. He understood bad things happened in the world. But when it was close to home like this, to such a sweet, kind-hearted girl like Amare… Building schools would be one of the first things he’d do once Andradox was gone. Colin wasn’t against sex work or the military as an industry. But he didn’t want it to be the default option for anyone who lacked opportunity. He’d seen how things worked back on earth with people falling through the cracks and having to take unwanted or dangerous jobs just to survive. Those kinds of jobs were the kind one should enter with eyes wide open and a level of understanding beyond, lack of ability to do anything else.
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      Amare blushed heavily in the cute dress she wore. It was far more conservative than Colin would have thought. It was also the reason she was blushing. Colin and his wives dressed as they always did. Shirt, pants or simple wraps around waists and breasts. Each of them looked more comfortable heading out to a pub for a brawl than this so-called feast. By comparison, the cute sundress that Amare wore was beautiful. It hung from her shoulders and gave only a scant view of her cleavage. The garment hugged her voluptuous curves, before it flowed off her hips into something only slightly longer than her knees. With it, she wore a cute pair of sandals that laced up her calves.

      “I’m so overdressed,” she complained for the fifth time, despite only leaving Colin’s room a few moments ago.

      “You look beautiful,” Gula smiled.

      “Good enough to eat,” Alug chimed in with… Another, more lascivious smile.

      Cupi, the second most dressed of the group, in her signature gown, frowned at the twins. “Behave you two.”

      “At least till we get back to our room,” Libi blushed, remembering the tavern.

      “Ladies, you’re embarrassing her,” Kasey admonished them all.

      “I-I would l-love to… But I belong to Colin now,” Amare blushed prettily.

      Colin gave her a small squeeze. To emphasise the point of who she belonged to, Colin kept her at his side. It wouldn’t cause any... confusion. “Amare, if you wish to be with my wives, I’m sure they would love to have you.”

      “But I-I-I’ve n-never…”

      “Been with a woman?” Kasey asked carefully.

      Amare grimaced, “I’ve… Y’know… Licked a couple, but…” She petered off feeling Colin grow tense beside her. She instinctively understood his statement about anyone touching her would be ripped apart with his bare hands. She knew in her mind he would react immediately and without remorse.

      “Tell you what,” Kasey smiled as she looped elbows with Libi. “We can have a girls’ night when we get back to the room. Colin can go take care of things with the others and we’ll make your night special. How does that sound?”

      Colin grinned as Amare blushed furiously, but beamed widely. “Ummm… Can… Can I make a request?”

      “Of course,” Libi winked. “You’re one of us now.”

      Amare seemed to stumble for a moment. “One of you?” She asked with a squeak.

      “One of us,” Ira said, nodding her head. “You are a mistress in name only.”

      “Now what were you going to ask?” Kasey smiled warmly at Amare, who was trying not to cry.

      “I… I was j-just going to ask if Colin could have me a-after,” she said in a small voice.

      Colin couldn’t help the laugh that escaped his lips as they approached the doorway to the hall they first came through. “Amare, I’ll have you as many times as you’re willing, whenever you’re willing.”

      The young floof pressed herself against Colin and the back of her dress rode up as she wagged frantically. But that mood quickly vanished as she spotted Lars.

      “Amare?” Lars asked, raising an eyebrow.

      “Is there a formal announcement to enter?” Cupi asked, derailing what the man was about to ask.

      “Indeed, but, may I ask?”

      “Lars,” Colin smiled. “I’d like to introduce my newest mistress, Amare.”

      Lars blinked for a moment, before a touch of a smile formed on his lips. “I will update our records, my lord. The room I provided you will be yours if ever you, or a member of your household, wish to stay here.”

      “That would be lovely,” Cupi smiled. “Thank you,” Amare squeaked softly.

      Lars bowed before turning and entering the room. “Introducing Prince Colin with his Queens, Libidine, Cupiditas, Alug, Gula, Kasey, Ira, Invidia and newly appointed Mistress Amare.”

      Colin stepped into the main room to perfect silence. Right before a glass smashed and Colin glimpsed Veronica, of all people, heading for the main entrance. Slipping free of Amare, who Kasey quickly reassured, Colin pressed through the silent crowd to follow. As he made it through the large doors, Colin saw Veronica slumped against a wall, shuddering softly.

      He approached slowly and carefully as her shudders became deep breaths. She suddenly stood tall and whirled around with a fierce expression on her face. But the moment she saw Colin standing there, it collapsed, and she burst into tears. Colin did not know what was going on. Veronica turned and tried to leave, but Colin was having none of it. He took her in his arms and she struggled limply against him.

      “Let go!” She snarled, baring two pointed teeth at him.

      “Tell me what’s wrong?” Colin demanded.

      But she vigorously shook her head, “Nothing’s wrong.”

      “Then why are you crying?”

      Veronica froze and sniffed. “Because you promised.”

      Colin felt a sense of dread rise. And he had a hunch about what it was. “That night, at the tavern. Did we have sex?”

      Veronica slowly shook her head. “No,” she whimpered softly. “You told me to wait. Then you didn't talk after you promised we would. You just got up and left me there.”

      Colin clenched his eyes. “You were there, with my wives, weren’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      “And you got caught up in it all, didn’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      “But I wouldn’t sleep with you?”

      “Yes,” she sobbed. “You said that we were drunk, and you wanted a clear head first.”

      Colin nodded. “I don’t remember anything from that night.”

      “...I do…”

      “Veronica… I’m-”

      “Yours,” she whispered. “I don’t care if you think I’m ugly. I just needed to say that once.”

      “Ugly?” Colin frowned. “I woke up that morning running my hands through your fur. You’re a beautiful woman, Veronica.”

      “Then why wouldn’t you look at me?” She asked. “I pined after you every day and you just stood there.”

      Colin sighed. “I thought you were upset with me. I kept my distance because I thought you were embarrassed. There’s not much of that night I remember. Only waking up with you, naked, in my arms.”

      “Colin?” Dia called softly. Colin turned and smiled at the aroct queen, but she saw Veronica’s face, her’s fell. “What’s wrong?”

      “I… I…” Veronica seemed to squirm, but Dia came over and placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder. She took a deep breath and let it all out before meeting Dia’s concerned expression. “It was my turn.”

      Dia’s jaw dropped in shock for a moment before she looked back the way she came. “Wait right here.”

      She darted off, leaving Colin still holding Veronica, who took a moment to lean into his chest. A few moments later, the rest of his wives, with Amare, appeared and filled in around them.

      “Oh,” Kasey frowned. “Oh, Veronica, I didn’t realise.”

      “How could you?” Veronica frowned. “I know you’re empathetic. That’s why I kept my distance.”

      “She’s like me, isn’t she?” Amare asked.

      Veronica turned with a scowl, but saw only honest guilt etched on the floof’s face, so she nodded instead. “Yes.”

      “My... Our husband seems to be building his harem rather quickly,” Cupi smiled. “Veronica, tonight it seems we’re having a bit of a girls’ night with Amare. Would you like to join us, or would you like to spend some time alone with our husband?”

      “Y-you mean?”

      Amare stepped forward and hugged the rattus. “Be with him. We’re going to join you afterwards.”

      “Amare!” a booming voice called out. “Get over here, my little whore!”
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      Colin released Veronica, who suddenly went very stiff, and turned around. It was a minotaur… Of course it was a minotaur… Why couldn’t they be more like Abella, and less like the dumb jocks they pretended to be?

      “You, puny one. The whore is mine,” he grumbled.

      The minotaur was big. Bigger than the one Colin de-horned back in Greymoore, but not as big as Dorak had been. He dressed in something that resembled a business suit and had a mace swinging from his sword belt. He saw the look in Colin’s eyes and tapped the head of the mighty weapon.

      “Just give me the whore, little incubus. You have enough already.”

      Colin blinked once, and then charged. The minotaur didn’t know what hit him and Colin didn’t care. The force of his punch snapped the minotaur’s head back and the big man fell flat on his back. He lay there stunned for a moment before blinking away his shock.

      “You dare strike me?” he growled, sitting up. “I am Bowlart, diplomat for the regent Andradox.”

      “Shut up Bowlart,” Cupi stepped forward. “My, that felt good to say. Really though,” she shook herself. “Shut up Bowlart! You’ve done nothing but bluster and bitch at everything around you and when things haven’t gone your way, you made the rest of our lives miserable.”

      “Cupiditas,” Bowlart frowned. “What on earth are you doing here?”

      “Oh?” Cupi smiled. “I’m here with my husband.”

      The big minotaur stood and frowned. “Husband? This puny incubus?”

      “Before you go any further,” Colin growled. “I’d like you to apologise to Amare.”

      The big man laughed, “Apologise, for what?”

      “For calling my mistress a whore,” Colin said dangerously.

      “Tell you what,” Bowlart said, drawing his mace. “If you live, I’ll let you have her when I’m done.”
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      Doleth stood before the great doors. He was just shaking off the feeling of speaking with the diplomat. The big man was a slimeball, which was odd for their species. Most were big, dumb, and willing to settle just about anything with their fists. Those who were more inclined to think ran businesses. But the diplomat… He was something else, and it didn’t sit right in the guard's gut. Something about him was all wrong. And it was a complete surprise, when the doors burst open, and said diplomat collapsed onto the ground before him.

      “Guards!” he roared, crawling along the ground. “Save me!”

      Doleth drew his sword alongside his partner, Canta, but as they turned to help, they both froze. Before them was the prince. He was storming out after the diplomat, holding the diplomat’s mace like a two handed club.

      “I gave you the chance,” Colin growled. “All you had to do was apologise.”

      “Please!” Bowlart begged, trying to get up, despite his broken femur. “I’ll work for you. I can be useful.”

      Doleth almost snorted and went to reply, but the raum spoke up first. “His word is venom. He will turn the moment he has the room to wiggle.”

      Colin froze for a moment, and Bowlart chose that moment to flee. Spinning, he started making a mad scramble to get away. Colin wasn’t having it, though. Leaping into the air with a flap of his wings, Colin landed on Bowlart’s back. With all the downward momentum he could muster, Colin swung, timing his landing, with the head of the mace connecting with the back of Bowlart’s shoulder. The awful crunch of bone had the minotaur squealing in agony. But Colin wasn’t done. Tossing aside the mace, he gripped the minotaur’s horns and heaved. The minotaur’s head arched up and Bowlart made choking noises, so Colin placed his foot on the back of the big man’s head and heaved even harder.

      With a roar, Colin flexed with all his might and, with a terrible snapping sound, flew back and landed in a heap on the ground. All he could hear was the agonal screaming of Bowlart, as he thrashed pathetically on the ground. Pushing himself upright, Colin picked up the pair of horns he carried. The sound of vomiting caught his attention, and Colin twisted to see the guard Doleth puking against the wall.

      “Colin,” Ira said, tossing the mace beside him. “End it.”

      Colin nodded, placing the horns on the ground, he picked up the mace. It was heavy, but Colin found himself comfortable swinging it around. It really was like a big club. A metal shaft a little over a meter long. The bulbous head had six vertically aligned flanges that were almost two centimetres wide each. It was a massive weapon that would have made just about any blow lethal. And in Colin’s hands, he stepped onto the minotaur’s trembling body. His one good arm was numbly patting the edges of his broken horns.

      “No, please!” Bowlart begged.

      But Colin thought about his reaction to Amare. He thought about all the times he must have done similar and all the other women he must have done it to. So with a snarl, Colin raised the mace, and swung it into the back of Bowlart’s skull.

      The first impact was a wet crunch. Bowlart bucked and made a squeak. So Colin repeated the action. This time, after a smaller flinch, he fell limp. The third blow Colin brought down for good measure, and it completely caved in the back of his skull. Satisfied there was no recovering from that injury, Colin swung the bloody mace over his shoulder and turned back to the keep. It wasn’t just his wives watching, but damn near everyone. Even Master Bater was staring, despite what looked like an entire leg of ham dangling limply from his fingers.
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      Superbia checked her face. The paste she had used did wonders, but wouldn’t do anything to prevent the scars. It was, however, time to pull the stitches. She took the small set of pliers and a fine set of medical scissors and got herself situated in front of the mirror when a burst of hurried knocking rang through her door. With a sigh, she put down her equipment and made her way to the entrance. Whoever wanted her must have been frantic, as they started bashing loudly. So, with an annoyed snarl, Superbia yanked the door open as a messenger literally collapsed onto her floor.

      He scrambled to his feet in an instant, “Spymaster! Bowlart is dead!” he quickly told her. Superbia froze, “What?”

      “The Prince arrived in Pratum. Bowlart offended him, and the prince killed him in the street.”

      “I’m assuming Master Bater has apprehended him?”

      The messenger shook his head. “No, spymaster. Master Bater… I believe he has betrayed the regent. The lich is being held in his dungeon.”

      Superbia staggered back for a moment but took a deep breath. “Inform the war council. I will inform the regent.”

      The messenger saluted quickly and darted off. Superbia sighed and her door guard stepped into her room.

      “Spymaster?”

      “This prince is becoming a bother,” Superbia sighed. “I may have to end things quicker than I expected to. For now, I appreciate your loyalty.”

      The guard smiled and nodded, willing to accept anything she told him. He had never forgotten the day the spymaster appeared in his home with the healing potion. His precious daughter had been on her deathbed after accidentally inhaling a poison aimed for himself. And while he’d killed the assailant, his daughter was not so lucky. And out of the blue, she arrived. One moment, he was holding his daughter’s hand, the next she was there with a bottle and a spoon.

      He remembered trying to stop her and found himself knocked aside by the agile woman. But it was his daughter's cough that brought him around. It was the liveliest thing she’d done in days and the moment she opened her eyes; he swore his oath. He was also pretty sure that’s where his daughter’s dowry came from when she married several years ago and the guard reaffirmed his loyalty every day since.

      “If something were to happen to me,” Superbia said softly. “For those of you who are loyal. There is a chest buried at the base of the large tree I rest in. It is yours to share.”

      “Spymaster, my daughter is a grown woman with a life of her own. If something were to happen to you, it would be over my dead body.”

      “Let’s hope it never comes to that then,” she smiled and patted the guard’s shoulder.

      Quickly dressing herself in something more regal, Superbia nodded to the guard and headed for the throne room. She entered, as the poor succubus was leaving, crawling along the floor on a leash held by one of Andradox’s guards.

      “What is this? I hear about an attack on a diplomat?” Andradox growled softly.

      “My lord, Master Bater has betrayed you,” Superbia said smoothly. “I would also assume that Mistress Furore has as well.”

      Andradox leaned back in his chair. “Mistress Furore, I’m not surprised. After what I did to her mate. But Master Bater?” He shook his head. “What makes you so sure?”

      “My lord, he holds the lich in his dungeon and is hosting the… Alleged prince in his home.”

      Andradox frowned and leaned back in his seat. “The man just paid his tithe. It makes little sense.”

      “This is what was reported, my lord.”

      Andradox sighed, then glanced up at Superbia. “I’m… Sorry about your face.”

      “My lord?” Superbia frowned.

      “Your face, when I struck you. Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?” He asked.

      Superbia felt the minor effects of the lust filling the room. It was what kept him on top. To take a member of another species as a mate was a status symbol of power. Very few could do it, and the few who could, rapidly found themselves dead. Pushing through the haze, Superbia bowed her head slightly. “No, my lord. I am fine.”

      With an annoyed huff, the lust vanished immediately. Superbia chose not to comment on his heavy breathing, knowing the extreme effort it took to sustain that power. It would irk him, knowing how easily she could resist him.

      “My lord, I believe this matter has gone on long enough.”

      “I agree,” Andradox frowned. “While the upstart is a problem alone, I cannot risk the clan leaders falling to his wayside.” He nodded for a few moments. “I am sending Anguis with a contingent. I want you to advise him, gain control of the situation and take back the floof.”

      “Yes, my lord.” Superbia bowed and turned to leave.

      “And Superbia,” Andradox sighed. “I will await your TRIUMPHANT return.”

      Superbia nodded, “Yes my lord.”

      She knew that should she fail him again, he would kill her. There would be no more games. It was time to solidify her position, and she was bringing friends.
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      “Are you sure you want to do this?” Colin asked Veronica.

      The rattus was shyly slipping her dress to the floor. “My lord, I’m already yours. Please don’t make me wait.”

      Colin watched as her nude form came into view. She was as beautiful as she was that night back at the tavern. Her soft fur seemed to ripple as she shivered. Colin, seeing her nervous expression, quickly stripped off his own clothes to match her. But the sight of his straining cock made her even more nervous.

      “Are you sure that will fit?” She asked.

      Colin frowned, looking at his cock, then glancing back at the slender rattus. “It should. Unless you’re smaller than Ira, down there.”

      Veronica’s facial fur stood on end, signalling a blush that made her cuter than she was before. Her tail lashed from side to side, and Colin stepped closer.

      “My lord… I?...”

      “Whatever you need,” Colin smiled.

      “I need you to own me,” Veronica trembled. “I… I need this… I need you… To…”

      “Yes?”

      Veronica shuddered. “Hold me down,” she mumbled. “I need you to hold me down. It’s… It’s what I’ve always dreamed of for my first time. To be held down by someone bigger, stronger. Someone who could hurt me, but doesn’t want to.”

      “I’m suddenly very glad we’re doing this sober,” Colin remarked. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

      She bit her lip and nodded her head. “Yes.”

      Colin nodded. And grabbed her. The rattus squeaked in fright as Colin overpowered her instantly. Her petite form was no match for Colin since his mating with the twins. He simply out-muscled her as she had requested and carried her towards the bed. She struggled and twisted, but found no avenue for escape. Colin didn’t mind either way. Flipping her around, Colin dumped her nude form on the bed. She immediately flipped onto her front and scrambled away. But Colin caught her by the ankle and dragged her back over the edge. Grabbing her roughly by the back of the neck, Colin pinned her in place, with her legs hanging off the bed.

      “Last chance? Is this what you want?”

      “Yes!” Veronica moaned into the mattress.

      Colin held her tightly as he reached between her legs. She kicked and wriggled, trying to keep his hand away from her sex, but the wet squelching quickly became obvious. So Colin gripped his cock instead and aimed it between her legs. But Veronica, flexible as she was, made it almost impossible for him to penetrate her. With a frustrated growl. Colin got up on the bed with her.

      Leaning down to her pointed ears, Colin growled softly. “Careful, I’m venomous.”

      With one hand on her side, and the other holding her head, Colin bit firmly into the side of her neck. Veronica cried out and thrashed for a moment, and Colin felt her lust spike rapidly. With his teeth at her neck, Colin grabbed her ass and held her still as he used his other hand to aim his cock. Finding her entrance was easy. It was the soaking wet furnace that made Veronica squeal, the moment his cock prodded its surface. Colin growled softly and Veronica trembled as he pushed his length inside her. Veronica gasped and lifted her ass as best as she could to allow him to take her deeper.

      Releasing her neck, Colin kissed the small, bleeding puncture wounds he’d left before taking a firm grip on her again. “There we go,” he sighed, stroking his cock in and out of her twitching hole. “All better, now you’re mine.”

      “Yours,” she groaned into the mattress. “So good.”

      She squirmed and kicked slightly, so Colin reaffirmed his grip by pulling her firmly against himself. He sawed his cock in and out of her for a few minutes, but he wasn’t getting the penetration he wanted, despite Veronica’s obvious enjoyment of the situation. So he sat up, took her by the hips and pushed her further onto the bed. With her hips in hand, Colin lifted her onto her knees. She tried to sit up, but a firm hand between her shoulders sent her face first back into the mattress.

      “Mine, remember?” Colin grunted.

      With her ass in his hands, Colin could get the deep strokes he wanted. Pulling his cock out to the tip, he admired her silky smooth fur. It came right to the edges of her labia and it was so wonderfully soft, even soaked with her juices. Thrusting his cock back inside her, Veronica moaned as his cock made its way deeper than it had before. Now, he could feel the silky smooth fur of her mons pressed up against his balls. It was warm, slick, and plush. Almost like fucking a teddy bear.

      “Oh fuck,” Colin groaned and increased his pace, slamming his cock into her repeatedly. “This furry little ass is mine. Do you understand me?”

      Veronica was trembling. Her fight-or-flight instinct had activated. She desperately wanted to flee from the danger. But said danger was fucking her so well. Her body reacted by putting itself into a trance that felt like one long orgasm. She could barely make out what he was saying, but she nodded along regardless. As her pussy clamped down on his cock for the umpteenth time, he snarled and pinned her in place. Her body reacted immediately and exploded inside. Waves of energy washed over her, starting from her core and radiating outward. It was too much for the rattus to handle and she thrashed to be free of the debilitating spasms that felt like a lightning rod through her core. The whole time she thrashed, Colin kept pumping his hips.

      With her full body orgasm, Colin finally found his own release, firing deep inside her. She kicked, thrashed and twisted in feeble attempts to escape, but that just forced Colin to shift as he kept hold of her. The whole movement felt amazing as her body seemed to instinctually milk his orgasm into herself. As he finally came down, Veronica slowed to a stop and collapsed limply on the bed.

      “Was it how you imagined?” Colin asked the dazed rattus.

      She slowly shook her head as she wrapped her tail around his leg. Turning her head to take a deep breath, she coughed to clear her throat. “There’s no imagining that, my lord.”

      Colin grinned. “Do you wanna go again?”

      Veronica smiled shyly. “That’s not up to me anymore, my lord.”

      Colin quickly rolled, pulling the rattus atop him. She laid back on his chest, but noted his cock still buried inside her, and his hands gripping her hips.

      “You’ll get the idea,” Colin whispered.

      Veronica gasped as Colin lifted her ass, pulling his cock most of the way out of her. Then he firmly dropped her ass back down, impaling her again. His cock rubbed the front wall of her pussy, sending a spike of agonising pleasure through her body. But she had no time to process as he repeated the action. And like before, with his hands holding her hips as he was, she had no leverage to escape and plunged into her orgasmic trance as he used her as a living masturbatory aid. All with a beaming smile on her face.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirty-Three

          

        

      

    

    
      “Do you really have to go?” Amare asked softly.

      Colin kissed her softly, for the thousandth time since he had decided. She snuggled up against him in their bed. Her thin dark fur was damp from absorbed sweat and the combination of their juices ran from between her legs. Holding her to his side was all Colin could do without dragging her on top for yet another session of lovemaking.

      “I could come with you, even as a bed woman. You could bind me to the bed, leave me where you can come for me whenever you need. I don’t eat a lot-”

      “Amare,” Colin sighed, before kissing her softly. “I want you here, because it’s safe. I’ve had to fight off ambushes several times now, and having you with me is dangerous.”

      “I know, I just… What if something happens to you?” her lip quivered.

      Colin stared back up at the ceiling and wondered how he’d gotten here. Amare and Colin’s wives were completely besotted with him, even Kasey. When did the skinny college geek turn into a ladies magnet? Let alone one where the ladies would be attracted to him for more than his prestige. Even Cupi, despite her obvious love of wealth, pulsed with gratitude, satisfaction and love every time he smiled at her. It just made little sense. So Colin tried to compartmentalise the situation. He wanted to keep them safe, but they were too valuable to lock away. And then there was Amare. Sweet Amare. All things considered, she was innocent. She couldn’t fight, she wasn’t skilled at diplomacy and while she could probably cook and keep house, Dia combined that in with her skills at potion making but there was something she was good at. She was beautiful, and she was friendly, chatty, and likely to fly under most people’s radar.

      “Amare,” Colin said slowly. “I have something I need you to do for me.”

      “You’re really leaving me here, aren’t you?” she pouted.

      Colin rolled and kissed her fiercely before pulling away. “Yes, yes, I am.” Concentrating hard on what he was about to do, black flames burst from his body.

      Swirling around her, Amare was too stunned to move away. But they failed to harm her. In a single moment, Colin vanished and reappeared in a similar burst of flames on the far side of the room.

      “I needed to show you that, because I needed to know if I could do it,” Colin smiled.

      “Y-you can portal,” Amare stared.

      Colin nodded, “Yes, I can portal,” though he didn’t mention that was the first time he’d portalled himself on purpose. “I want you to stay here. I want you to talk to people, get to know them. Find out who does what and if there’s anything I should know about. I’m going to portal back here at night. Nobody but you will know.”

      She smiled, even as a tear rolled down her cheek. “I know you’re just making this up, so I feel important. But I appreciate it anyway.”

      Colin smiled and kissed her again before getting up. “Come on. You better come say goodbye. They’ll all be waiting.”

      Amare nodded and got up as well. She used the shredded remains of what used to be her top to wipe most of the mess from between her legs. Colin stared hungrily at her and she smiled despite her blush. Dropping the sodden fabric, she picked up a dress that was draped over a nearby chair. Slipping it over her head, it was like the sundress she wore to the party.

      Colin slipped into his characteristic long pants and loose-fitting shirt with slits cut for his wings. After pulling on his boots and grabbing his rucksack, Colin held Amare’s hand as they exited the room.

      The daily goings on waited for nobody and Colin had to pause and step around several people as they made their way down the stairs. They emerged into the… Well, it wasn’t a throne room, more of a feast room, but it served the same purpose. Master Bater was there, with his customary multiple meals set out, while Colin’s wives finished their own meals. Each of them shot him a smile as Colin led Amare in to join them. They’d left the room early to prepare for the next leg of the journey, leaving Colin to give Amare a nice long goodbye. Colin and Amare took a pair of empty seats and enjoyed their last meal together for a while.

      As Colin sat back from his empty plate, all good things must end. Amare looked like she was struggling not to cry as she took his hand. With his wives leading the way, Colin walked with Amare out of the keep, towards Abella’s carriage.

      “I’m coming with you,” the big woman nodded.

      “What about your father?” Colin asked.

      Abella shrugged. “Hopefully by the time I get back, he’ll be sober.”

      “If you’re sure,” Colin smiled, “I’d love to have you.”

      “Yes, well,” Master Bater grumbled, stepping out into the light. “We will await your return. In the meantime, what should be done with the lich?”

      “Kill the bitch!” Ira snapped, staring down from the carriage.

      Colin sighed and shook his head. “Take me to her.”

      A few minutes later, a large floof guard handed Colin a torch and pointed to a door set back in the stone. Approaching, Colin glanced through the metal window. The Lich was in almost complete darkness, but her eyes snapped up to Colin’s. And… She looked scared. With a frown, Colin checked the handle and found it locked. Stepping back, Colin signalled the guard, and he approached with a set of keys. The big floof came over and unlocked the door. But before Colin could enter, the guard stepped in.

      “Back! Against the wall!”

      Colin grabbed the guard and turned him about on the spot. With a shocked expression, Colin shoved him back out the door, ignoring the yelp as he tripped over his own feet.

      “Is that supposed to impress me?” she hissed, drawing herself up. Colin looked her over. She was still in what was essentially a modest bikini and little else. “Going to take advantage of me? Take me as your own?”

      “Do you want me to?”

      “NO!” she snapped.

      Colin shrugged. “Ira will be happy about that, at least.”

      The lich sighed, “What do you want, demon?”

      “Colin,” he corrected her. “Call me Colin.”

      The lich stared for a moment, before sighing again. “Mary.”

      “Well, Mary, I suppose I should start at the top. Why did you attack me and my wives?”

      Mary frowned for a moment. “What if I choose not to answer?”

      Colin shrugged, “Then you stay here.” Turning to leave, Colin managed a single step before…

      “Orders,” Mary said in a slightly desperate tone. “They gave me orders. The spymaster for the regent sent me.”

      Colin turned back to face her. “And what does that mean now?”

      Mary shrugged, “I failed. The spymaster may forgive, but the regent won’t.”

      Colin filed away the information and nodded. “So what, you’re a mercenary?”

      “In a sense. I do odd jobs. They ordered me to kill you and bring anyone allied with you, and take them back to the regent.”

      “You were going to hand him my wives?”

      Mary looked down for a moment. “Yes, I was.”

      With a tremor, Colin managed, just barely, not to strike her. “Give me one good reason I shouldn’t kill you.”

      Mary just leaned on the wall and slowly slid to the ground. “I have none,” she mumbled. “I wasn’t born. I was created. Made by the man who broke my heart when he realised what he’d done. And the first chance he had, he betrayed me to the angels. As I wasn’t a natural thing, they tried to kill me and I barely escaped with my life.” She paused for a moment and nodded absentmindedly. “I met a demon. He brought me get here, and in return I worked for him, until he too betrayed me. All I want is a place to live, where I can love my pets.” she summoned a small pile of bones and they shifted around into a small, demented teddy bear. It crawled up onto her lap and she cradled it like a child with a doll.

      “The more of me I put into my creations, the more alive they become. They’ve all I’ve had, for so very long.” She sniffed and wiped her eyes as she cuddled the bone-teddy. “I don’t expect you to understand. You demons don’t really get love.”

      “I grew up on earth,” Colin corrected her. “I found out my parents adopted me at eight, when I met Kasey, the nephilim you…”

      “Took her soul,” Mary nodded slowly.

      “Yeah,” Colin growled, before reining himself in. “I met her. And she was my best friend all these years. Then I met Libidine, the succubus, when she was trying to feed off my roommate. But he passed out drunk, so she turned to me. I made her mine that night and awoke to my own first powers. Kasey knew something was wrong, so she contacted her friend. That friend was an angel named Michael, and he tried to kill Libi and I.”

      “Michael was the name of the angel that hunted me.” Mary frowned.

      Colin nodded. “Could be the same asshole. Seemed real polite, but gave me a sense of dread.”

      “Demon,” Mary nodded. “It’s instinctual for your kind.”

      Colin shrugged. “Either way, he wanted to kill Libi and I. Kasey tried to stop him and he hurt her. I somehow summoned my power and formed a portal, and Kasey threw herself onto me as I vanished. I don’t know how the regent found out about me, but this spymaster seems pretty intent on killing me. Now I have people in my life I’d die for. People I need to keep safe. So here I am.”

      “And what are you doing to keep them safe?” Mary asked.

      “I have the support of Mistress Furore and Master Bater. Next stop is the lamia to see if I can get them on side, then I suppose I’m heading for the land of the succubi.”

      Mary nodded. “How do you intend to cross the ocean to the lamia?”

      “Abella is apparently coming with us. I’m assuming at this stage she knows the way. Worse comes to worst,” Colin flapped his wings gently, “we fly.”

      Mary grinned. “And when you get there?”

      “Honestly, I don’t know. Find some locals and ask for directions, maybe?”

      Mary giggled. “There are many dangers in the deserts. The lamia themselves are only part of it. Bandits, monsters in the sands, maybe a worm or two.”

      “And what do you suggest?” Colin asked.

      Mary smiled sharply.
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      “Nooooo,” Ira growled. “Colin, what the fuck is she doing?”

      Colin sighed as he stopped beside the carriage and looked up at Ira, who was literally flexing her claws and spines while staring at Mary. Mary just looked extremely uncomfortable in her state of undress.

      “I’ll be right back,” Amare announced before darting off.

      “Colin, I have some concerns,” Cupi said nervously, staring at Mary.

      Colin sighed, “First, does anyone have any experience travelling through the lamia’s desert, or know where we can find their leaders?”

      Colin kept his eyes on Cupi. He figured if any of them would know, it would be her. But it was Libi who spoke up.

      “I know where it is.”

      Colin gave her a smile. “Can you lead us there on foot?”

      That had her smile droop for a moment. “I… I’m sure I can.”

      Colin smiled back and blew her a kiss. “Like it or not, we’re travelling by land, sea, then land again. Mary,” Colin gestured to the lich in question, “Has informed me there are certain dangers in the desert and she has agreed to come along.”

      “How do you know she won’t turn on us?” Dia asked quietly.

      “I don’t,” Colin admitted. “But I don’t think she will.”

      “Here!” Amare’s voice called out.

      The beautiful floof stuffed a sundress into Mary’s arms. The lich unfurled the fabric and looked it over for a moment. Realising what it was, she quickly pulled it over her head.

      “There, that’s better, isn’t it?” Amare smiled.

      “Thank you,” Mary said in a small voice, as she slowly stroked the fabric. “I’ll bring it back, I promise.”

      “Keep it,” Amare smiled. “It’s one I don’t wear often.”

      “Thank you,” Mary said again.

      “We’re ready,” Abella called as she got up onto the driver's seat.

      Colin turned to Amare, whose bright smile dropped somewhat. “Please?” She asked softly. “I won’t be any trouble, I promise.”

      Colin kissed her firmly. She melted into his arms, and he enjoyed the closeness he had with her. But he pulled away to see her sad smile. “I’ll come back, I promise. Maybe not every day, but I’ll come back to the room when I can.”

      “I… I j-just don’t-”

      “I just don’t want to see you in danger,” Colin cut her off. “You’re not a fighter. You’re a lover. A sweet, beautiful young woman and I want you to stay here where it’s safe. Please?”

      There was no hiding the tears this time, as she finally accepted she wasn’t coming.
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      Colin sat on the back of the wagon as the keep slowly descended over the horizon later that day. With his enhanced vision, he could still see Amare watching from the balcony at the top of the keep. He could still see the slight bob of her shoulders as she cried.

      “You did the right thing,” Kasey said, touching his shoulder.

      Colin nodded, but couldn’t bring himself to look away. “We only had such a short time together,” he mumbled. “Just feel like I’ve abandoned her.”

      Kasey moved closer and laid her head on his shoulder. Colin instinctively put an arm around her waist and pulled her tightly against his hip. “I suppose we better hurry and kill Andradox then.”

      That time, he smirked.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WORD FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

      

      So please, If you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

      

      All the best

      Monty
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      Lieutenant Evan Brown never thought he'd spend the height of his career as a test pilot.

      He especially didn't expect to be a test pilot for a deranged genius named... Jerry.

      FURTHERMORE! He didn't expect to accidentally fly an experimental prototype jet though a wormhole into an alternate version of Earth...

      But when Myth meets Machine, there can only be one winner. And who knows... Maybe that Myth is far more attractive then one may originally think?

      Myth & Machine contains a man, a woman, several dragons, an experimental prototype jet and a futuristic 3D printer. There's also violence, blood, gore, talk of, but no description of sexual assault, violent retribution for said assault and just a smidge of romance. Contains the beginnings of a harem
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      "This is the worst Isekai ever."

      Samuel - Catboy and main character of Beware The Margay

      

      A minor slip with life altering consequences leaves a tower climber with two options. Splat, or splat in another world. Landing at the feet of a smartly dressed goblin and his terrifying bodyguard, Samuel has to discover his purpose. That is if the goddess that brought him to this world won't stop flirting with him.

      Enemies become lovers, allies become enemies and when an army is on the doorstep war becomes hell. And stuck in the middle of it, is a 4ft tall furry dude who's grappling with the consequences of having his ears scratched.

      Contains: Violence, war, dismemberment, immolation, monster girls and more! 18+ only, you have been warned there is NO fade to black.
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      All I wanted to do was live and love in peace.

      

      The goblins fought for our resources.

      

      The elfs killed my wife.

      

      Now the humans want their cut.

      

      And I've had enough...

      

      Contains a harem, MF, MFF, MFFF Seriously this is book three. Read the previous ones first, you know what you're paying for.
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      A down on his luck office intern, suffers the most dreaded fate...

      A middle manager...

      Cast aside in his chosen profession, James receives more bad news, in the form of a letter from his recently deceased uncle.

      Inheriting a spa retreat outside his hometown might sound like making the best of a bad situation. But when that spa comes with a familial curse, requiring him to sire as many children as possible. Well...

      

      What is a man to do?

      

      Men's fantasy filled with breeding/pregnancy kink. MF, MFF, MFFF etc. There's a harem, explicit sexual scenes, a jealous ex and a flair of romance from a male perspective.

      https://books2read.com/u/4ElpPO
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