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I STILL WANT AVELYN, just so that’s clear. 

I’ve got to put her mind straight about it, so as soon as we started driving along the edge of the massive dark forest—inside of which is the entrance to hell, according to Avelyn—I pull over to talk. 

We have an SUV with a lot of backseat now, which was a fantastic idea for impromptu fuck sessions like this. 

I’m not sure if it was a fantastic idea for the saleswoman who bought it for me and burned down her dealership to collect the insurance and, down the line, send that money to me as tribute for her new religion. But, I’ve found that the more I fuck Avelyn, the less and less I care about normal people. 

I'm not a demon. 

Really. 

But it's hard to focus on stupid things like "consequences of my actions" when I can literally order an angel or a demon to cosmically body slam that consequence out of existence. Why should I care if some irrevocably mid saleswoman abandoned her family to devote herself to a church in my name? She'll probably just make some fucking shack. Give me a call when she's taken up residence in the Sagrada Familia, okay?

If a woman isn't ultra hot, immortal, and supremely confidant about both—why should someone like me care?

Probably that’s the kind of thought that Avelyn loves me to have, and probably croons to my head at night while I’m sleeping so that I wake up full of hot aching need for domination of inferiors and submission from gorgeous women—but, it feels good.

That’s the secret that the forces of good won’t tell you, you know. 

A lot of time, evil just gets away with shit—and every time we do, it feels fantastic.

The spot I pull into is near a gated service road with plenty of shade.

“Faith,” I say to my newest servant—an actual angel from actual heaven who I corrupted with the power of my cock. “Go ahead and suck me off for real now.”

She had been trying all day as I drove, whispering prayers to my cock and moaning about how I'm her real god. She's wearing a tight, sheer sundress. It didn't start sheer, but it's white and she keeps leaking milk and honey. 

Now, I know what you’re thinking—what about those wings of hers?

I mean, besides making her sexy as fuck—it’s an awfully powerful feeling fucking someone who could put a runway angel to shame at will—they are for practical purposes. 

I mean, I think they are. 

I haven’t seen her fly, but I assume she must. 

Anyway, you’re thinking—those wings! They take up space! How are they fitting in an automobile, even an SUV you had a mindfucked saleswomen gift to you before ruining the lives of herself, her family, and all her co-workers? 

Well, the wings retract. Duh. So much so that she looks almost more like some kind of rococo cherubim than the literal Angel of Justice she very much is. 

Her thick, endless blond hair slides to one side as she melts up my lap and worshipfully slides her mouth over my cock, whimpering in sudden helpless orgasm as she sucks, licks, kisses, and strokes with everything left in her tinified heavenly brain. 

She's been growing horns. So far they're just small little nubs, but soon they'll be majestically sexy white protuberances from her skull. Living representations of her worship of me. 

A prayer from an angel to you is a hell of a thing, by the way. I could feel my strength and influence and just plain power increase with every word she spoke. No wonder God has an army of these girls. 

I can’t leave out June, however—the beauty queen-level hottie who was (or is? I don’t know if she’s been fired) a government tax agent responsible for redirecting the fortunes of several thousand dummy corporations to my bank accounts. June kneels between my legs on supplemental ball and cock duty while Faith sucks me off, giving my succubus wife even more pleasure as she watches me treated like god. June wears sexy yoga tights and a sports bra looking like a fucking fitness model because I told her to dress "normal."

“Avelyn...” I roll my head back and look at her sitting in the seat just behind me. “We need to talk.”

She’s distracted, of course. Watching Faith suck my cock, she touches herself. 

You see, Avelyn is completely and irrevocably in love with me. She always will be. A succubus who took over my wife’s body, her first few moments on this mortal plane of existence in my wife's shell were spent luxuriating in her first tastes of true, corporeal carnal bliss (she happened to replace my wife as I was eating her out). 

Demons don’t experience corporeal pleasure all that often, as it turns out. Or ever, actually. 

That’s why they make such good succubi—orgasms are more like currency than events to them. 

Now, Avelyn's belonged to me for days, and the entire time she’s been making me more and more powerful and more and more capable of inspiring lust in women, fucking up their minds with my presence and especially my precum and cum, and of course—delivering more pleasure to Avelyn herself. 

Even if once upon a time, some other man might have been better at delivering bliss to Avelyn’s perfect, demonically evil form, at this point I’ve so far surpassed them that they’re little more than spit wads compared to my thermonuclear blast. 

Avelyn absently strokes her clit through her paper-thin short shorts while looking at me with disbelief. Her plaid blouse is open—I can see down her cleavage and all of her utterly fit, tanned torso. She wears hot, tall-heeled ankle boots. She could run in them for sixty thousand miles before ever breaking a sweat; even so, I exhaust her every time we fuck.

“I don’t want to be here,” she says, for maybe the fifth time. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.” She watches Faith sucking and jacking my cock. “Ridiculous...”

Her voice trails off as my cum spurts up and hits Faith under her elegant jawline. June, also kneeling before me, licks it up and then returns to licking the base of my balls. June is hot—a ten out of ten anywhere in the mortal realm—but Faith is a demonically-corrupted angel who worships me as her new god, defying billions of years of service to her heavenly master. 

Faith, in other words, gets priority on sucking me off.  

“Oh, Master...” Faith moans. “Master’s Cock....Master’s Cock...”

“Master...” June echoes. “I love you, Master...”

That’s me, I’m their Master. 

Yeah, I’m getting used to it too. 

Avelyn also calls me Master, and that also took some getting used to, though a little bit less than Faith or June. Part of it is just that I’ve known the "original" version of Avelyn for so long, imagined her exact countenance saying such things for so long, that I’m a little more inured to it. 

I think part of it also is just that it feels right. I do love Avelyn—I want her, I’m obsessed with her to be honest. 

Can you blame me? 

She’s a succubus demon who loves me so much that she’s defying hell and heaven to inhabit my wife’s body and make it completely her own just to worship my cock. 

She’s obedient, servile, seductive, loyal, eager—and absolutely the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever laid eyes on. 

That word, by the way—thing. She takes pride in that. She loves being my trophy. She loves the fact that she's the best prize possible for me, and even gets off on the idea of being—if not replaceable or disposable (never), easily not taking top-billing in the bedroom. 

She’s even hotter than Faith somehow. She’s taller, tighter, fitter, bustier, shinier, and so constantly encouraging and urging and cooing with the need for my power that I can’t help but feel head-over-heels in love every time I look at her. 

She is everything, everything, everything I ever wanted my wife Claire to be and so much more. 

So of course, this begs the question...

“...why her?” Avelyn shakes her head.

Avelyn is a powerful demon capable of shaping reality with a thought and a gesture. She consumes souls for power and has fucked me for hours and hours at a time, filling me with masculine strength, virility, and magnetism that makes women absolutely lose their minds with desire when they’re around me. All the same, when she’s staring at me with lovey-dovey eyes and fingering her cunt and pouting like this, it’s hard to take her seriously. 

“Claire doesn’t belong in hell.”

“She intentionally and knowingly performed an occult ceremony summoning the powers of a demon, the price for which she was willing to pay by sacrificing you.” She scoffs. “Who does belong in hell, according to you?”

“I don’t know, billionaires?” I shake my head. “I don’t want her in hell, all right?”

“You’ll be a billionaire soon,” June moans against my balls. “There’s so much money I’m giving you access to.”

Oh, right. I forget about that from time to time. It’s easy to forget about the power of capital wealth thrumming its endless wheels behind you when you’ve got mindfucked ultra-beauties whimpering for your pleasure. 

I’m sure I’ll be one of the moral billionaires, just as soon as I’ve fucked about three dozen supermodels on a private island made of gold and diamonds and precious furs. 

“He should have more.” Faith’s voice is muffled as she kisses my cock. “So much more...”

“He deserves it all.” June nods into my balls, licking and whimpering. 

I could listen to them talk like this all day. They’ve transformed since coming into my influence. Bustier. Longer. Tighter. Thicker hair. Their tits constantly streaming virility-inspiring milk. Even their voices are hotter. 

I’ve changed too. I look so much different than I used to now, thanks to Avelyn. Her demonic energy has transformed me into...well, a hunk. 

My body is tall and muscular, with broad shoulders and tapered hips. I stand taller than everyone around me, and every girl that looks my way can’t take her eyes off me. Everyone wants to touch me—they can feel the power radiating from my new form. Everywhere I go, throngs of females offer themselves to me—slipping me notes as I pass or caressing my arm in passing. All the power and attention is a heady rush that makes me feel ten feet tall and invincible.

But I want to get going. My wife is in hell, and every moment she’s there is like centuries of suffering. 

“Even if I had all of everything,” I say, “I would still want Claire out of hell.”

Avelyn continues to pout. She's jealous. 

“Do you honestly think she can replace you?” I ask, a bit surprised at her vulnerability.

She scoffs. “Of course not. But I am worried you might think so. You are so unaccustomed to what you deserve, Master. Despite our best efforts to tell you so.”

Faith and June both continue to whimper variations on their previous chorus:

You deserve it all.

You deserve more.

Can’t we enslave other angels to your cock, Master?

I do see Avelyn’s point. I have been resistant—although clearly not that resistant—to the idea of having slaves. 

“She’s my wife. I know you’re better than her in every way,” I say, before she can interrupt. “But it’s just wrong to let her burn in hell if I can change it. I know that our relationship wasn’t good, that it fucking sucked, honestly...but I have to try. I won’t be able to live with myself if I don’t. No matter what or who you three give me.”

Avelyn almost protests again and then thinks better of it. After a moment, she raises an eyebrow at me and leans forward, sliding herself on top of me and sliding her pussy-slick ass on the top of Faith’s head. 

Oh fuck. Here it comes.

“What if,” she says, crushing her heavy tits against my chest, “I agree to help you wholeheartedly, not just under protest? Maximum effort for my maximum Master.”

My cock, maximally filling Faith’s trembling esophagus, throbs and pulses up toward Avelyn’s incredible features. 

“What did you have in mind?”

“If we can bring her back...” She nibbles my ear. “Promise me you’ll make her serve you like you deserve.”

Fuck. 

Fuck.

“She...” I try to resist, to think of something else. 

“She should serve you.”

“Serve you,” June moans. “Serve you, serve you, serve you, serveyouserveyouserveyou...”

She continues to chant as Avelyn whispers in my ear.

“Go on, can’t you promise me just this one little thing? We can make her look just like she used to. Only better. Like my twin! Only she’ll be my obedient, pretty little servant.”

Two of her, holy fuck. 

“We’ll make her powerful. A succubus just like me, if you want. Or maybe Faith can gift her some angelic powers. But either way she’ll look like me and service you however and whenever you want. Our little servant girl, just like you deserve. That way, I know it’s me you really want and not her. Don’t I deserve to feel secure like that?”

Oh fuck, she really does.

“How about this?” She whispers. “If you want Claire the way I’ve described, if you want her to be our hot little servant girl forever, all you have to do is cum right in Faith’s mouth. How about that? You don’t even have to say it. You just have to mark your heavenly property with your cum. You know, the angel who never even wanted to fuck until she met you? The one whose mind is so completely fucked up on you that she’s ready to burn down entire civilizations just to make room for your harem? The hot angel who’s dying to find out if she can be pregnant because her new god is the only one who has ever made her ovulate? The angel who—”

It’s too much. She wins. I cum. I groan, my entire body shaking as I shoot load after heated load into the angelic Faith’s cum-hungry mouth. It’s too much, Avelyn’s words re-igniting fantasies I haven’t been able to stop thinking of. A harem of perfect women, all ruthlessly devoted to me, all vying for the privilege to have my children. 

Fuck.

Fine. I’ll take Evangeline as a servant. But I’m still getting her out of hell.

* * * * *
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SO THERE’S THE ENTRANCE to hell, and that’s as scary as you might expect. 

Behind a thicket of impenetrable vines and ominously tall trees and through a cave mouth that looks suspiciously like a fanged maw oozing dread and despair and past the rocks on the insides looking as though they’re covered in blood (and probably are) and well beyond that there's fires and torches burning and shambling zombies walking around groaning for brains and souls and eerie cackles and satanic symbols everywhere and bones for the floors and the stairwells and the handrails and screams on every breeze—but.

But.

That’s just the entrance. 

We make it through the cave unscathed by all of its many horrors, traversing in maybe three minutes what would take someone not-escorted by a ultra-hot demoness several eternities to work through. There’s a lot of damned souls walking around with spelunking gear; just poor saps who lost their way. 

Faith and June, despite being of great interest to the various abominations that populated the cave, are left untouched. They are all too scared of Avelyn to come too close. Most bow to her. 

Some bow to me.

Finally, through all the smoke and brimstone, the cave opens up to an entirely new world. 

And so, here's the thing.

Inside hell? 

It’s sort of... 

I don’t know how to put this without seeming like a creep. 

It’s nice.

Like, really nice.

There’s a sky, somehow. Even though we’ve descended for what felt like miles, we stand at the top of an enormous precipice overlooking a lush green meadow full of laughter, mirth, and joy. 

Below us directly is a giant garden, verdant and shimmering, featuring sparkling streams and little waterfalls and babbling brooks and bright, sweet flowers. Statues litter the grounds, depicting naked angels twisting into impossible shapes, all white marble glistening in the light.

The damned are here, of course. They’re the landscape. Their faces are neatly arranged in plots, gaping and whimpering. It reminds me of photos of European olive groves, or like when I’ve flown over farmland. You know how they square off acreages of land? It’s like that, except full of tormented faces. The ones on top are casually poked and prodded by succubi in aprons wielding staves and spades, testing them like fruit in a greenhouse. The ones underneath, well...they’re underneath.

“They don’t see hell for what it is,” Avelyn says. She’s curled up into my arm, like she always is now. In her plaid blouse and tiny shorts—hell, even with the hot-as-fuck ankle boots—she looks like she's having a day trip picnic. “All they see is endless torment. Fire and brimstone. Pokers and impaling. All the newly damned stay on top until we’re sure we’ve rotted their minds to complete suffering, and then they join the soil and spend eternity discarded, feeling nothing but abandonment and pain while we harvest the power of their souls to make our world more pleasant for us.” Avelyn’s hand paws at my bulge. “Isn’t that hot?”

With her gripping my cock the way she does when she speaks to me, everything is hot. 

You’d think such a sight would be unnerving or terrifying, but honestly it’s kind of nice? 

Like—they are very particular about where and how they’ve placed the plots of damned, and have decorated them accordingly with bright, colorful flowers and heavily-shading ferns. 

And by they, I mean the succubi everywhere. 

Oh fuck, are there ever. 

They are so, so fucking gorgeous.

Take every fantasy you’ve ever had about any kind of woman ever and crank it up to a thousand. That’s starting to enter the neighborhood of the houses these women trample over with their tall, tall heels, impossibly long legs, perfect asses, tight midsections, long hair, big tits, and endless happy smiles. Their skin every hue and saturation of red you can think of. They wear tight, luxurious outfits and designer lingerie and glamorous jewelry as they prance and play. 

They're all walking around with smug smirks on their faces, like they know they're the most beautiful things in existence. And they're not wrong.

Of course, none of them are as beautiful as Avelyn. As we descend, she holds her head high like she’s the queen of hell. She's got this air of arrogance and superiority that's almost palpable. If she wants to act like that, it’s fine by me. No one's going to argue with her and I find it hot as fuck.

We descend down from the precipice via an enormous marble staircase lined with obsidian railings. At the bottom, a gaggle of gorgeous vibrantly-hued skinned, smiling succubi await, casually shoving their stiletto heels into the groaning faces of the several damned that make up the road. 

Avelyn explains casually that every entrance to this part of hell creates a stir, thus the audience. 

When the succubi at the bottom of the stairs see that it’s her, they treat her with tremendous deference. 

They bow their heads before her, they whisper her name in hushed tones. She deserves it all. She's the hottest, most beautiful, most powerful demon in all of hell.

And she is madly, passionately, endlessly in love with me. 

I know I keep bringing that up. But fuck, it feels good.

Avelyn smirks at them. “Hello Girls!”

They all wave cheerily. There are about forty of them I think.

“Hi Avelyn!” A chorus of seductive, cooing lust.

“Who’s the stud?” asks one with bright, flowing pink hair. 

“Oh, him?” Avelyn leans into me like a schoolgirl with a crush. “Just my Master, that’s all.”

They all gasp. 

He made you submit?

Forever?

Like, forever and ever?

Avelyn nods. They all turn to me now with awe in their gorgeous eyes. Glimmering pinks and purples and reds.

“So, that means you belong to him?” asks Pink Hair.

Avelyn does a little shimmy into my body, gleeful. Nodding again and smiling madly. 

He’s yours?!

All yours?

You lucky bitch!

The succubi all circle around us, giggling and cooing and stroking my arms and shoulders, their fingers tracing patterns on my skin. Faith, behind me, whispers some kind of prayer in my ear. I can feel her horns growing, pushing against my skull; the time in hell is speeding her transformation. 

“So,” says Pink Hair, “can we play?” 

“Is that an angel?” another one asks. “It’s been so long since we’ve been able to play with an angel.”

“Is that June?” gasps another. “I didn’t think we would see her down here for another ten years at least. We’ve been waiting for you, sweetie. Do you want to see your plot? You're going to have such a terrible time here. I can't wait!”

June draws in closer to me, hiding behind my bulk and size. She’s got nothing to worry about, but it is hot that she expresses her worry like this. 

“Actually, ladies...” I begin. 

They respond with such immediate deference, solemnity, and eye-fucking reverence that I get a headrush. Avelyn insistently kisses my chin and jaw, whispering spells as she always does. No doubt that’s why I have forty actual demonesses from actual hell right now staring at me like I’m every crush they’ve ever had. 

“Did you know, Master, that succubi don’t actually fuck?” Avelyn is stroking me. Again. I groan. Again. "We just fuck with people’s heads. You’re the first to ever fuck a succubus.”

“He fucked you?” Pink-Hair gasps. “Oh my god. And he’s alive? Oh fuck. That means...”

A blue-skinned beauty bops up and down. “That means he could fuck all of us, couldn’t he? Forever?”

“Forever and ever?” Pink-Hair is so hopeful. She’s grasping the hands of other succubi. 

“Forever, and ever, and ever...” Avelyn whimpers and kisses my face and ear. 

Fuck, these women! They slide in toward me, all of them touching, caressing, stroking, giggling, smiling. Each one could put any insta model to shame. The glint of obsession in their eyes is growing into fucking stadium lights. 

They’re going to drown me if I don’t do something fast. 

“My wife!” I growl, roughly gripping Avelyn and shaking her. “We’re here to find Claire. Find me Claire.”

“That bitch?” Blue-Skin giggles. “What do you want her for? You know we’ll fuck you without marrying you, right?”

“Does he know she sucks?” says Pink-Hair. “You know she sucks, right?”

I put my fingers to my temple. I’m not going to fucking explain this shit again. 

“Find her,” I say, “or I’m not fucking any of you.”

That gets them moving. 

* * * * *
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I DON’T KNOW HOW ELSE to put it. They had to excavate Claire out of the dirt. 

She’s covered in dust and filth, wearing the vestiges of the same hot tiny tee shirt she wore the last time I saw her. I suppose when you go to hell, you just wear what you had on. In her case, it's practically nothing. She doesn't seem to mind; her expression reads as dead to the world. 

We’re sitting alone on a small bench. Succubi watch behind trees sporting carved human faces in living, constant agony. Some of them, looking intently at me, touch their supernatural pussies by reaching down below their tight skirts and dresses.

Claire looks... not great. Gone is the perfectly made-up shopaholic fitness addict I once knew. In her place, a shell of a woman with matted hair, dirty clothes, and a look of utter defeat. I can't help but feel a twinge of satisfaction 

Gone are the tight designer clothes that hugged her every curve. The shirt she wears, once white, is stained through with brown and yellow, ripped nearly into shreds on her tiny frame. Rings of grime darken her once-perfect complexion. 

Her hair—once a cascade of hot chestnut brown—is matted and tangled, as if it's been months since she's last looked in a mirror. When she finally looks up at me, I catch a glimpse of those emerald eyes that used to reduce me to putty. 

Now, they're dull, lifeless pools full of pain and despair.

She's been here for only a few days.

Finally, she turns to me. Her voice is distant and soft. 

“Hi. Did you die too?”

I shake my head. 

“You came here for me?”

I nod.

“That was stupid of you. You were never very smart.”

“All right.”

“If you were smart, you would have left me a long time ago. You wanted to save me instead.”

“I want to save you now.”

“I can tell. That’s why I’m telling you you’re an idiot. You know I suck, right?”

“You don’t have to.”

“You always...you always say that.” Frustration fills her voice. “You always say that it’s not necessary, that it was some choice I was making and that’s why you stuck around, because if it was a choice then I could make a better choice, but what if it wasn’t? What if I just suck all the time? What if the whole stupid world is some balloon I’m taking the air out of?”

“I just don’t think that’s true.”

We’re quiet for a minute. This is a very old argument. I hold her hand and she pulls it away. 

“Well. What’s the deal, then?” she asks.

“Deal? There’s no deal.”

“This is hell. It’s all deals. Even I know that, and I’m the idiot who stayed with the biggest idiot I know.”

She's needling for a fight. It would make her feel better to be berated. I won't do it. 

“I mean. There’s kind of a deal. An offer.”

“You see?” She shakes her head. “I suppose it’s your soul on the line.”

I’m trying to leave out everything about having a harem of mindfucked beauties. Phrasing this next part is tricky. 

“They say you can come with me so long as you become a succubus yourself. You’ll...you know. The sadness you feel, the depression and all that. It will be gone. You’ll just be able to come with me and feel happy. It will be great.”

“Who is telling you this?”

“She’s been calling herself Avelyn.”

She stands up. I think she means it to be dramatic, but she's so weak that it just looks like she's aged forty years. 

“You mean the demon who switched places with me? She took you?”

“She’s pretty in love with me. To tell you the truth...”

“You’re in love with her?” She’s not angry. Not even sad. Just resigned. “Right. Well. Go on? Have a wonderful time. Have a demon wife, who cares? She’ll probably make you a harem.”

I chuckle and turn away.

“Oh, I suppose she did already? Good for you. You are a good lay. Just leave me out of it.”

I think that's the first time she's ever complimented my ability in bed.

“You want to stay in hell?”

“I told you, Jonathan. I suck.” 

Okay. You remember how I said I wasn't going to be baited into the fight?

Well.

Fuck it. 

“You can’t be fucking serious right now," I put my head in my hands. "You're so goddamn crazy. I’m offering you a way out of hell.”

“What else is new? Therapy. Books. Medication. You couldn’t give me enough of that shit. You can’t pave a road out of hell faster than I can fall into it, but you always did try. You always thought there was a way out. Just let it go. Go fuck a lovestruck demon. You have a golden chance. Don’t fuck it up.”

There’s no reasoning with her. 

There never was. 

* * * * *
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“YOU KNOW, MASTER. THERE is a way to save her, whether she likes it or not.”

I’m in a small grotto surrounded by beautiful naked demons. Each one is sexier than the last. I’ve only learned the names of Yolanda—the blue-skinned one—and pink-haired Mauve. June makes out with one with firetruck red skin only a few feet away from me. I think June is turning into a succubus; her pale skin is definitely turning almost ashen down here. 

Avelyn is doing her best to cheer me up—which is to say, expertly stroking my shockingly hard cock and whispering all that dark hot prayer shit into my ears between every breath. 

Honestly? It must be working, all those prayers, because her best efforts are not working that great. 

What I mean is—she must be making me stronger and more powerful, because even her best efforts do little more than offer a small au jus to the roast beef sandwich of my misery concerning Claire. 

I know it probably seems insane to feel so empty and worthless and dumb, looking at a beautiful sunlit grotto full of immortal, stacked sex demons desperate to earn their way in my harem. 

But, I don't know. There's a lot about being the spouse of a depressive that doesn’t make sense; you fucking figure it out. 

Avelyn continues her pitch. “All we have to do is make you an incubus. It can only happen in hell, but...oh, whoops! Here we are.”

I'm not amused by her cheek.

“You’d have to turn one of us into your brainless fuckslaves and craft our essence into a small charm,” said Yolanda. “Snap the charm...and all that demonic power flows into you. Because of everything Avelyn's done to you, you would survive easily." Her voice drops to a heated whisper. "Any other mortal would die. You're so powerful..."

"Don't be ridiculous," says Avelyn. She procures a small, twisted double-helix of what looks like spiraling amber. "One succubus isn't nearly enough to devote to his glory."

Mauve gasps. "Sooo pretty...!"

Faith, behind me, her milking tits acting as a pillow for my head, gasps as well. "You found so many..."

"Oh, not that many. Just the souls of over ten thousand succubi who volunteered to give their power up for Master." Avelyn's eyes flash.

"Ten...thousand...?" I shake my head. I don't think I've even seen ten dozen in the two hours or so since we got here. "You had time for that?"

She shrugs. "You only talked with Claire for like thirty minutes, or I would have gotten more." Her grin is so fucking sexy. "Would you like me to get more?"

"You'll be the most powerful demon in hell, easy." Yolanda's voice clearly indicates how sopping wet her pussy is. "Oh fuck...you'd be unstoppable..." 

“Girls.” I shake my head. “You need to stop. I’m not becoming a fucking demon.”

“You already fuck up the minds of girls wherever you go." Avelyn strokes me more insistently. Faith is praying something unintelligible but super hot, whispering the word cum again and again. June has a succubus's tail up her pussy. “Including hell. Gosh, you have a whole army of succubi aching to be bred by you, Daddy. So many already gave up eternity for you, just because they knew you existed. Isn’t that so sexy? It’s just that...if you were an incubi, you would be able to breed us for real.”

I look at the succubi before me, each one more alluring than the last. Their tits and hips are otherworldly, their faces enchanting, and their eyes—oh, their eyes. They practically beg me to take them, to taste the forbidden fruit they so eagerly offer. 

And for a moment, I consider it. I'd be lying if I said the idea of becoming an incubus didn't have its appeal. I could have an endless harem of these divine creatures, my every carnal desire met and exceeded. Breeding them, over and over, for eternity. 

But the image of Claire, broken and defeated, haunts me as I stare at these hot demonic nymphs. I take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. 

A part of me wants to walk away, to leave this twisted realm and its sinful pleasures behind, but the other part craves power. Power over her, power over my own desires. The thought of her kneeling at my feet, the light in her eyes rekindled—albeit artificially—is a whole fucking lot to resist.

“Just think of it, darling...” Avelyn purrs. “She would beg your forgiveness. Your love would light up her life. All that despair would be gone forever. And at what price? Her will?” She grabs Yolanda's head and pushes it up on my cock. Yolanda's tongue splits into two and sucks my cock with eager, billion year-old alacrity that makes Faith seem like a nervous virgin. “What’s she ever done with it that’s been so great? Wouldn’t it be better if you were in charge? It’s not like you would ever make her anything but deliriously happy...” She bites her lip. “I mean, except for the times when she needed to be punished a little. Just a bit. With me helping her understand what a bad girl she was...”

Fuck. Fuck.

Fuck it. 

Okay. 

I grab Avelyn by the throat and push her down onto the ground. Pumping my hips into Yolanda's mouth still, trapping her under my weight. Avelyn smiles a wicked smile even as she turns blue beneath my grip. 

"I'm your Master, aren't I?"

Her body arches upward. Fuck, her hips are sexy.

"Yes, Master!"

"You do what I say?"

"Yes, Master. Anything."

I smile. "I'm changing our agreement."

And Avelyn—understanding—screams in frustration. 

* * * * * 
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, my ears are still ringing from Avelyn's outrage.

I'm glad I remembered how to navigate through the trees to where they kept Claire; the succubi seemed in no mood to help me out. 

They haven't put Claire back into the ground yet, but she went ahead and climbed in the hole. Standing above her, I offer her my hand. 

"Would you get out of there, please?"

She just looks at my hand. "What's the point? They're just going to put me back in. I'd rather get it over with. At least down here there's no fire."

Around me are brilliantly green fields, pink-flowering trees, and happy birds trilling beautiful songs. She sees none of this, of course. 

I take my hand back for a second, squatting down. I have to adjust my pants for a second. The charm is right there, bulging out of my pocket. I had to grab it away from Avelyn in case she had thoughts of any shenanigans. 

"Look. There's no more deal, okay? You're just done with hell. You get to go. No conditions."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean no conditions. I worked it out. You were right. Deals are bad. So, I mean you're going. You're gone. All you have to do is walk out. Okay?"

She frowns. And then she sits down. 

"I paid my ticket."

Oh. 

My.

Fucking. 

God. 

I have to stand up and walk away for a minute. Avelyn, looking fucking furious with me for the first time, leans up against a tree not too far away with her arms crossed and one long lean leg over the other. She's giving me hard, big I Told You So energy. 

I come back to the small pit where Claire sits and look down. 

"I can just pull you out of there, you know."

"You wouldn't dare."

I don't know what to call it. Obstinance, I guess. But when she treats me like I'm being an asshole, when I'm trying to be the best person I know how to be, it really makes me want to act like a bigger asshole. 

I hop down in the pit—easy—scoop her up and jump back up—easier. I used to barely be able to thirty push-ups, by the way. Now I can jump up fifteen feet with a woman in my arms. 

I drag her just for a few feet and then push her toward the marble stairway up the cliff with everything else. 

"Just go that way, and get out. No one will interfere. You're done with hell. Live a nice life."

"What the hell is wrong with you?" she asks. "Oh my god. I can't even be damned without you deciding it's your business."

"You're my wife! Of course it's my business!"

She pushes me. I'm caught so off-guard that I trip backward a few steps. 

"I could live every stupid day of my life more perfect than the last and you'd still want to run my head, you fucking jerk!"

It's the most emotion I've seen from her this whole time. I feel a flush of heat run through my body—real arousal though, not that intense, headfucky shit that Avelyn whispers into my ear. 

It doesn't help that she's right. I do want to run her head. 

Her shit isn't my business. Curing her depression isn't my business. Solving the darkness inside her or solving any part of her isn't my business. 

I sigh. "I know."

"You—what?"

"It isn't my business. None of it is. You're right." I shrug. "But I want it to be."

She doesn't understand right away. Avelyn is quicker on the uptake on such things than her. Another reason she's the real wife for me. I snap the charm in my pocket.

An otherworldly energy surges, crackling the air. The taste of heavy metal fills my mouth. The hellish power of thousands of demons coursing through my veins, all at once—competing with and then combining with each other to perfectly blend with every part of me. Thousands and thousands of succubi souls making love to every part of my being all at once, bathing me in their orgasmic, demonic power. 

With each heartbeat, my humanity slips away, replaced by a heated, burning, calculating desire for dominion and depravity. 

My body convulses, contorting and reshaping itself into the form of an all-powerful incubus. I can be hundreds of feet tall; I choose to be nine. My feet push hard into the earth; I leave thick footprints on the soil and on the plots of the damned, crushing their faces without even trying. 

No longer bound by morality or the constraints of a mortal soul. Forever changed.

Behind me, I hear the succubi cheer. 

Avelyn cums. 

With a thought, I make her cum again—and then again. And then I make her forget my betrayal of her—and then remember it and feel grateful that I did it—and then forget it again. Like turning a switch on and off. I leave the switch flipping that way—and every few changes, I allow her to be aware of what I’m doing. Each new change and each new awareness makes her cum again.

More business to protect the girls who brought me to the dance. More thoughts becoming reality. I turn June into a fully-fledged succubus, pale with glowing blue eyes. She grabs the firetruck-red succubi who was sure she would own June's soul and sits on her face, smiling and winking in my direction. 

Finally, I grind down the mountains in the distance, condensing and carbonizing them a million times over in less than a second, and form a flawless black blade for Faith, presenting it to her in a scabbard decorated with scenes from the battles to come, when she forces down angel after angel on their knees in service of my infernal cock. Her new tail whips in appreciation. Her horns, brilliant and white and tall, carry the splinters of her shattered halo within them. 

To Claire, I tilt my head. The recognition of what’s going to happen in her eyes lasts long enough for me to enjoy the rapture of the betrayal she feels so profoundly—the knowledge that I’m going to take away the one thing that was irrevocably (or she thought) was hers: her despair. 

With a thought, it’s gone. As is the filth and dirt and the grody tee-shirt. 

Lingerie instead, don’t you think? To fuck my wife in. Tight, black, gleaming with emeralds in her massive tits and sparkling down her cleavage. Smoky stockings and tall heels. Though Avelyn is still plainly much prettier than her, they could easily be sisters. Really, really attractive sisters. 

“Master,” says Claire, falling to her knees. Arms limp. Staring up at me. Cumming helplessly. “Please...”

I don’t know what the fuck my problem was. 

This feels fucking great.

I think, only for a moment, and Avelyn and June and Faith are gathered up next to me. They paw my body, aching for my cock. My entire body is naked and massive, my thigh easily the weight of June’s entire body. Avelyn shudders. 

“Th-thank you, husband,” she moans. “I’m s-so h-happy...”

She really is. But I make her happier anyway—ecstatic. The kind of manic that would make her unbearable in any real context or situation. Wide-eyed and frantically smiling and feeling a mind-melting orgasm every time she thinks, touches, kisses, or feels me. She cums and cums so much that she is almost frozen in a smile, helplessly grinding my thigh as she smiles her brilliant fucking smile up at me. 

This is her reward.

Another thought—and all the succubi in the realm are gathered around us. There are thousands and thousands of them. It looks like a festival crowd full of supermodels with me at the center. The lucky ones are able to push into me like my girls are. Some of the succubi haven’t even seen me yet—but they do now. And they love it. 

And if they don’t, I make them love it anyway. 

Fuck, I’m good.

“Please, Master, please?” Claire moans.

On the ground. Staring up at me. My precum spilling all over the ground all around her, fertilizing the land, sprouting flowers everywhere it lands. 

June gets down holds Claire from behind on the ground, spreading her legs out. Faith kneels down in front and to the side, grinning that same mad smile as Avelyn into Claire’s face. 

“He fucked my soul away,” she giggles. “I sang the loudest in God’s chorus. You don’t stand a chance.”

Claire nods and whimpers, her body arching up toward me. She needs it. 

I push into her, and it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. My new incubus cock ultra sensitive, extra hard and dense, full of mind-altering pleasure potential. 

Claire feels it too.

She screams, and her eyes roll back in her head as I claim her thoroughly, fucking her so hard and filling her up with my demonic essence that she can no longer tell where she ends and I begin. I feel Claire’s mind crack open, spilling her every thought and fear and want onto me like a waterfall. 

And I fuck her harder and take it all away until the only thing left in her skull is obedience to me. 

“Fuck her, yes!” Avelyn moans, pressing into me. “Fuck her, please!”

All the succubi—thousands and thousands—join in on the chants and encouragement. 

Fuck her. 

Breed her. 

Fuck the pretty mortal. 

Turn her into one of us. 

Give us another sister, Master.

Cumming inside of Claire will truly damn her forever—by marking her with an incubi’s seed in her cunt, she’ll be forever a succubus herself. 

I thrust faster and faster, my massive, demonic dick pulsing and throbbing with every inch of her tight pussy, every wail of hers lost in the roar of the succubi. I hold out as long as I can, but—fuck—I cum, deep inside her. 

Claire’s screams surpasses even Avelyn’s, and her body swells with power as she transforms. Her breasts grow. Her ass swells. Her hips flare. Her legs lengthen. Her hair thickens and lengthens; she looks more like Avelyn than ever before. 

Another sister for my succubi army. 

Around us, the thousands of succubi are on their knees, cumming and moaning my name and promising their eternal obedience. I make them cum every time they take a breath.

I turn to Avelyn and dial the manic insanity down a little bit. My control over her—over every woman here and every woman anywhere—is infinite and easy. I dial it down it not because I’ve had enough of her insane glee—but because I do miss her urgent dark obedience. 

Breathing hard, perfect breasts heaving, she stares at me with that hot, arrogant satisfaction that I love so much, pushing in June’s mouth onto my cock and using her mouth to stroke me off. 

I stroke her flawless face. She's so fucking obedient. 

“Good work, babe.”

She preens at the compliment.

“You know,” she says. “For a minute there...I really did think you were going to let her go. Even be with her.”

I smirk. “For a minute there...so did I.”

She rolls her eyes. “You’re such a bastard.”

But she’s happy about it. The evil bastard she aches to have in charge of her eternity.

Now that the heat’s died down a little, I want to fuck my old wife again. She’s starting to recover. Succubi physiology is rather more resilient than that of a mortal. 

When I slide back up on top of Claire—I see it. What I’ve craved for so long. That same look that Avelyn gave to me so readily. 

Love. 

# # #
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