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Avelyn pushes the bedroom door open, banging it against the stopper and startling me awake. It’s four in the morning and there’s a weird stench in the air—something like sulfur and musk. The sun shouldn’t be up for another couple of hours. All the same, there’s a strange red glow coming from behind her, lighting up her gorgeously toned form from behind and highlighting her ridiculously sensual silhouette. 

“I need your cock.”

I’m shocked. She’s never talked to me like this. She stalks onto the bed, naked except for a tiny white shirt. The luscious, firm shape of her hard nipples push through the flimsy cloth. 

“What?”

“Your cock. I need it in me. I need to finish.”

Her voice is husky, almost like a porn star’s. I’m guessing she’s been toying with herself already—without me, of course—and got so turned on that she thought it would be a good idea to fuck her husband. 

It’s a little insulting that she’s using me as little more than a masturbatory tool. And it’s a little presumptuous of her to think that she could get me hard and ready just by asking...but only a little. 

You see, I have this insane problem—my wife is just incredibly hot. 

I thought I had hit the jackpot when I met her, and then when I dated her, and then again when she married me. Several years younger than my own middle-aged self, she’s in her mid-twenties and is ultra-fit with the body of some eighteen-year-old hyper-athletic gymnast: perfectly toned in every single place and not a drop of unnecessary fat. 

Pilates, yoga, ballet—she does it all, and constantly. Physical movement seems to be one of the only things that will ease her anxiety, and she has a lot of it. Her hair is thick and a deep, lush chestnut brown, and though her tits are on the smaller side, they are perfectly plump and easily handfuls in my big hands. 

So what’s the problem? 

I mean, besides everything, you mean?

Six months into our relationship, it all went to shit in the intimacy department. I thought getting married would help, and it did for like two weeks, and then it was shit again. 

I don’t know how or why, and she won’t talk to me about it, but she’s built up this weird ball of fear and revulsion at being touched. Not just by me—but by anyone. 

Given her ridiculous body and overall hotness, and our wide age gap, I would have thought she was having an affair. But these fears were basically laid to rest after the several conversations I’ve had with a series of her yoga instructors. They tried to correct her downward dogs or cobras or half moon, and all of a sudden she’d be a total mess, an inconsolable mess of shuddering convulsions. 

I was already convinced her revulsion was real, but that stuff sealed the deal. 

She’s seen psychiatrists, she’s read ten thousand self-help books, she’s been in therapy, all of it. None of it helped much. There’s an emotional hole in her that would rival the Marianas Trench. 

Our love became a cold, hard, lump of a thing. Maybe think like a bar of hardened steel. Still there, and still reliable, but completely exhausted of any energy and not going to transform anytime soon without some kind of intense, targeted heat. 

So now—the dead of night. Her cunt so hot I can feel the heat sliding in waves over the sheets. Her body slick with sweat and her own juices. The tiny shirt she’s wearing sheer from her own moisture. The little gasps coming out of her gorgeous, museum-worthy lips as she slides over my body. 

All this, after everything I’ve seen out of her?

Or rather, after the nothing I’ve seen out of her?

Having my gorgeous wife beg for my cock out of the blue? Basically demanding it?

I’d be insulted if I hadn’t dreamed of this so much. 

And yet, even so—I’m no superman. Just because my dream is coming true doesn’t mean I’m hard—the harsh facts of reality when you’re not eighteen anymore. I've got a mortgage and a previously failed marriage and a mile-long sheet of credit card debt and I need a little time to work myself up, dammit. 

And, fuck it, I wanted to gamble a little. 

She slides on top of my waist. Dragging her naked, soaking cunt across my boxer briefs. They’re immediately soaked themselves, her juices urging me to stiffness from their comforting, welcoming warmth. 

“Give it to me...” she groans. Almost grunting. “Need it. Need the cock...”

God, she’s so small. I’m not that big myself, and she’s quite tall, but despite that, her lusciously hard ass barely reaches the half-way point of my thighs on either side. I take her and slide her underneath me and slip down between her legs. 

“Let me lick you first, Avelyn.”

I use her first name even though she far prefers her middle name, Claire. I always use it when I’m more serious, and I’ve always had fantasies of using it in moments like this—times of deep intimacy and half-awake longing and touching.

“What?”

She shakes her head. “No, it’s your cock, I need it, you don’t understand, give me your cock...”

“I want to lick your pussy, Avelyn.”

I’m already between her legs and—though she still begs confusion—she opens up her thighs easily enough before wrapping them quickly around my head once again once I probe the area with a kiss. 

“Oh fuck, that’s too good,” she moans, hips thrusting up into my face. “O-okay, yes, do it, do it fast, and then cooooock...”

Her voice trails off as I start licking. Her hips, perhaps subconsciously, continue to pump up into my face as I fall into a familiar rhythm. Like riding a bike. It’s been a long time, but my tongue still knows the geography, every fold and crevice and the almighty bump.

“Fuck, I can’t cum, I can’t cum,  I can’t—don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop—"  

Her entire body feels like it lifts in the air, almost like she’s levitating around me. Every muscle twitches and spasms and she screams in exultant, delirious ecstasy as she cums—and then she cums again, and again, and again in quick succession. My eyes are closed, but for a moment, I can swear I sense fireworks in the room. Everything turns bright red. I hear her fall to the bed, she’s thumping so hard. 

I’m completely surprised and rock fucking hard. I’ve never felt so powerful or in control of her. Every lick seems like it’s another cum. Of course I’d heard of women chaining orgasms together, but Avelyn had never been the kind to do it.

“The king...” she groans, her voice wrapped inside a new sultry glory that makes my hard cock throb precum. “You are the king...the king...”

I’m humping the sheets covered in her slickness as I lick her now, unable to stop myself. She’s so fucking warm underneath me. It’s like her temperature has doubled somehow. I lose track of time, licking, licking, licking—and feeling her cum, cum, cum...

I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. My brain turns off. I’m the happiest I’ve ever been. 

Finally, she tugs at my head, pulling me away from her cunt entirely. Her strength surprises me; those classes are really working for her. 

“I-inside me.” Her moan sounds like a thousand aching voices all at once. “Inside. Please. Now!”

I’m not going to argue. I climb upward—shocked when she passionately kisses me, moaning at the taste of her own wet pussy in her mouth. I enter her easily—I’ve made her so completely wet—and quickly slide her knees up under my chest. 

She cums. Again. 

“K-king!” She bites my chin, sucks my tongue. “My king!”

She’s always hated this position. Mating position. Breeding position. But I figure I’ve got her exactly where I’ve always wanted her, so why not try for more?

The way she looks at me as I push into her once more sells me on our entire relationship. Yesterday we were on the rocks, prepping for a vacation that I was sure would end in our divorce. Today, so long as she looks at me like that once in a while, I’m in this for life.

God, I want to breed her. She’s so obviously perfectly fertile. Her knees drawn up against my chest, my entire weight pumping down inside her, my hands not able to stop grabbing and pinching at her tits, her back, her ass. 

“Oh fuck,” I groan, looking down at her. The way she’s looking at me. Like I’m really her king. “I love you.”

“Oh yesss...” she nods. Somehow she’s thrusting her hips up toward me even as I have her completely pinned. “That is what this is. Love. Love.”

“I love you,’ I say again. 

“Yes, yes, I love you, yes...” 

Around us, I feel the heat grow. This is such a hot moment for me. The crazy red light seems to flicker, like a fire about to go out and burning at its final piece of fuel. Something clatters in the room, and then something else. I hear what might almost be footsteps, only they sound wrong. I try to look around, a little concerned, but Avelyn grabs me and I can’t help but melt as I see the total adoration in her eyes. 

“Finish it?” 

It’s begging. She’s begging me. 

“Finish it, now. The time draws near. You must finish, you must finish inside me...”

Her voice drifts off into hot, guttural noises that sounds almost like she’s speaking in tongues. I can’t explain it, but I don’t want to—the sound of it is like some binaural audio ASMR hooked up to headphones placed directly on my brain. And all the while, she’s looking at me in that way—that perfect loving adoring way—and I cum harder than I can ever remember. 

I cum in my wife. 



* * * * *
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So yeah, at the time, I was surprised by Avelyn’s attention. 

She had always been gorgeous, but incredibly cold. I felt all the time like she was just waiting for the right time to drop me out of her life. It shocked me when she agreed to marry me—and shocked me even more when she never seemed excited by it. She insisted that we get hitched in a courthouse, no ceremony, no family, and almost no witnesses. It wasn’t hard to get the sense that she was ashamed of me. I thought it was because of our age difference, with me almost fifteen years her senior. 

Of course, she said it was because she didn’t like her family—she wanted to separate from them entirely, and I always took her cold and reserved nature as something like proof that she hadn’t been loved enough when she was young. 

When I was still trying to fix everything, I had read books on emotionally neglectful parents, on learning the emotional cycle of pushing and pulling, on being a partner for someone who was abused—it all helped, sort of. Imagine trying to fill an ocean one bucket of water at a time from a faucet across town. At the end of the day, my wife was still mentally and spiritually frigid when it came to the bedroom. We’d had sex, of course, but it was deeply functional. Band-aid sex, as I came to think of it. 

Strange bumps? Weird lights? Shit, who says it doesn’t happen when you finally for-real make love with the woman you fell in love with over three years before?

She had been like nothing I had ever experienced her before—wanton, lush, full of mirth and seduction and need. Normally, she wouldn’t even have let me touch her pussy. No wonder I ate her out for so long. She told me later it was close to an hour.

That wasn’t the only reason her attention surprised me. We’d had a terrific fight—another fight after a series of terrific fights—earlier that day. 

I own and operate a shipping logistics business. You know how packages get to you? We figure out the best routes to make it happen for the most profit, in a nutshell. It’s not sexy, but it’s lucrative. All the same, I’ve got a young hot wife with broken insides, and outside of endless workouts, she found her dopamine rush from shopping. 

Gadgets, appliances, cars. She bought three new washer and dryer sets in a matter of three months at one point. She also broke them, so we couldn’t sell them. Automatic blinds. Holographic screens. Sports cars with drink dispensers. All that dumb shit.  

Her spending was out of control, and after a thousand broken agreements and arrangements and constructions to try and fix it, I lost my own sense of self-regulation and my spending went crazy too. I lost myself in my hobbies, particularly in expensive crafted miniatures to paint and model old historical scenes—anything to distract myself from the dissolution of our union. I don’t know if I spent more than her, but I sure as hell did try. 

Ultimately though, it was about the same old stuff that goes wrong in any marriage—just communication and intimacy. I honestly don’t know if I would mind all her spending if she would just let me know what was happening. That the numbers of our budget were “good” was not nearly as important as those numbers being accurate. 

All this led to a lot of lying on our taxes. A couple of phantom employees who pulled crazy salaries that just went to my and Avelyn’s spending. I always figured—what the hell? Why would anyone come after me? My business isn’t that big. I pay some taxes, just not technically “all” of them. What’s the big deal?

It’s funny how, when you get that stupid plain letter that says you’re being audited, all of a sudden you’re pretty sure you can travel in time? Like you can take back all the dumb lies you’ve sent to the government. 

Anyway, the auditor, June Crowley—or Miss Crowley, as she insisted on being called, even though I was easily fifteen years her senior—showed up at my office during the day that preceded the night in which Avelyn and I fucked each other’s brains out. 

At first, seeing Crowley walk in my office, I thought it was my lucky day. Gorgeous young blonde with a killer smile and a great rack, wearing a dark sea blue skirt suit with tall, designer heels?

She’s an absolutely stunning sexbomb of a woman; I have no idea why she’s working as an auditor. It doesn’t help that she’s supremely good at getting me to tell her the truth because she’s a sexbomb; I can’t help myself. I’m just a sucker for gorgeous women. 

Shortly after arriving in the office, she sat down in front of my desk, her white, button-up blouse barely containing her enormous tits. I have no idea how tits as big as hers aren’t constantly leaking milk or how they also seem to defy gravity with their natural bounciness. 

“You’ve done well for yourself, Mr. Marlowe.” 

She smiles. It’s very officious. Practiced. 

“I like to think I’ve done better for my employees.”

“Oh yes. Particularly, oh...” she makes a show of rifling through her notes. “Yes. Someone named John Joe Brown? Is he here?”

I’m not great with names. 

“I’d have to check. We employ a lot of people.”

She looks around. “Your office isn’t that big, Mr. Marlowe.”

“There’s remote workers, you know. We try to let people stay at home if they want. It’s actually really increased productivity, and—”

“—It’s very progressive of you, I’m sure. And Susan Suzington?”

“Sorry?”

“Susan Suzington. Is she also working remotely?”

I make a face. “It’s perfectly possible. She might be sick.”

“In any case, I’ll have to speak with them. And I’ll need to see their receipts. They have a lot of business expenses. Pretty much the entire sum of their salary! Isn’t that interesting? I would think you’d want to know exactly where they were so they weren’t off spending all your money.”

I twitch a little. “It’s the company’s money.”

Her smile turns conspiratorial. “Really? You wouldn’t ever take any money for yourself?”

“Profits go back into the company and the workers.”

“Workers like John Joe...and Susan. Who are real.”

“I’m sure they’ll be able to talk to you.” I had to get out of this conversation. “Tomorrow.”

“At your home?”

“My home?”

“I need to see your receipts. You also have a lot of business expenses. Unless...you keep the receipts here?”

“No.” I’m sweating so much, christ. “No. They’re at home.”

“Yes.” She stands up. “I thought so. Cheaters always keep them private. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She walked out, and when she turned back to watch me watching her, I knew she knew I was enjoying the view despite everything. 

So, later that evening, Avelyn had the kind of fight you might expect when a couple’s financial ruin is incumbent. And later still that evening, when Avelyn wanted to fuck—on top of everything else—a wild hope took me. Maybe everything doesn’t suck now. 



* * * * *
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The morning after Avelyn and I bang so beautifully, I wake up alone in the bed. Right away, I’m feeling the familiar pangs of rejection, knowing-without-knowing that it’s happening again. 

We come together, then we push apart, like moons in a terrible orbit around the same planet. The clock’s red numbers read nine am—the meeting with Crowley is at eleven. 

All the fucking in the world can’t stop the brutal reality of my shit finances. At this point, our balances hitting zero would be an improvement. 

Sighing, I get up, shower, and start getting dressed. I always look discerningly at my reflection. 

Hitting middle-age has meant I’ve had to forego a lot of my old treats. No more pizza every weekend or Hamburger Hump Day. I’ve got a dad bod all the same, big arms and heavy muscle-gut, even though Avelyn basically laughed away my desire to have kids. 

Halfway dressed, in boxer briefs and socks, I turn around to see Avelyn at the door openly touching herself to the sight of me. She’s wearing knee-socks and underwear and that’s it. I didn’t even know she had knee socks. Her face is pure lust.

“Keep going.” Her eyes sparkle. “I like watching you move.”

This is not what I was expecting. If anything, I didn’t really expect to hear from her until very late tonight and even then only about something related to a weekend plan about watching some reality show without me. 

Stunned, I stop entirely. She shrugs beautifully and struts toward me, hungry. 

“Listen, Claire...”

“Call me Avelyn.” She smiles. “I like that name better.”

Weird. She always insisted on Claire before, even though I always loved the name Avelyn. But, whatever, she just gave me the fuck of a lifetime. I’m happy to accommodate her. 

“Avelyn. Can we talk?”

Instead, she wraps her arms around my neck like a lovesick teenager and kisses me firmly, sliding her tongue across my lips and then pushing through to mine. Her moan is exultant; if I didn’t know better, I’d have thought she was cumming. 

Hell, I might not know better—she’s shivering and groaning and grinding her cunt into my crotch and it is wet. 

“Will you fuck me again soon?” she asks. “Maybe you’ll lick me again? Is that what you want to talk about?”

“I...shit.”

It all of a sudden seems very much like that’s what I should be talking about.

“I think you got me pregnant, but I’m not positive,” she whispers in my ear. “I’d love for you to try again?”

Her hand finds my stiffening cock and she lets out a delighted little gasp that melts my heart. 

“Such a king...”

“I mean—I can’t—I...we’ve got...”

My blubbering isn’t helped at all by the way she’s squeezing my cock through my briefs. How is she so good at that all of a sudden? How does she know it’s exactly the kind of gesture that turns me on, that makes me feel so completely close to her? 

My thoughts race. Is there time? I could fuck her quickly, but I want it to last for days. Is this real? Is she going to change her mind in a few minutes like she has before? I wish this was happening on any other day but today. 

“You could get me so pregnant, I bet.” She smiles, then leans in and bites my chin. I melt. “Your seed felt so virile inside of me this morning. I need to feel it again.”

My response is just more blubbering. Is this my wife?

“Only...I want to buy some lingerie. There isn’t any in my drawers. Isn’t that strange?”

Strange? She had always refused to buy anything sexier than a pair of Target-brand panties, saying it was too misogynistic to do otherwise. She would have bought granny panties if she could find them easier. 

“Will you stay hard for me while I’m gone? I want to shop for a little while.” She kisses me again, gripping my cock hard through my pants. “Please? I promise to get the nice kind. I want to make myself so beautiful for you.”

“I have...” I groan as she squeezes me again. What I’d give to just be able to do what she wants right now. “I have that meeting. With the auditor.”

“Auditor?”

It’s like she has no idea what I’m talking about sometimes. 

“We’ve talked about this. They’re going to fuck us.”

“Of course. Who wouldn’t want to fuck you? You’re terrific at it.”

I blush; I’ve never heard her compliment me like that before, and I love it.

“I mean financially. We’ve been lying on our taxes, remember? We’re going to be out of money soon?”

“All your material needs will be taken care of. That’s part of the deal. We made a pact. Just let me keep fucking you, okay? I promise I’ll take care of you.”

She gives me another sizzling, knee-melting kiss, and then she’s gone before I can say anything about how right now is the worst possible time for her to go buy expensive lingerie. 
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I hadn’t really intended to stay hard for Avelyn—I mean, who the hell could? But even so, I’m still stiff as a fucking board when Miss Crowley arrives.

She wears a peach-colored suit this time with a paisley blue blouse. Another skirt, this one just hitting her knees. Her skin is sensuously smooth; I can tell she does treatments or has great genetics or something; her whole being exudes vitality and youth and beauty. Her hair—thick and golden—is tied up in a thick knot at the back of her skull. She carries a small laptop bag around one arm and a tablet in her hands. 

“Hello, Mr. Marlowe,” she says brightly. “Are you ready to get to work?” 

I say nothing. She’s awfully gleeful for someone who knows she’s going to ruin my life. Like a middle-schooler, I grab some papers and folders to hide my bulge as I lead her over to the living room where we can sit down. 

She eyes the absurdly large television and the oversized ceilings and the two sectional couches hand-crafted in premium leather, not to mention the expensive art on the wall and—deep down the custom-lit hallway—my home office with its full-size replica of the Almada Pass of the Rocky Mountains circa 1851. The ceiling-to-floor windows and the cobblestone patio. The three-car garage easily visible through the windows with the four cars outside them in the drive. 

When she sits down on the couch, her skirt rides up. I can’t help but look. Her legs are so lush. I want to fuck her kneecaps—is that weird? That’s very weird. She catches my look and smirks a bit, but then blushes and looks away. 

I wasn’t expecting that. 

“Now,” she begins, taking out her laptop and setting it down on the coffee table. “You clearly are in a lot of trouble, Mr. Marlowe. I could find out half of what you’re doing and make my bones for the next five years. So, what I want from you...”

Her voice drifts off, like she heard someone call her name. She looks behind her, down the hallway again. She shakes her head and then tries to laugh it off, blushing more intensely now and looking at me with a pardon me look. 

“As I was saying...” She bites her lip, looking me up and down. “What was I saying?”

“What you want from me.”

“Right. Yes.” 

Looking me up and down again. Like that. What’s going on?

“What I...what I want from you...”  

She raises her head and tilts her nose to the air. Her profile is like something from a caricature of a gorgeous woman from a pin-up; her facial proportions are ridiculously hot. Her nose, small and pointed, makes my cock swell again. She tugs at her blouse and a button pops away. She doesn’t seem to notice when it lands on the floor near her heel. 

“Sorry, do you smell that?”

“Smell?”

Fuck. She can probably smell my pre-cum. I’ve been leaking like crazy all morning, and seeing her bodaciously hot body isn’t helping. 

“It just smells...I don’t know.” She smiles warmly. Sincerely. “If it’s a candle or something, I’d love to know where you got it. I’d love to...” she bites her lip. “I don’t know. Use it as a body lotion or something. I love that smell. Wow.”

She inhales deeply, and then does so again. She tugs at her blouse, and another button pops away. I can see easily all the down her bra and into her substantial, galactically hot cleavage. Her orbs, shining and smooth, appear soft and inviting. 

It’s surreal to see, but also hot as hell. She sees me staring and giggles and puts her hand on my knee. 

“Oh, you devil. Taking advantage of my wardrobe malfunction?” 

She makes no effort to fix it or stop me. Her back straightens, her chest pushing out, as if trying to enhance my view. My bulge grows, tenting my barely-capable pants, and more precum spurts out. 

“Gosh, that smell!” She giggles. “It’s making it hard to concentrate! It makes me so...mmm.” She bites her lip again, and fuck is that sexy. “Not hungry? But I definitely want something...in my mouth...”

Her eyes fall on my bulge. I’m not hiding it. Why bother? It’s too obvious anyway. The precum has soaked my pants. The tent in my pants is more like a tower. Seeing it, she seems to start to understand what it is she’s saying and what she’s wanting. 

And she breathes in deep...and then again. Then again. Like she’s feasting on the smell of my precum. 

“Gosh...mmm.” She takes a pen from her bag and slides it between her lips, sucking and suckling. Showing off.

“Okay...um...business. Wow.” She shakes her head. “I promise I’m a professional.”

I really don’t know what’s happening.

“Great.”

“Great, right. It would probably be great. And really fast. But long, too? Like a lot of long, fast sessions. And so great...”

I don’t think she realizes she’s speaking out loud. She’s staring at my bulge. A lot. And...

Did she just lick her lips? 

“I have a confession to make,” she says. 

“You have a confession? I thought that was my role here.”

“You’re so funny.” She laughs richly, as if I am that funny. She means it though, genuinely amused and almost, dare I say it...giggling? “No, I know I’m kind of a looker? So I dress to enhance it. Can you tell?”

“Sure,” I nod. “You’re kind of a looker.”

She giggles. “Okay, you caught me. I’m really hot. This is more secure than most jobs, though. Everyone is always trying to cheat. They all make the same mistakes. And I have other people at the service do the work for me. I just get the confessions and the deals with the awful terms. For you, I mean. It would be awful for you.”

“Would be?”

I’m just staring at her tits. I’m too turned on to do much else. I really need to cum. Fuck. Every word she says makes her heavy tits jiggle just so.

“Well, I’ve been unfair to you, haven’t I? Here I am, in your home, flirting with you when both of us know you’re married and you can’t very well fuck me rotten until I’m begging for your babies.”

Her own intensity seems to surprise her, but she capitalizes on the momentum of her words, squeezing my thigh. 

“There’s just no way, normally, that I’d be able to suck you off until you came down my needy little girl throat and turned me into your fuck doll forever. You know. Like. Because you’re married.”

She’s drooling. 

I nod. “Right.”

“But it’s just, you should know, as an auditor, I can be very good at keeping secrets.”

Her hair is undone, the bun is gone. Golden locks frame her gorgeous face. Her hands are stroking my thighs now, like she’s a stripper at a club. 

“Right. Right.” I shake my head. “What?”

“I mean, numbers just sort of do what I want, don’t they? I can make them appear or disappear. It would be really, really easy for me to sort of just, you know, forget about any overdue taxes you owe.” She squeezes me tighter, further up my thighs, and her eyes sparkle. “Or even see to it that you got a refund. Something that you might deserve.”

I can’t believe this is happening. I don’t know what to say. 

What the fuck has gotten into everyone lately? 

“Of course, I wouldn’t expect you to just go for that, would I?” Her lips are hypnotically wet. “I’d have to do something for you, too. To be able to give you a gift like that. To show you that I can be trusted. I’d have to be knocked up and fucked sideways and be your suck-you-off-sidepiece while I funnel hidden fortunes into your offshores accounts. What do you think about that?”

Her hand lands right on top of my straining bulge. Precum shoots out and stains her grip, and she groans and squeezes tighter. 

She leans in and kisses me softly, gently, urgently. It’s a lustful kiss, a please-let-me kiss. Her hand keeps joyfully squeezing my thick cockhead and I keep spurting out pleasure-soaked rounds of heavy precum. 

“Please?” she whispers. “Won’t you let me give you what you deserve?”

She pushes in for another kiss—and this time I hold her tight, hips bucking toward her as she fiddles with my zipper. My cock pops out, and she groans, tossing her hair to one side and sliding her tongue up for a long, soulful lick. 

Of course, it’s at this exact moment that Avelyn returns home. 






* * * * *
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“I can explain.”

We’re in the kitchen adjacent to the living room where June is waiting patiently. 

Avelyn walked in, said that she and I needed to talk, and told June to wait.

She looks phenomenal. Wherever she went to go buy stuff, I want to give them all a raise. Tight, black embroidered lace fabric clings to her tight body, utterly sheer in a starburst pattern on either side of her ultra-thin, long torso. Her heavy tits covered by a thin, sheer strip of fabric decorated with some kind of symbol or pattern I just almost recognize. 

Are her tits...bigger? It must just be the dress. She couldn’t have gotten bigger tits. And taller. And thinner. It’s just a really...really nice dress.

She has a cashmere shawl over her shoulders which somehow makes it all sexier—this ultra-hot cocktail dress matched with a cuddly-stay-in-and-snuggle-forever piece has my brain in a tizzy. 

Her hair, thick and luxuriously hot, seems somehow longer. She was only gone for like an hour—did she go to a stylist too? That’s weird. And—

My thoughts break off as she rubs my chest, oohing and ahhing under her breath. She’s so hot.  

“What’s to explain?” she asks. “You want to fuck the auditor, don’t you?”

“No!”

“No?” she eyes my pants, my once-again hidden hard-on, the soaking mess that my shooting pre-cum has made. “Really?”

“Okay, yes, I mean, sure, but also—I don’t know! I was surprised. And you made me so turned on from earlier, and—”

Her face turns from seductive to overjoyed.

“You were thinking of me still?”

“Well...”

The complete lack of her anger is making me drop my defensiveness, which is making me feel in turn a little defensive even still. 

I shrug. “Yeah. I mean, of course. Until she started...you know.”

“She’s very attractive,” says Avelyn. Back to seductive. “And you only stopped thinking about me when she was holding your cock and kissing you?”

Is this an accusation? I feel like this should be an accusation. Instead, Avelyn just seems impressed and flattered. 

“Ye-e-e-es? Yes. That’s right.”

Her hand slides to my bulge. She squeezes and I groan. She whispers it again—king. 

“But she couldn’t get your cock out in time before I got home. Otherwise you might have even started fucking her.”

“I don’t know about th—what?”

Avelyn expertly unsheathes my cock from inside my pants and begins stroking me. I’m fully hard in an instant; she’s looking at me that way again and I feel my heart overflowing with intimate love and affection. 

“Gosh, baby.” Her voice takes a sultry, soft sing-song that I’ve never heard her do before. It’s insanely hot. I’m almost falling over I’m so turned on. “You just feel so virile when I stroke your cock. And then I remember your hot, handsome load spraying my womb this morning...” she sighs happily. “I bet you would just fuck her pregnant, wouldn’t you?”

She leans in like we’re sharing a warm embrace, like she’s just come home from work. Except, of course, she’s eagerly stroking my cock and guiding my face toward June with her forehead on my chin. 

June, meanwhile, seems like she’s looking very intently at something out the window. I assume she’s desperately trying to be polite—perhaps expecting some kind of tongue lashing from Avelyn in a moment? 

“Look at that hot girl. Gosh, is she even twenty? She’s younger than me, and I’m so young. Too young to be your wife.”

“Fuck.”

“You’ll fuck her, won’t you? You deserve to fuck her.”

“H-how?”

“I’m hotter than her, aren’t I?”

Clearly, I almost shout. Instead, I nod, even though that really wasn’t the question I was asking. 

“Then it’s simple, isn’t it? If you deserve to fuck me, and I’m as hot as I am, then obviously you deserve to fuck her. What could be simpler?”

I’m expecting a fight, of course. A terrible one—made even worse because we’d had such utterly fantastic, lovey, achy, moany, orgasm-filled sex this morning. 

You remember that incredible look she gave me this morning? The one full of lustful, endless, shocked, eager passion and ambition and delight?

She looks at me with the same exact expression. 

“How do you want to fuck her?”

“What?”

My pants are down around my ankles. Stepping against me, she tosses them to one side using nothing but her heels. 

“With her knees against her chest, like you fucked me? Do you want me there while you fuck her pregnant?” she purrs. “I think it’s a good idea. What if she changes her mind halfway through? You’ll have to hold her down until you can cum in her and claim her cunt as your property.”

“I...I...what?”

“Don’t lick her, though. That’s only for me. Isn’t it?”

She’s stroking me and looking at me—my beautiful fucking earnestly adoring, lovestruck wife—like I’m the only man who has ever existed and she’s desperate as hell for my cock and approval. 

“Yeah,” I nod. “Sure. Yes. Only you. I only lick you.”

“So you will fuck her, then?”

She picks up her stroking pace, excited. I’m hard as a rock in her hands, slick in a river of precum.

“Ungh.” I lean into her body and she kisses my neck, my jaw. My lips run across her clavicles. Are her tits bigger than they were this morning? “Yes. If she wants.”

“She will,” says Avelyn. “And if she doesn’t want it, that hardly matters, does it? So long as you want it. I don’t care if you force her. And after you take her, neither will she.”

My wife—my fucking wife!—is encouraging me to force myself on this woman! I never would, of course, but for my wife to want me to is so insanely hot. I can’t even blubber out a response. I’m stunned. I’m just stuck in a loop of arousal, turned on because I’m looking at my wife, who is looking and me and saying hot shit because I’m looking at her, and I’m looking at her because she’s looking at me like that and saying all that hot shit... 

“Maybe we should go ask her?” 

Before I can say anything, she’s already walking into the room with June. 




* * * * *
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Because of my groping, Avelyn’s dress is out of position, her shawl forgotten in the kitchen. The odd symbols sparkle in her lingerie-like dress. How our affection has, until this point escaped June’s attention is beyond me, but now we’re due for a weird conversation. 

Only...June doesn’t say anything. 

In fact, she doesn’t do anything. She just sits there, staring straight ahead, her hands calmly in her lap. Every several seconds, she takes a languid, long blink, her thick eyelashes batting over her incredibly bright blue eyes.

I thought she was being polite or something, or maybe was just so caught up in the shame of being caught that she didn’t know how to leave. 

But instead she looks...like she’s entranced?

As I keep watching, her lips part slightly, her chest pushes upward, nipples fully erect, and her lower back and pelvis convulse slightly. A pink flush runs from her cleavage up to her forehead. 

She came. Just from sitting there. Just from...

What was it that Avelyn said to her?

Wait until I say we need you.

At the time, I was turned on by Avelyn’s confidence, her loyalty to me. The way she seemed to not even give a shit that there was an auditor present when she could be adoring her man instead. 

But now it seems like that throwaway line she told June before I caught up with Avelyn in the kitchen was some kind of legitimate command with, somehow, legitimate weight. 

So let’s check in, all right? You and me.

A suddenly changed wife, a mind-zapped auditor, strange symbols on her clothing...I suppose you’ve picked up on what’s happening already; I can only say that I was living it, and my bias is always going to be towards me. 

Can you blame me for wanting to believe that my wife was finally, finally head-over-heels in love with me the way I’ve been with her for years? That—at the same time—a crazy-hot auditor decided she would rather suck me off than give me a very deserved audit and tax bill? 

I mean, yes, both of those things are kind of insane to believe, but they feel really fucking good! 

But for whatever reason, seeing June like that, the placid look on her face staring into nothing and occasionally orgasming from her obedience to Avelyn’s command...that’s what finally tells me that I’m inside of something crazy, supernatural, and dangerous. 

I look at Avelyn and then June and then Avelyn again. She’s so stupidly hot. I twitch just looking at her. She left me so hard in the kitchen—and suddenly seems to realize it, moaning just slightly and pushing herself back into me. She guides my cock over to her carved, gorgeous hipbone, sliding my across it with one skillful hand. 

“What’s...happening?”

It’s all I can think to ask.

“Let me ask you something, darling.”

My cock surges again. Already, I was growing addicted to the sound of her voice, her long explanations, her total and absolute adoration for me. 

She continues. “I’ll wake this woman and she’ll be obsessed with serving your cock, should you want it. I’m passionately, desperately in love with you, and I’m the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. And I’ll always be that way. This body hasn’t serviced you enough, and I’ll spend lifetimes correcting that error.” She strokes me harder.

“You were going to ask something,” I say dumbly. 

“Do you really care what’s happening?”

It would be a terrific time not to. But I can’t shake the feeling that this is all tremendously wrong. 

“Are you...” I don’t even know how to ask this question. “...are you my wife?”

“I can’t believe you would ask that, darling.”

I feel ashamed. “You’re right, I’m sorry. I—”

“She would never have stroked you in front of another woman like this, would she?”

Of course, she couples this bombshell with a bombshell stroke-increase, guiding me over to June’s face and pushing my cock against her entranced mouth and cheeks and neck. 

“Oh fuck.”

“She wouldn’t have offered to help you fuck another woman either. Or help you force another woman. Would she?”

With June entranced, cumming, Avelyn casually pumps my cock against June’s lips. I groan, unable to stop myself from sliding in just a bit. And then, deeper. Deeper. June moaning as I go inside. 

“Fuck...fuck...”

“Would she?”

I can’t help but be honest. “No. She wouldn’t.”

“And you love that I did, don’t you?”

I’m bulging in June’s throat. Her esophagus spasms around my cockhead.

“Yesss.

“You love that I love it, don’t you?”

“G-god, yes.”

She smirks. “God has very little to do with it.”

“J-just...just give me a straight answer. Why are you doing this?”

She looks surprised. The kind of look that says, do you even have to ask?

But she answers me anyway. 

“I love you, Nicolas. I’m all yours. Forever. I promise. I love, love, love you. In the ways she never could or would. I adore you. I exist for you. All my beauty. All my promise. All my effort and desire is just for you, forever and ever.”

“Ungh...”

What she’s saying has me so stricken with love and lust that I can’t form words any more.

“If you cum all over her, she’ll be yours forever. Don’t you want that? My gift for you. Proof of my devotion. There are other things I could do...but I want you to have my gift. Please? Please cum all over her?”

She’s using June’s head like her own hands, stroking me with her skull. My body is almost limp against Avelyn’s. She’s so tiny, but so firm, even as she’s soft. 

“You’ll do it so well,” she whispers. “King. Please do it. Cum on her.”

I’ve needed to cum for so long already. It feels like eternity. I don’t think I could stop myself if I wanted.  

“Cum on her, Daddy. Please?”

Oh fuck me. Claire never called me Daddy. I asked and asked. Avelyn did it without even thinking, just because it seemed right. 

“Oh fuck.” I’m a broken record. “Oh, Avelyn...”

“Cum on your crush, baby. Cum on this sexy little fucking tart. Cum all over her, just for me. You can do that, can’t you? Cum, please? Cum right now?”

I can’t do anything else. Avelyn, completely in tune with my orgasm, pulls me out just as I’m about to explode and finishes me by stroking perfectly. My load unleashes all over June’s heavy tits and perfectly slender neck, just a few droplets sparkling on her chin. Avelyn keeps jacking me and my cum continues—the hardest I’ve ever cum, ever—sending even more of it all over June and covering her perfectly toned legs in my seed. 

A great, terrible thunderclap fills the room—and I feel a presence arrive and leave in an instant. Something like an orgasm, but...in the air? 

“The pact is complete, darling,” says Avelyn, even as I tremble in her grip. “She is yours. 

“F-fuck.” I look down at my cock, still incredibly turgid. I still feel like I’m at the peak of my arousal. “H-how?”

It’s then, her legs shiny with my cum, that Avelyn touches June’s forehead and wakes her from her trance. 






* * * * *
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I know—I know—for a fact, that it is the middle of the afternoon. 

So why then, as June wakes up, is it suddenly midnight dark in my house? The windows are open and I can see that light switches are turned on. But all the light here is swallowed by something unholy. 

June drops to her knees in front of me. 

“Please, Sir. I ache to serve you. Please let me fulfill my duty? Mistress promised me my reward for serving your beautiful cock would be to serve your beautiful, perfect, incredible cock.”

I don’t try to point out how that doesn’t make the most sense. Avelyn promised her the reward for service was service and this was an offer she accepted with open arms and a wet pussy? Makes about as much sense as anything else today. 

When did either of them even have time for this? I run a fucking logistics company, and I know a thing or two about lead time!

Shadow billows around Avelyn for a moment before dropping away, leaving her stunning form in nothing but shiny, expensive-looking lingerie. The stitching and lace is inlaid with ancient-looking runes and symbols I don’t recognize for the most part, but the most prominent among them I certainly do: pentagrams. 

That’s what was on her dress, I realize. Kind of obvious, really. I was busy looking at her tits.

She also wears a pentagramical pendant and earrings, staring at me with open lust as she continues to stroke my precum-shooting cock toward June’s beautiful pleading face. 

“This...what was it called?” Avelyn searches for the term, angling her gorgeous jawline upward. “This audit. It’s over, is it not?”

“Yes. Oh Mistress.” June’s voice is pleading. “Master. Yes. Of course.”

“And in your capacity, you have access to several fortunes, don’t you?”

“Y-yes!” June nods more rapidly. “Of course, Mistress. Yes. I know where they squirrel their money away illegally. It’s easy for me to take it. They have no recourse because it’s a criminal action and they’re not going to take on the government. We’re the biggest gang of them all. We usually just don’t because then it would be open season on every politician who has money dumped like that, and—”

“That hardly matters, pet. The point is that my darling’s financial troubles are over, permanently. Is that right?”

“Y-yes, Mistress. Oh god.” She is answering immediately, but looking right at my precum-shooting cock. “Oh god, it’s so hard. Oh my god, p-please fuck me? I’m ovulating. If you were inside me, right now, I’d get pregnant for—”

I can’t stand to hear anymore. I grip her around the throat and mouth, pushing her down to the ground. Despite how much she’s just agreed to give me, I find myself furious with her. 

If they have all that fucking money around, why the fuck are they giving me and my barely six-figures of worth such a hard time with my barely fucking five digits of tax evasion? And this bitch was all too eager to do it, just to ruin me, as a rung on her ladder to a political career where she would know how to squirrel her money away better than anyone. 

For the first time today, Avelyn seems surprised at me. 

“Y-yes, darling!” she shouts, clapping her hands. “Oh yes! King! Take her! Make her yours!”

I do. I am. Fuck it. Fuck her. Fuck this. Devils and ghosts and spirits and what the fuck ever. I want to fuck this blonde stupid. My fingers in her mouth, gagging her as she chokes out her compliance even as I slam her into the carpet and spread her legs. 

“Like a man,” Avelyn pushes against my body. Hot milk runs from her tits all over me. “Like a real man. I can’t believe how lucky I am. I’m so lucky, oh fuck...”

I ram myself up inside June, feeling a satisfied electric thrill run through my body as she cums immediately. Fuck, but I am great at that lately. 

“You see how she responds to your glory, darling? You are her King. Her Master. You are the one. Fuck her pregnant. Claim her forever. King.”

I’m not forcing her—she wants it. Avelyn made her want it, somehow. But I am fucking her with that kind of wanton, quick, urgent force—a hatefucking that is passionate and furious and the opposite of what I gave Avelyn this morning. Every thrust is another June cum, wet and furiously thrashy and hot. She clings to me, grabbing my neck and back, desperate for more and more the longer I go.  

Avelyn seems to know this is a hatefuck, too. I would even go far as to say she’s pleased by it, knowing that the kind of loving, aching, losing-myself fuck that I gave her is reserved for her and her alone. 

And I know too that even if I were to be forcing her, Avelyn would be encouraging me, begging me to do it harder, to ignore her pleas and her desperate cries for help. 

As it is, though, June just moans for more as I completely manhandle her. Around us, the carpet burns away—and underneath is another pentagram surrounded by a series of other arcane symbols I don’t recognize. Did Avelyn put these here? Did Evangline?

“Fuck her pregnant.” Avelyn in her dripping hot lingerie shoves me into her from behind. “Complete it. Finish it. Take the power for yourself. Take it. Make it permanent.”

I don’t know what the fuck she’s talking about. Another ritual. I don’t think I need to know—I haven’t already, and at this point, I’m certainly not backing out. June’s eyes flash with pentagrams from the inside-out. Something dark and wicked possessing her—something I’m bringing into this world by fucking her on top of the ancient symbols.

Furniture lifts up in the air all around us. Sulfur filling my nostrils. Fire crawls along the walls in strange lines. 

“Do it, my love.”

Avelyn’s voice melts all possible hesitation. 

“Do it. Please. King.”

I empty inside of June, completely unprotected. My dense, sticky load sprays against her walls and then hard into her g-spot and beyond, unloading in a way that should be impossible for how recently I just came. 

“Yes!” Avelyn moans, wrapping herself even tighter around me. “Yes, darling! Oh yes, yes, yes!” 

I hold June for a long time, shuddering and emptying, before I’m able to pull away. I don’t feel regret. I wish I did, but I don’t. Even though I’ve just fucked another woman, and even though Avelyn isn’t even really my wife, I feel a deep sense of marital intimacy and wholeness that I never thought possible. 

Furniture floats around us. The walls are scorched with hellfire. And all the same, I feel safe. Together. One with my partner.   

She is leaning against me, seeming spent. Softly kissing my shoulder and my neck. Leaking milk all over me and June. I suspected before, but her tits have unquestionably gotten larger. 

“You like them big, don’t you?” she asks me, kissing me hotly. “I’ll make them as big as you like, Master. Anything for you.”

June looks up at me with eyes turned obsidian black, pupilless and cosmically deep. Again, hellfire pentagrams flash inside the darkness. 

“Yes, Master,” she whispers. “Anything for you.”

What the fuck have I gotten into?

And more importantly, why the fuck does it turn me on so much?



# # #
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My Wife, The Succubus – Angelic Harem
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“Sooo good,” Avelyn moans, pausing just for a moment to catch her breath. “King. How are you so good?”

Sticky, long trails of drool slide down from her plump, perfect lips down her chin and jaw, across her sensational clavicles, and into the well-formed cleavage of her tantalizing tits, decorated with a push-up bra to enhance their naturally perfect shape.

She slides back in with her lips, taking my cock all the way down her throat as I drive and struggle to keep my eyes on the road. Avelyn is easily the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen, and sucking my cock—with her face flushed and her skin slippery with eager sweat and drool and her body on display in a tight skimpy outfit—she looks dynamite. 

She’s my wife. Basically. She looks like my wife. She insists that I call her my wife. She finds that really, really sexy and romantic.

But she is someone, or maybe something, else. 

It’s the morning after she used her hellish power to mindfuck the gorgeous auditor, June, into my obedient loveslave. We left the thoroughly well-fucked June in a tangled web of soaked sheets, and Avelyn and I set out on the road. 

We booked a vacation, you see, and some time ago. There’s a cozy lake house that I had spent a veritable fortune to reserve. Of course, at the time, I thought it was a horrible financial mistake, but I also didn’t give a shit because I also thought it would be the site of my divorce. 

I thought—what the hell. Break the news in a nice spot, with lots of room for us to be apart. She can take the main bedroom (and probably drink), I can take the smaller bedroom and do my own drinking, and we’ll be sad and apart and it will be fine. I mean, it would suck, but there would be nice views and really nice couches to sit on, you know?

Anyway. Obviously that’s not happening now. 

Now, my gloriously hot hell-wife is dressed in tight ass-baring black short-shorts and a tied-off red tee shirt displaying her absolutely sick abdominal tone (not to mention her perfect, buoyant tits). Her thick dark chestnut hair is in a low pony tail and she has her entire upper body pressing into mine as I drive, wrapped around me, whimpering and moaning against my exposed cock with a dreamy, sleepy expression. She’s crooning to my hard-on in some ancient, dense language that has so many consonants it sounds like its weighing down the air. As she speaks, she licks and kisses and melts and moans, her mouth melding with my cock even as her entrancing sounds go on.

And she strokes. Oh fuck. The strokes. They’re like murder attempts while I’m driving. 

Her feet, decorated with very tall platform sandals, kick the door every so often; like a dog having a dream, her legs twitch. Her long, perfect, gloriously smooth and thin legs that I can touch and rub and fondle as much as I want. Ugh.

Originally, we weren’t supposed to get to the cabin until later in the week, but I know it’s already been cleaned and prepped since last weekend. 

I had to get away. From the house, from June, from the entire affair. I want enough distance to think that it can all just be like a weird mid-life crisis or something. 

My house became a literal gate to hell, and Avelyn says it’s perfectly safe, but I’m not sure how she means that. 

I mean, she thinks June is perfectly safe. And June’s entire life got turned upside down just from doing her job (although being kind of an asshole about it), and now she’s a mindfucked model-faced beauty who could seduce the pants of a priest and who is immortally dedicated to bringing me wealth. 

Or so Avelyn tells me. And so does my bank account, for that matter. We’ve only been driving a few hours, but I have three notifications on my phone signaling that I’ve had several six figure deposits into my savings, checking, and investment accounts. I would be more amazed, but frankly, it’s really hard to top the supernaturally-enhanced beauty of the woman of my dreams singing heart-melting love songs to my cock while she makes out with it. For hours. 

Avelyn won’t tell me exactly what she is. She looks like my wife—with gorgeous long thick hair and a tight body and perfect tits and a gorgeous face with great bone structure and a terrific smile—except even more gorgeous in every single way. A few inches taller, thinner, bustier all over. 

So she’s not my wife. 

And it’s all got something to do with hell. Like, maybe she’s a witch or something? A sorceress? After last night and what happened to June, I definitely believe in magic. 

I asked last night, and Avelyn in response begged me to fuck June’s tits. Then I asked again, and she begged for me to make her pregnant. Then I asked this morning during the drive, and she started singing odes to my cock while slowly giving me the longest, most indescribably perfect hand-and-blow job ever.

A few hundred miles of that, and while my cock is still going strong (another reason to believe in magic, after cumming three times), the car is out of gas. 

There’s an exit and a gas station and I figure it’s as good of a time as any to try and get more information out of Avelyn. 

“Sorry,” I say, pulling into the gas station.

Avelyn moans mid-song, stroking me harder, chagrined that she has to stop. 

“Sorry,” I say again. “We need gas. And besides, I’d like you to ask for directions, okay? Just make sure we’re on the right road. I know we’re almost there. Also, I’d love it if you were honest with me about who you are...a-and...fuuck...”

Something about the way she strokes my cock changes. It doesn’t get faster or slower, or more or less intense. But all of a sudden I need to cum. I ram through a few traffic cones and nearly t-bone the filling pumps as Avelyn coaxes my cum out of my hard cock as if on command. I shoot hard, spurting down her tight throat, her velvet lips purring as she sucks and slurps down every last drop. 

“King,” she moans, her voice a heart-melting, loving whisper. “Yes, King. Of course.”

She cleans me off with her tongue. Anyone could peek into the car and see in. I forget what I asked her for, again. Just stunned at her love, her devotion, her presence.

A few minutes later, I step out of the car and stumble my way to the bathroom, feeling absolutely drained. My pants are basically soaked around the crotch, and it looks like I’ve either pissed myself or I’m some weird chronic masturbator. 

The gas station bathroom is kind of gross, but what are you going to do? A solid eight out of ten for gas stations. I want to wash my face, try to summon some courage and some backbone to deal with the devilishly hot seductress I’m with, but the faucets barely let out a dribble. Oh well.

Back outside, I feel like I’m in a dream. I’m going to walk back to the car, I think, and it’s all going to be some weird fantasy. Avelyn won’t even be in the car, and if she is, she’ll be cold and reserved and distant like she always was. 

For some reason, that’s almost a relief. I can almost see it now—the studious, dismissive way she looked at me. The disinterest in her eyes at everything I had to say. The dressed-down manner of everything about her, and—

Avelyn is sitting on the hood of the car making out with a really, really busty blonde. As I approach, Avelyn pulls away and smiles. Her eyes full of love and adoration. Wet, hopeful, aching. Needing. Whatever this thing with the blonde is, it’s about me. 

Because with Avelyn, everything is about me. 

Avelyn waves me over and the pretty blonde thing waves too. It’s only when I’m nearly in front of them that it hits me—the pretty blonde thing. 

Not the greasy, heavy-set, overall-wearing middle-aged lady attendant I remember working here from previous trips. 

No, this girl is hot. And I can see that, after just a few minutes talking with Avelyn, she’s already getting hotter. Her pants suddenly don’t fit as her thighs slim down and her waist narrows; she steps out of them ably and kicks them to one side. Her already absurdly huge tits grow bigger, past E and straight into F, stretching the tight white fabric of her graphic tee. 

“Darling.” Avelyn squeezes the blonde’s breasts. Milk spurts from enormous erect nipples, soaking her shirt entirely. “This is Lucille. Won’t you fuck this poor girl’s tits?”

* * * * *
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AVELYN WAITS UNTIL I am titfucking Lucille before talking to me again. 

I mean, she’s been talking—praising me for fucking Lucille, for how easily I could get Lucille pregnant (maybe), for fucking up Lucille’s mind with my cock (definitely), asking me if Lucille is thin enough or if she needs better tits or longer hair. 

We’re inside the gas station in a small break room in the back. It’s about as grody as you might expect. Two chairs, a broken table, and a microwave. I’m pretty I see a bong under some tee shirts in the corner. 

All those changes Avelyn asks about happen in real time with my cock inside Lucille and it’s amazing to watch her evolve from a sort of beautiful clerk to an aspiring starlet to a fully fledged supermodel-turned-pornstar in terms of looks.

Avelyn is hotter than Lucille, of course. Before Avelyn’s arrival—possession?—of Claire, Claire was already exactly my type. Athletic, thin, brunette with just the right amount of tits and ass. Avelyn turned all that up to eleven, a walking display of classy feminine perfection. 

June was pretty much the same, except blonde. So, not strictly my type, but still well within the venn diagram of what the fuck turns me on uncontrollably. 

Fucking Lucille is different. It’s like fucking a sideshow, almost, or some kind of freak of nature. Her tits are like a hentai girl’s, enormous and pliable and overflowing with delicious milk (I tried some, sue me), and she moans like a hentai girl too. Whimpering yes sir and no sir and please sir and gasping at how big and powerful I am constantly. Saying no no no but clearly meaning yes yes yes with the way she nods and grabs at my ass and cock and kisses and makes hot ahegao faces in fifteen second intervals. 

Avelyn keeps making adjustments. She pulls pillows from nowhere and places them under my knees. Then she touches my knees and removes the nagging pain that’s been there ever since my arthoscopic surgery eight years ago. And then she slides her hand across Lucille’s orgasming face, gently, like a mother’s almost, and Lucille’s beaded sweat becomes a hot sheen across her entire body, like a transparent second skin. 

“Do you...” Avelyn pulls herself against my body, tossing her hair to one side so I can see the glory of her sexy-as-fuck jawline. “...want to know the truth about your wife?” 

Of course I do. Just not while I’m fucking Lucille’s beautifully huge tits. 

“C-Can this wait?”

Avelyn shrugs. “It’s waited already. And when I’m touching your cock, king, making you cum and giving you more and more power is all I can think of. King.” She gives Lucille a playful slap. “Using this one up will help me concentrate for the moment.”

I don’t know what any of that fucking means. 

I’m also struck for the first time by the way she’s saying king. It sounds...loaded, somehow.  

It is so hot, though. My cock, unstoppably hard, remains firmly inside of Lucille’s perfect tit-pillows. Everything is slippery with her milk and my precum. 

“I’m a succubus, darling.”

I groan. Fucking Lucille’s tits feels so good that I can’t run away. And I’ve certainly seen enough that I believe her right away. 

“Sh-shit.”

“A demoness. Rather a high-ranking one at that. Not to brag. But bragging is really, really fun when you’re as beautiful and powerful as I am, and especially when you own everything about me.”

My need to run away is quickly becoming overpowered by my need to fuck Lucille’s tits, fuck Avelyn’s mouth, fuck this entire situation down its throat. 

“I hope it doesn’t surprise you too much?” 

She seems genuinely concerned. 

I manage to slow down just enough to reply. 

“I knew it was something. I didn’t know...didn’t know that. Like, immortal?”

She nods. “Immortal.”

“Like, from hell?”

“Correct.”

“Soul-eating? Evil? Permanently sexy?”

“Yes. Definitely. And,” she tosses her hair back. “Obviously.”

“And now, you’re...mortal?”

She laughs. God, she’s so fucking hot when she’s feeling joy. Her chin tilts and catches the light, and the way she smiles...

Lucille is crying out, asking me to slow down. She doesn’t mean it. She’s gripping my ass harder than ever. 

“Hardly. I shall explain from the beginning. Or rather, your beginning. Your wife was plagued by many, many afflictions. You are well aware. Depression was just the tip of the iceberg. Medicine failed her. Your therapists failed her. She was unable to find a way out, and like so many others, she turned to the occult.”

This needs my full attention. I try to stop fucking Lucille, but her tits are so fucking big, so slick...

“And so she began one ritual after another. Dumping all her material possessions and worldly goods into finding the right resources. Crystals, grimoires, totems, that kind of thing. The dark powers love symbols. She wanted power—the kind of power I have now. The power to control minds. To change bodies. To live immortally. To be forever young, forever happy, and forever beautiful.

“The power,” she whispers in my ear. Her lips and tongue practically fuck my ear, and her voice definitely fucks up my brain. “That I hold now and that I swear I dedicate entirely to you, forever. For all eternity, my love. Forever.”

I groan uncontrollably. Her easy, constant intimacy makes me so turned on I can barely think. She has, I now know, an immortality of lifetimes with which to draw from to know how to turn me the fuck on at any given time. Her slightest movement is designed from the ground up to be pure temptation. How am I supposed to resist anything she asks or does?

And now that she’s obtained this power, this power my wife wanted...that makes it even hotter. She took it from Claire—and she took me too. I can’t help it, that kind of denial makes my cock even harder as I pump it in and out of Lucille’s slick tits. 

“She was supposed to kill you while she fucked you. It was the final act in her ceremony. In doing so, she would free her mind of its many shackles and live the life she was robbed of by bad neurology. But the ceremony, as you may have noticed, left her incredibly turned on. This was intentional—after all, she had to fuck you to complete the spell. But instead, you ate her out first. You made her cum. She lost her concentration...and she damned her soul away. And this let me in.”

Now she slides into my body, smothering Lucille completely with her ass. 

“We demons exist outside of time and space. Without a physical form, we can only be here for very short amounts of time, and even then we are...unreal. Like corporeal shadows, you could say. The consistency of dense fog. We have no concept of human emotion until we have a human body. But we are always looking for a way in. Tempting mortals. Enticing them to let us come in and play.”

She licks her lips, and tightens her thighs around Lucille’s face even as she beckons me to fuck her harder. I can imagine just what playing means to a succubus when it comes to the lives of mortals. 

“With a physical form, our capacities are...altered. We must, in some ways, take on the properties of the shapes we inhabit. Can you imagine, my love, being brought into this world for the first time, and experiencing your tongue? Your perfect, masculine, amazing tongue bringing me to orgasm again and again and again and again and again? That kind of giving? And all without asking for anything in return.” She tosses her thick hair back and pushes her heavy tits against my chest. Lucille is running out of breath. I’m still fucking her tits. “King. And then you came in me when I needed it...you made me need it...” 

She shudders. I feel her cumming now from the memory. Drowning Lucille, no doubt.  

“Demons do not experience need except for what you might think. The need to hurt, maim, control. But now I need your control.” She wraps her hands around my neck, kissing me tearfully. “I need it eternally, because I am a demon, and I experience my needs forever. So I have always needed you...and I will always need you...and I need you to own whoever you want because your cock is holy to me. You see, my god is real...and he fucked my brains out within minutes of my existence in this realm. King.”

I shudder, barely able to control myself. Her love for me fills the room.

“God, I like it when you call me king.”

She laughs. I spurt, just a little. I fucking love her laugh, damn. 

“I am not saying ‘king’, king.”

I hear it again for the first time. She’s right. There’s a different sound there. Something like...

“I am saying tking.” She enunciates clearly. “It is a sacred term. As far as I know, I am the first of my kind who ever has had opportunity to use it. A full translation would require ten thousand years. But briefly, it loosely means My Demon Lover, Lord, Master, and God, who I will Serve Until The End of Time, Which Will Never Happen Because I Will Murder and Torture Ten Trillion Souls To Ensure The Universe Simply Restarts and Begins Anew In Your Image With Me At Your Side Ensuring all Worship You as You so Righteous Deserve, My Love of Loves of Love of Loves—”

Her passion, her intensity as she speaks is too much for me. Her lips brushing mine. Our eyes locked. I spurt again, but harder now, fully cumming in earnest all across her cunt from where she sits on Lucille’s face. My loads are so enormous now. A full cup splatters out from me, covering Lucille completely as well as Avelyn’s thighs and abdomen. 

Finally, she relinquishes her hold on Lucille’s skull with her thighs. Relief fills me; I was really worried she was going to off the poor girl just to turn me on. 

I was most worried about how much I found myself turned on by the idea. My beautiful, unstoppable, invincibly gorgeous wife making a statement by removing some pathetic wretch out of this world just because she can? Just to say I love you? That’s crazy hot. 

Mostly crazy. 

But still hot. 

Anyway. We both stand and I start to pull my pants back on. Lucille, on the ground, looks and me and moans, fingering her pussy even as she has barely caught her breath. I grab Avelyn and pull her close. 

She moans. She smiles. The way I’d always wanted Claire to do. I stroke her face—Claire hated having her face touched—and she looks like a lovestruck teenager. Her skin is so fucking smooth and fair. 

“I love you too.”

Her eyes are glittering, wet jewels of desire. We kiss then, harder than ever before. I can tell you no man will ever kiss a woman with the kind of abandon I unleashed on her—and no woman will ever kiss a man back with the ferocity and passion she has.

When finally she pulls away, she begins to wave one hand through the air, tracing shapes with her fingers. 

“I’m so glad to hear that, my love. It would be a shame if I had to feed on you.” She grins wickedly. It’s gorgeous and terrifying. “But I do still need to feed. Your power requires my power, for now. And I need your power to grow and grow.”

I don’t have time to say or do anything. She casts her tracing hand over toward Lucille, and the exhausted clerk begins to cum and cum and cum again. In a matter of seconds, she is floating up into the air before us, cumming wildly, her entire body vibrating in pleasure. 

“You broke down her defenses,” says Avelyn. “Your cum has rendered her spiritually incapacitated. She has sworn herself to you a thousand times in the last two minutes, and I...” she traces her fingers a little more. “I’m in her brain, invading her thoughts, coaxing her to swear her soul to us. We’re quite a team. You’re a natural incubus. This is so much easier than seducing her myself.”

I still don’t know quite what’s happening. Large circular runes fill the air around Lucille, lighting the night air to a neon pink. They slide over her body one way, and then another—and then she’s gone. 

Nothing left but a scorch mark on the carpet. 

I look back at Avelyn. She has her chin up, body trembling, grabbing her tits. She looks delightfully sated. Her voice is as sexy as I’ve ever heard it, a throaty whisper as she eyes me with love and adoration. 

“Delicious.”

* * * * *
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IT’S NIGHT. AT THE cabin, sometime after my twentieth orgasm that day and Avelyn’s hundredth. 

I’m asleep. Or, I thought I was. I fucked Avelyn to exhaustion—whether it was hers or mine, I don’t know. But suddenly I’m in that awful position where I’m on the bed with my eyes open, but I can’t move. 

The cabin bed is enormous. I paid for an irresponsibly nice cabin. It has an indoor and outdoor hot tub, two refrigerators, daily laundry service, and a small yacht included for the lake. Avelyn bragged all night about how she was going to fill the yacht and the bed with the virgin daughters of other travelers come morning.

“Make me pregnant, tking. Fuck me like you fuck virgins.”

All night, talk like that. 

“You will have so many,” she promised. “So many to grow your power.” 

That all by itself was enough to make my blood run cold (except for how, because of the way Avelyn looks, it permanently runs hot). Her taking the minds of hot girls like June is kind of barely okay with me? And especially in the case of June, who is insanely hot and disastrously sexy and who had been such an awful bitch to me. 

But doing what she did to Lucille to anyone else, and in my name, scares me. 

Not enough to stop fucking Avelyn. Not even enough to stop being hard during the car ride ten minutes after she eliminated Lucille, with Avelyn moaning her hot spell-laden succubus songs into my cock and coaxing me to cumming while bragging about sending Lucille to hell for my growing power as her incubus lover.

Anyway. I wake up. I can’t move. I’m hard, of course, because Avelyn is nearby and she’s gorgeous and fertile and powerful and evil and obsessed with me and she turns me on. 

A red glow fills the room. The same kind that I saw the night that Avelyn entered my life and Claire left. 

Up, in the corner of the room’s ceiling, the red glow is most intense. In the shadows there, I see my wife. My real wife, I mean, not the glorious temptation that Avelyn has become. 

I see Claire. 

She’s upside-down, but sitting on some awful uncomfortable stool like gravity is turned upside-down for her. Her long hair flows up. She turns and sees me. She screams for my help. Screams. Something—something awful grabs her hair, and—

And then I sit up, breathing hard. The room is not dark, not red, not glowing. The moon shines right in through open windows and the cool lake air produces a breeze that keeps us comfy even in the warm weather. 

I get out of bed and Avelyn moans my name, fully fucked to sleep. In the mirror, I can see that I’ve trimmed down considerably over the past few days. I have a six-pack and everything. It’s probably all the succubus pussy I’ve been eating; I hear it’s great for your diet. I think I’m taller, too. My muscles bulge in ways they never have before.   

I walk to the corner of the room, under the ceiling where I saw Claire. 

There’s something burnt into the wall. Something still smoking.

* * * * *
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OF COURSE, BEFORE THE sun rises the next morning, I’m way the fuck out of there. 

Look, I have some sympathy for her, this Demon Avelyn that is now inside my wife’s body (or what’s left of it since she occupied and perfected it). I can tell she’s being genuine in her emotion for me. I can tell she really wants me, maybe even really loves me, and wants to give me everything she says she does. 

But dude, that’s a fucking demon from actual literal hell. She evaporated that clerk and fed on her soul! And there was some kind of visitation probably from hell in our bedroom, probably pissed at Avelyn and wanting to visit her and maybe fuck me up in the same way that Avelyn fucked up Lucille!

Fuck that!

I’m not religious and never have been, but I’m literate enough to know that if there’s a hell then there’s god, and I know who fucking wins between those two. 

The cabin was north of home; I drive west away from the slowly rising sun. I clock two hundred miles in two hours and cross three state lines before I start to slow down. It’s another three hours after that before I actually think about stopping, and when I finally do, the sun is setting. 

I have my phone turned off. I’m so fucking hard I can barely stand it and I know that if I hear Avelyn’s voice, I’m just going to run back to her to shove my face into her cunt again or pull her lips against my cock. 

Motel Amico in Fort Paul. That’s where I pull in—a nothing place that looks like it might be where the denizens of this tiny town go to have their affairs. Just in case, I pull around the back to hide my car from the road. I do feel bad I left Avelyn without a car, but mostly just because I know how she’s going to take her next one from whatever poor sap she happens to come across. 

The motel has a tiny little front office with wide windows and red carpet. The clerk, a young woman with blue hair and a nose piercing, eye-fucks the hell out of me. It happened at the gas stations when I stopped to fill up, with a married woman dropping her child on the concrete (he’ll live) to stare at me and touch her tits and then with a young woman slipping me a note while her fiancée wasn’t watching. I know it was her fiancée because the note said I’m getting married in a few weeks, but I’m still available to give you what you deserve.

I’m still not used to it. Whatever magic that Avelyn put on me, it seems to be catching. 

The clerk is cute, of course—short-haired and blonde underneath the blue hair and rather fit, like she powerlifts. Her ass looks like it could hold up a building. 

But I’m already feeling enough awful, weird guilt about cheating on my wife with someone who looks exactly like her (and with someone who that clone encouraged me to fuck), so there’s no way I’m giving in to temptation. 

We run through the pleasantries quick—one room, fifty bucks a night, vending machines in the back, all of that. 

“Can I walk you to your room?” The clerk bites her bottom lip. Her name is Faith. “It can be hard to find.”

Christ. What do you even do when women just throw themselves at you like this? 

When I don’t reply, she steps out from around the counter and puts her arm around mine. She wears a very similar outfit to Avelyn’s yesterday—tiny denim shorts and a tiny tee-shirt. She has on a thick, oversized flannel shirt over that. It only makes her already very built frame seem tinier and hotter.

“I just want to be there. In case you need me.”

Groan. 

She walks me out of the office, out onto the sidewalk, and to the very hard to find room that is directly next to the office. She smiles and drags her tits across my arm and opens the door. 

“See? It’s tricky.”

She sees me looking down her shirt, looking at her lips. Fuck. Boy, is it ever.

The room is a motel room; you’ve seen them a hundred times. Bed, shitty chair, television, bad bathroom. There’s enough room to do a downward dog on the floor and not much else. 

“Let me know if I can do anything for you,” says Faith. “Anything at all.”

“Sure. Of course.”

I watch her walk away, admiring the way her flannel sways in the breeze. She’s even thinner than I first thought, her incredibly slender torso hidden by the billowing flannel and her absolutely stacked tits. Everything about her vibe screams lesbian! except for how she now has an absolutely obvious massive crush on me. It doesn’t help my fixation on her supremely hot, round ass knowing that her waist is probably as wide-around as my hands making a circle. 

Closing the door. Trying to enjoy the silence, the separation. My cock is so stupidly hard. 

I pace the room for a minute, punching the wall and knocking off pieces of plaster to dust. Except when I look closer, it’s not plaster—it’s concrete, and I shattered it with a punch, and I don’t even have a mark. 

When I finally sit down on the bed, I’m still hard as hell. My cock’s length, girth, and sensitivity is incredibly distracting. I kick my pants off and slowly examine it, almost like I’m trying to figure out how to disarm a bomb. Slowly I stroke the cockhead, gasping when it spurts out heavy jolts of precum. I clench the bedsheets, trying to stop myself from jacking it, and the air kicks on. Even that small vibration in the air is enough to set me off again, another heavy stream of precum oozing down its surface and coating the carpet underneath me. 

Just to try and contain myself, I’m humping the air. A very contained kind of action. 

In some way, I feel like Avelyn knows where my cock is already—following its hardness, tracking my arousal like a hound. Drawn to me in the darkness of the world like a moth to a flame. 

It’s sort of romantic, honestly, and much more romantic than my old wife ever was. She deeply, truly, honestly loves me and is obsessed with me, and she’s so fucking hot and earnest and aching and servile that it’s hard to ignore despite my knowledge that she’s not my real wife. 

I want her to be, that’s all.

And more than I don’t want to be involved with a demon, I want to not mind. 

Maybe I was wrong anyway. Maybe there wasn’t any burning, wasn’t any Claire stuck in some awful place. Probably I was making it up, just scared and guilty and—

There’s a knock on the door. I can already tell, without opening or even looking, that it’s the clerk again. It’s like I can sense her—and her virgin cunt, calling out and aching for me. 

Can I resist it? Do I even want to? If I open the door, aren’t I just admitting that I’m totally fine with fucking her stupid like I did June?

I open the door anyway, not even bothering to cover up. Maybe she just wants towels? Maybe it’s room service, or—

I open the door to see the gorgeous, statuesque clerk dressed in flowing white robes. Her body framed by bright, shining white light. Her hair is thick and platinum blond. All the blue dye is gone, burnt away. She grabs me by the throat and lifts me up, slamming me against the back wall of the room and cracking more concrete. 

“Your streak of wickedness,” she says, eyes blazing heavenly life, “is over, hellspawn.”

* * * * *
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MY COCK CONTINUES TO leak hot, musky precum even as this angel chokes me against the wall. 

And she is—it’s clear to me now—an angel. 

Call it intuition, call it some preternatural knowledge put inside me from osmosis, call it what you will. It’s possible that Avelyn’s continued influence on my mind and understanding has helped me know that the version of Faith in front of me is now an angel, her mortal body imbued with the heavenly spirit of a Seraphim headhunter. 

But also, it could just be the massive set of ethereal golden wings she’s sporting, the floating halo above her beautiful head, and the incandescent light that trails every move she makes. 

Somehow, she has assumed the form of the clerk and transformed it, changing her from a gorgeous and petite powerhouse of a woman to a still-gorgeous but now tall, platinum-haired Amazonian warrior. 

None of this sudden transformation makes my cock any less excited. The Faith who I saw for less than a few minutes was already driving me to distraction with lust—now she’s like an upgraded version, only more so. Like the final version of Faith you would get after upgrading her for ages. Every single feature is perfect, her beauty honestly hurts to see. If I wasn’t so already smitten with Avelyn, I’d probably be in love. 

But I’m still shooting precum all over her calves and feet and the strappy metallic high-heeled sandals she’s suddenly sporting. 

“I do not know where you come from, hellspawn,” she snarls, “ but you will return now and leave this mortal’s body.”

“I—cack—I-I am mortal,” I sputter. “It’s m-my wife who is a demon.”

She relinquishes her grip just slightly. Gorgeous features shadowed with consternation.

“You have laid with a demon? A succubus?”

“I d-didn’t exactly know it a-at the time.” I cough again, struggling with the new amount of air she’s allowed. “But yes.”

“You were tricked,” she smirks. “Mortals. You can never help yourselves, can you?”

She throws me down on the bed, looking about my room and beginning to go through my things. She has several minutes to search my small bag of belongings while I get my breath back and return feeling to my jaw. This angel is strong. 

All the time, my cock is just streaming and jetting precum; I can’t help it, and every time I look in Faith’s direction the aching, endlessly hot sensation of my need gets harder and harder. Her body is perfect. Like if a gymnast dieted perfectly for a thousand years and somehow remained barely eighteen the whole time.

Her musculature is organic, classical art. Every movement takes my breath away. I have an almost uncontrollable urge to run my cockhead down her abs, her lateral muscles, her shapely ass. Even though she’s tall, she looks still like the short-stack of erotic dynamism I met no more than fifteen minutes ago. Her robes, sheer and thin, do nothing to hide the fertile curves and enormous tits she has on full display. 

She looks down at her heels and notices all the thick, heavy, sticky precum I left all over them. Lifting one up, she inspects it with one finger and then two. Slowly she inhales the substance, her celestially-hot body blushing from head to toe. Then she turns her back to me with her head bent over and her fingers close to her face. I hear soft murmuring and moaning. 

It's not the same as the song that Avelyn had been singing. But it’s damn close. 

When she turns back around, her fingers are licked clean. She slides her fingers back in, closing her eyes, making sure there’s nothing left. When she opens them again, her burning blue eyes are full of compassion. Full of empathy. 

Full of desire. 

“I...choked you.” She says. “Did I harm you?”

“No.” I shake my head. 

Her voice is small and soft now. Sexy. Fuck, she’s sexy. 

“I doubt that I could. I can see your strength. And to lay with a demon, you must be immensely strong, musn’t you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Immensely,” she nods, agreeing with herself. “Of course. Immensely strong. Unstoppable. Undeniable. Of course, of course. Yes. Of course.” 

Her nipples are erect. It’s very obvious.

She finds another dollop of precum on the sheets and scoops it up, licking it down like icing. Staring at me the whole time. There’s a peculiar innocence about everything she does; I realize for the first time that this millions-years-old being must be a virgin. She’s an angel, for fuck’s sake. 

“I hope you do not misunderstand me,” she says, biting her lip and tugging at the sheets. “I am here for God’s justice, but that does not mean I am without feeling. I know you long for love. I can...feel that longing now that I am close to you. The stink of the demon obscured it.” 

She sits down on the bed next to me. She sits very close.

“I am not just a tool of justice,” she whispers in my ear. “Would you like to feel what heavenly love feels like?”

I groan. Somehow I’m affecting an angel! How did I do that? 

It must be her body—the mortal body she’s inhabiting. My precum is lashing her mind to my lust. All she had to do was touch it. Smell it. And Avelyn’s endless spells did the rest. 

“Listen, I don’t think you’re thinking straight.” I hold her back by the shoulders. 

“So strong,” she whispers again, shuddering at my grip. “Undeniable.”

Her voice! Holy shit. Like a symphony of adoration. 

“I’ve been...tainted,” I try again. “By a demon. Like you said. You don’t want to...give me your love,” I say awkwardly. 

“Oh, but I do. You deserve it.”

You can’t imagine what a beautiful woman like her—a literal angel—saying that to me does to my lust. Her hands slide forward, urging at my cock. She dares only to stroke my naked thighs.

“But won’t you, you know, be corrupted?”

She nods sagely, staring only at my cock. “Of course. Th-that’s why I need to suck it. Suck the evil out of you. I just need to...need to taste it first...please?”

This angel—this actual Amazon-bodied angel from heaven—is begging me for permission to suck my cock. 

“Please, sir?” She continues. “I’ve never tasted a man before. I’ve never had any cock at all. But you could be the first. And I know you would treat me right. And even if it fucked up my head a little to suck all that evil out of you, to suck you dry, to suck you until you’re good, I just know that you would know how to treat me right, wouldn’t you? You would love me the way that a man like you deserves to love a beauty like me?”

Shuddering, my hands slide from her shoulders to her head and I push her down on my cock. 

Her moan is obviously orgasmic. It’s obviously first-time orgasmic. This gorgeous angel, within what, ten minutes? Of assuming a mortal form for the first time, has tasted irresistible cock and orgasmed just from having a thick, hard member shoved down her throat. 

This is because of Avelyn. Her power has altered me to be able to do this. I wish she was here—I wish I could share this with her...

I lay back on the bed and wrap my legs around her head, her enormous tits bouncing against my ass and thighs as she bobs up and down. She puts her whole body into sucking me off, quickly sliding her tits around my cock and suckling at the head. There’s so much of me down there now that she can titfuck me and suck me off at the same time.

“Ohhh...” she whimpers. “They’re leaking...”

She means her tits. Her voice, still tinged with constant orgasm, becomes just a series of moans as she slides her hot, leaking, milk-covered tits all over my cock and begs for my cum. 

“Give it to me...please.” Faith’s voice, so soft and insistent, only edges me toward insanity. “I need the evil. I’m leaking evil. I need to take in more. I need to help you...”

Her lips return to my cock. So puffy, so thick, pure cock-pillows supported by the pillows of her massive tits. I can’t help myself. I need to cum so bad. 

“Fuck...” I throw myself back on the bed, shaking my head. “I’ve got no idea how I’m going to explain this.” 

“Oh, darling.” Avelyn walks through the door, wearing a bright red cocktail dress. June crawls after her, wearing a tight blue number. “You don’t have to explain anything to me. I’m your one true love, remember?”

Her timing is uncanny. Just Faith sucks me to climax—I’m looking at Avelyn again, my perfect demon wife, and the undeniable love in her eyes. 

* * * * *
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THE PECKING ORDER IS established almost immediately. Avelyn sends June onto the bed to attend to my cock, cleaning it with her tongue and then proceeding to keep it hard and happy while I watch, amazed, as Avelyn quickly whips Faith into shape. 

She’s a demon and Faith is an angel, so naturally, I mean whips Faith into shape very literally. It’s a leather cat-of-nine tails with a steel rod handle. 

And Faith—powerful, strong, toned, and proud—just takes it. 

“You want my husband, angel girl?” 

The whip comes down with a crack. 

“You want my man?”

Crack.

“You have to prove it, angel girl. You have to show us.”

June, with each crack, sucks me harder. Of course she’s helped because I’m holding her skull and fucking it even harder. 

Holy shit. I can’t believe it. My demon wife whipping the angel who just sucked me off and I’m being sucked off by a mindfucked beauty and it all turns me on so much, fuck. 

I’m nowhere near the man I thought I was. 

I’m much, much worse. 

And—June on my cock, Avelyn smiling at me as she whips Faith, Faith staring with lust and jealousy at June on my cock—it feels fucking incredible. 

Avelyn’s clothing slowly morphs into the same hot red pentagram-laden lingerie she’s had on before. Her body is astounding—even more perfect than the angelic perfection of Faith. June’s tight blue dress morphs into the same outfit, but in blue. 

Because the hot, tiny, gorgeous minidresses they were wearing were the outside version of hot outfits for these women. 

These women I own. Fuck!

Avelyn takes Faith by the hair and forces her down on the ground before me, making her kneel at the foot of the bed. 

“How about it, angel?” says Avelyn, sliding Faith’s face across a stocking-clad leg. The cat-of-nine-tails slides across Faith’s miraculously unmarked back. “Are you going to be a good girl for your new lord and father?”

Faith whimpers and whines. “J-just...let m-me suck it...”

“You did suck it.” Avelyn pushes her heated cunt against Faith’s face. “You sucked him really, really well.”

Faith humps the air. Her wings flap uselessly. “N-need to suck...the evil out...”

“Oh you did, sweetness. But he’s got more to give. And now that evil is in you, isn’t it? You can feel it corrupting you. Fucking up your head. Your thoughts. Your loyalty. Can’t you, sweetie?”

“Y-yes...”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Mmm...” Avelyn leans in and licks the side of her face. “This one, we can keep.”

I nearly cum again. I wanted to ask. I needed the exception. I needed to know it wasn’t going to be all brimstone and fire all the time. 

Avelyn pulls Faith up on the bed, effortlessly tugging her across it and sliding her face up against June’s on my cock. 

“Mistress...” Faith moans. “Master...”

“I should have been more gentle with you, darling.” Avelyn grins wickedly. “Taking it slow is not a particularly well-explored skill set of mine. I just wanted to impress you.”

June makes room for Faith. Soon they’re both making out on my cock. 

“It did.”

June and Faith are whispering like gossiping school girls. They kiss each other and then my cock and then they giggle and smirk and go back to licking and kissing once more. 

“You just make me so excited. I wanted to show you what I can do for you. I wanted to show you the power you have. The power of god.”

An actual, for-real agent of god is currently vying for sucking headrights on my cock. 

“Jeez,” I groan, trying to think straight. “I mean...if there are angels, though. Doesn’t that change that? The whole god thing?”

“Oh, that.” Avelyn giggles. “I mean, you know we know about god too, right? Maybe better than you do, yes?”

I nod hesitantly. 

“Well. If him winning was such a sure thing, why wouldn’t we all turn ourselves over to him? We’re malicious, but we’re not stupid.”

She pushes in against me and so do the other girls. 

“It’s just...maybe we’ve been backing the wrong horse.” Avelyn’s lips crushing against my cheek, my ear. “Maybe we need a real man to lead us and remake the world in his image. Wouldn’t that be so much better than the world we have now?”

What she’s suggesting is preposterous. 

But I have a being made of literal, infinite, heavenly light beneath me softly and urgently licking my cock and calling me Master. 

“I mean, why isn’t God...you know. Stopping this?”

Avelyn rolls her eyes. “I doubt he cares very much.”

“What? You’ve been casting spells or something. You’re making me into...you know. Some kind of actual sex demon—”

“Incubus, my love. You’ll be an incubus, and women will either have you or kill themselves out of the anguish that they don’t deserve you.”

“Whatever! First of all, stop doing that—” I ignore the lusty look Faith flashes at Avelyn, begging her not to stop making me an incubus. “ —and secondly, I just took an angel from him!”

“It happens all the time.” Faith softly licks my cock, giggling with June. “Honestly.”

“Angels getting fucked by me?”

Faith grins. Fuck, she’s so gorgeous. “No, Master. I’m the only one lucky enough for that awesome honor. But demons and angels have many shifting loyalties. We were made with immense amounts of pride to be able to withstand the awesome amount of responsibilities we hold. This pride can veer toward righteousness or selfishness, given enough time. And we have plenty of that.”

“Have you ever switched sides?”

“No, Master.” Her eyes smolder. “Only your cock was powerful enough to make me turn my back on the Lord. I have a new God now.”

That’s too much talking from her. I guide her back down on my cock and sink back down on the bed. June, enterprising June, holds Faith down on my cock. Before long, I hear her choking.

“Think about it, Master.” Avelyn stretches out next to me, pushing her tits against my arm. A perfect model’s pose in sparkling hot supernatural lingerie. “If he’s so powerful, why isn’t he stopping this? It’s clearly ‘wrong’ according to his gospel. And why would he have angels at all, carrying out his will? Why would there be a hell if he’s so perfect and perfect in all his creation? Why would there be people fighting against him in the first place?”

She and June roll me over until I’m fucking Faith’s mouth down on the bed. I’m almost like a puppet in their hands, and I don’t care. It feels so fucking good. They lift me up just enough for Faith to escape being skullfucked and to raise up her knees to land underneath my chest.

“He’s probably scared of you. Don’t you deserve to be God?” Avelyn’s lips brush my ear. “Don’t you deserve to breed angels?”

With June and Avelyn pushing in on me, I enter Faith forcefully, violently, without restraint or any consideration for her virginal resistance. I break right through—and she cums hard.

“Master oh God!” she moans.

But it’s an ethereal moan. A moan full of light and music and heavenly trumpets. The room shakes.

“Oh god!” she moans again, as I pick up the pace and start to fuck her in earnest. “Oh god! My god! My god!”

I relish the power, the sweet, intoxicating rush of dominance. Faith’s moans crescendo into a symphony only I can conduct. Her body writhes beneath me, submitting to my every ruthless thrust. June and Avelyn serve as my sinister chorus, their hands on my back, guiding me, urging me deeper into the abyss of carnal conquest.

June leans forward, her breath hot against my neck. "Master," she whispers, dark reverence in her voice, "you are a god among men. They are nothing more than insects to you."

I keep fucking my angel pet, and Faith's screams reverberate through the room, a triumph of corrupted purity; her body convulses beneath me, her insides clamping down with sinful delight. June, with envious eyes that shimmer like shattered glass, crawls up to take in every second, lapping at the corner of Faith's quivering mouth while whispering filthy promises.

Avelyn, always the master orchestrator, watches with triumphant glee. Her hand sneaks beneath her own gossamer lingerie, a self-indulgent reward for the chaos she’s wrought. She leans in close enough that I can smell her scent—like jasmine laced with brimstone—and she hisses sweet venom into my ear.

"See what you've done? You've unmade an agent of Heaven with just a thrust of your hips. Isn't it divine?"

Her question is rhetorical; the answer is written across the debauched tableau before me. 

Faith whimpers. “Oh god...oh god...”

Avelyn sneers. “That other god is a stupid fucking pussy, isn’t he?”

“Oh my god!” Faith holds me tight, weeping, cumming constantly. “Yes! A fucking pussy!”

“This is your real god, isn’t it?” From sneering to stroking adoration.

“Yes it is! Yes he is! Yes you are!”

My chest swells with pride. A deluge of possessive satisfaction rushes through me, buoyed by the feverish and eager gazes of June and Avelyn.

"More," Faith gasps beneath me, her voice a shattered hallelujah, "please, Master..."

And I keep fucking her because her plea is more than a request—it’s worship.

With a renewed fervor, I take her harder. Each movement of our entwined bodies blurs the lines between sacrilege and sacrament. This is no longer an act of mere physicality; it’s a rite of passage, a coronation by fire and flesh.

The violence of our coupling resonates through the dimly lit chamber, a dark hymn to the power I wield.

“You worship him. You worship his cock with every part of your angelic being, don’t you?”

“Yes! Oh god, yes! Yes! Yes! God, yes!”

Faith's affirmations are music like all her sounds are, a devotional melody that swells in the air around us. The walls tremble with the force of her passion, and the very foundations of reality seem to quake under the might of my command. Her once-hallowed form is now an altar to my insatiable desire, and I am relentless in my worship of power.

Her affirmations become my gospel; her body, my altar. With every stroke, I imprint a new commandment upon her soul—Thou shalt have no other god before me.

Avelyn, now unable to contain her own burning desires, discards her lingerie with a swift flick of her wrist and mounts herself atop Faith's face. She grinds down, her expression one of heavenly ecstasy as she monopolizes the angel's mouth with her own divine form. The sight is profane yet mesmerizing; the women bound together in a vison of twisted worship—all for me.

June, not to be outdone in this ritualistic dance of hedonism, positions herself behind me, legs wrapped around my waist as if she could fuse her flesh to mine. Her fingers dig into my hips, steering me like a relentless harbinger of sin, urging me to push deeper into the heaven of Faith’s pussy.

Maybe I’m turning into an incubus. But I’m still a man right now. An angel cumming from my cock. A virgin. Her voice a symphony of the most beautiful sounds in the universe. And my demon wife and slave cheering me on.

I cum inside her, filling her, knowing that I’m desperate to breed her and make her mine forever. I want her love—want her to ache and moon over me the same way Avelyn does. Faith clings to me, gasping for breath as waves of orgasmic release continue to crash over her. Avelyn and June, both of them worshipful too, cum as well just from knowing I’m cumming.

After a long, heavy round of pumping into her perfect pussy, Faith opens her eyes. Slow. Romantic. Biting her lip in that perfectly hot way. Her voice still full of music and loving worship.

“Oh, my God...” she shakes her head in disbelief. “I can’t believe how lucky I am...”

She’s gorgeous. She’s a million years old. She’ll be young and hot forever.

And she’s lucky to be with me.

In the aftermath, Faith's body shudders with the remnants of her undoing, my seed marking the conquest within her sanctified womb. She clings to me, whispering adorations, her voice laced with a newfound reverence that sends chills down my spine.

With the deed done, the air in the room seems to crackle with a tangible energy, thick with the scent of lust and conquest. 

Avelyn slides off, a smirk curling her lips as she gazes down at the debased angel, now thoroughly desecrated and marked by my essence. Her eyes meet mine, a silent message passing between us: she is pleased with the monster I've become, proud even.

June's grip tightens, her movements becoming more fervent, a reflection of the passion that has engulfed the room. Her own cravings sated just by being a part of my dominion. My thighs drip with her orgasmic juices. She moves languidly to my side like a satisfied panther, basking in the aftermath of predatory triumph.

Her lips graze my earlobe, nibbling with a possessive intensity that only fuels my ego further.

"You've defiled an angel," she murmurs, "claimed her for your own dark kingdom. What is left for you to conquer, Master?"

* * * * *
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LATER THAT NIGHT, I sit up—gasping, shuddering, close to shouting.

I saw it again. And this time, I know it was no dream.  

“My love?” Avelyn hugs tight to me. Awake and alert right away. Stroking. Needing. Comforting. Flowing from every movement and sound with deepest compassion. I love her so deeply. “What is it, my love?”

It’s hard to even describe. The dream is fading already, the way they do.

But I remember burning. Fire. Pain and suffering. 

Claire. My wife.

The vision from before wasn’t just a hallucination. It was real.

“She’s there, isn’t she?” I ask Avelyn. “In hell?”

“Let’s not talk about her,” says Avelyn, gripping my already-hard cock. 

Even in the dim light, she is radiantly gorgeous. I’ve said it a dozen times, but she’s my dream woman, and she looks at me with the kind of supernatural lust most other men could only ever dream of. Her hand expertly strokes me, just inches away from a cunt that has only ever tasted my cock. Over millions of years of creation, all this immortal beauty has ever known has been my cock—and she worships it.

“I...don’t want to leave her there.”

Avelyn stops stroking. Her eyes stay down.

“You’re feeling loyalty to her?”

For the first time, I hear a threat in her voice. She is angry. 

“I loved her for a long time. I can’t help it.”

Taking deep breaths now. Still not meeting my gaze. 

“She was willing to kill you, you know.”

I sigh. “...Yeah.”

“And not just any death. If she had killed you during a ritual, your soul would have gone to hell.”

“What?”

“It’s part of the deal.” Now she looks at me. Eyes blazing. Furious. “She receives power in exchange for delivering a soul to hell. Why do you think she’s there right now? She has to pay the price for the goods she bought.”

I’m quiet, thinking. 

“My powers, by the way,” she raises an eyebrow. Taunting. Daring me. “That was the deal she was trying to strike; that’s why I’m here at all. She would have left me powerless in hell and you dead and in hell. I probably would have found you and tried to eat your face for a few hundred years.”

I have very little doubt that she could have. 

“But...” I shrug. “Look, I appreciate your point. And I love you. This has nothing to do with who loves who. And you are hotter than all of hell, it’s true.”

I extend my hand. She takes it, her fingers so soft. Accepting the peace offering. 

She bites her lip. “I won’t tell any other succubi you said that.” She considers. “Except for the ones who will want to fuck you because you did.”

I try not to think of the implications of that.

“But...” I say, and have to hold on to Avelyn’s hand to keep her from pulling away. “I’m not just robbed of my compassion just because you’re stupid hot and my wife fell victim to her character flaws. She wanted to get rid of her depression, her anxiety, her ADHD, all that, right?”

“Yes. And she was willing to kill you for it.”

“And herself, too, I bet.”

Avelyn snarls slightly. “Yes. I don’t see how that matters.”

“I’m the partner of someone coupled up in that awful mess. I stayed in it for more than ten years. What do you think I wouldn’t give to get her out? You think I wouldn’t have died either?”

Her arms wrap around me possessively.

“I do not like that thought. Not at all.”

“Sorry.” 

She buries herself deeper into my arms. Whatever I felt toward Claire, this is true love. I want to fuck her so badly right now. Make love to her and eat her out for ages like I did the night we met. 

“So what do you want to do?”

“What else?” I pull her face up to mine. “I want to get my wife out of hell.”

# # #
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My Wife, The Succubus – Demon Power
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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. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


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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Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review and let myself and others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter and check out my website for the latest stories and exclusives!
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Find more of my books!
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-  My Website, With 20% Off Your First Purchase Available!

-  Nadia Nightside on Smashwords

-  Nadia Nightside on Kobo

-  Nadia Nightside on Apple

-  Nadia Nightside on Barnes & Noble

-  Nadia Nightside on Google Play


* * * * *
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! The Patreon is the best way.

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

Hope to hear from you soon!



  	
	    
	      Did you love My Wife, The Succubus - The Series? Then you should read
              
                Grimdark Harem - Ruling The Dark City Queens by Nadia Nightside!
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        "We can't serve him. We serve no one. But…but we *must*…"Lorelei, a Dark Maiden of Thamoturge, is the hottest, baddest bitch in the galaxy. Millions tremble to hear her name. Beautiful, deadly, and sadistic, everything she does is endlessly elegant and designed to elicit incredible agonizing arousal from anyone watching.When a shipment goes wrong on the docks of the Dark City, she's called to investigate with two other Dark Maidens. They don't trust each other, and are just as likely to murder one another as solve the problem. But as they investigate, their behavior becomes strange. They start obsessing over serving a big, perfect male member even though they're all firmly into girls. They fantasize about kneeling and supplicating themselves, even though they're queens of the city. And their thoughts shift to nothing but blissful, wicked obedience for a man they've never met, giving over their virginity and minds to his power forever. Can they solve this madness and survive with their wills intact, or will they become the perfect-bodied breeding property of a "mere" human male?WARNING: The hot space elves in this story are gorgeous, walking wet dreams, but they are EVIL. They sustain themselves on the pain and despair of others, and know forty thousand ways to kill. This isn't a bloody or gory story, but death, torture, and pain are alluded to in reference to their dark nature. This story is an exploration of the hot power-trip it must be to completely own such deadly, beautiful females. 


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

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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