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Subjugated by the Dickgirl Hero

By C.C. Winters

For over two hundred years the demon king Eligor’s name was feared throughout the world of Astralia. Every army the humans sent crumbled before the strength of his horde, and after decades of conquest its inhabitants no longer resisted his rule.

And then they summoned the Hero—Willow—from another world. In the span of only six months she’d decimated his armies and sapped his power to change him from an eight foot tall giant into a frail, imp-sized version of his former self. Worse than all of that, she’d all but forced him to become her own personal servant.

But Eli has a plan to get it all back, one that involves digging deep into his seductive, succubus roots. Now if he can just avoid giving into the other, less favorable parts of his ancestry.


Chapter 1

I felt my owner cross the barrier protecting our homestead and with a heavy sigh prepared myself to meet her.

It was so unfair.

I’d labored for decades building my empire: Forming alliances with the leaders of the various demon clans, capturing monsters to fight in my vanguard, and training daily to make sure no creature alive could best me in battle. Every waking moment of my life had been solely geared towards becoming the ruler of the planet Astralia, and after more blood, sweat, and tears than I thought I had, I’d finally done it. I’d finally conquered the humans and stood atop the world as the eternal demon king Eligor.

And then they summoned the Hero.

I hadn’t even known that it was something the humans were capable of, but apparently one of their saints had received a vision from their god showing them how. In a once in a century event where all three of Astralia’s moons were aligned with the sun to cast the globe in a full minute or so of darkness, the Emperor of the largest human kingdom sacrificed the lives of a dozen mages to perform an ancient ritual and dragged a young woman from her world into ours. By the time I became fully aware of her she’d already destroyed half of my monster army along with a chunk of my most powerful underlings, and even more frightening, she’d done it all alone.

Previous Heroes sent by the humans always had a core support party and access to an army of thousands. This Hero, however, had speed, strength, and magic on such a high level that any kind of help the humans could afford to give her would’ve only slowed her down.

The worst part of it all is that I had no one to blame but myself for the oversight. The humans hadn’t actively resisted my rule for decades, and I’d naively assumed they had finally settled into their rightful place at my feet. I’d gotten complacent just like the very humans I’d overthrown.

Even when the Hero—Willow—had shown up at my castle to fight me I hadn’t taken her seriously enough. She hadn’t looked the least bit threatening with her long reddish-brown hair, youthfully round face, and skimpy, tattered outfit. She only stood about six feet tall so I easily dwarfed her, and though her thighs were thick and strong-looking they were still barely half the size of my biceps.

So that’s why I was understandably surprised when she had me on my knees before her only ten minutes later. I’d been ready to accept my death and fully expected to feel her sword plunge into both of my weakly beating hearts.

What she actually ended up doing to me was the worst punishment imaginable for us demons who lived and died by their power. Using some kind of strange holy magic, she’d sapped all but the barest amount of the mana I’d accumulated over the centuries to leave me as a husk of my former self.

In the span of about a minute I went from a muscular, eight-foot tall powerhouse with blood red skin and obsidian curled ram horns to a pale pink, five and a half foot tall weakling with two pathetic stumps poking out of my dark hair. The only things that hadn’t changed about me were my golden eyes and my unruly mop of black locks, though since I was so much smaller now my hair fell to my shoulders rather than my pointed ears like it had before. I almost wished she’d just killed me.

Instead she’d offered me a choice that wasn’t much of a choice at all: either become her servant or be sealed into my own sword for eternity. Neither option had seemed very appealing, but figuring that getting stuck in a sword and slowly losing my mind would be much worse, I quickly decided on the former.

She’d taken me to her home and put up a barrier around her property so no one could get in and so that I couldn’t get out, and it also had the effect of completely blocking my unique mana signature from being sensed by the outside world. Unfortunately there was no one left in my army who had the strength to rescue me, so I had to imagine she was aiming to hide my presence from the humans.

It was just as well since I didn’t need rescuing anyway. Little did she know, I had a plan—a plan that was working beautifully so far. It was only a matter of time before I was strong enough to complete it.

“Eli?” Willow called as she opened the front door to the cozy two bedroom house we shared.

I rounded the corner with a smile, appearing for all the world like a houseboy eager to help his master. “Welcome home, my lady,” I said. I took her monster-blood covered steel sword from her, and like usual nearly dropped it because it was so heavy. “How was your day?”

Willow grunted tiredly and rolled her shoulders. “Busy. I found like a thousand monsters hiding out in the Virbalt Mountains and had to spend hours mopping them all up.”

I winced at the mention of her destroying a cache of the few remaining forces I had left. I’d specifically positioned them in a place where they wouldn’t be noticed by most humans in case of emergency, but of course she’d found them. They were some of my strongest creatures, and seeing as how I couldn’t spot a single wound on her she clearly hadn’t had any trouble at all slaughtering them.

“Well, I’m glad that you returned safely, my lady.”

She finally looked at me with a slight smirk. “I’ll bet you are.” She waited for me to hang up her sword to be cleaned and then grabbed me around the waist, pulling my much smaller body into hers. I could feel her battering ram of a cock pressing into my bare stomach and I grimaced against the goosebumps that popped up along my arms—unfortunately not because I disliked it.

With barely any effort whatsoever she lifted me into the air and kissed me, sticking her thick tongue into my mouth and drawing a grunt from my throat. One of her large hands roughly palmed my ass, and defying all logic her dick grew even larger.

“Would you like your dinner? A bath? Or maybe..me?” I asked after managing to pull myself away for air. My cheeks and ears went red with humiliation the moment the words left my lips even though I’d been saying them for months now. It was apparently a common saying from her world, but to have to say it to a whelp like her felt especially galling. I had hundreds of years of age on her.

“You really don’t have to say it if you’re going to be embarrassed every time. No matter how cute it is,” she giggled from above me.

“Can you just pick one?” I grumbled, annoyed.

Willow pouted and set me back down. “Fine. I’m thinking of taking a bath first.” She peeled off her pauldron, steel breastplate, and loincloth, and immediately her sweaty, musky scent filled the room. “Why does all the strongest gear never cover anything? Like, how does this loincloth give me 150 defense and 50 strength? I mean seriously.”

I frowned and cocked my head, completely lost as to what the hell she was talking about. She said a lot of strange things like that, always going on about ‘levels’ and ‘stats’ and ‘skill slots.’ I assumed it was something unique to her world, though whenever I asked for an explanation she’d only shrug and say it was too much of a hassle.

She kicked off her heavy boots last to make herself completely naked, and my traitorous eyes looked her over from head to toe. Even if I despised her I could admit that she was pleasant to look at, and I especially liked her long wavy red hair and her lean, strong body.

I picked up her things to be cleaned later and then followed her into the bathroom where I’d already filled the wooden tub with hot water. She sat down on the wooden bench next to it, and then I stood close behind her with a bath brush and a chunk of the homemade herbal soap I’d made.

Once I got a good lather going I began to scrub at her broad back with the brush. I used every ounce of strength I had to get rid of the smudges of soot and the black blood of my army, and when I was done there I moved to her front. I had to step right in between her legs to get close enough to wash her, and as a result I found myself brushing against her hard cock. Due to the differences in our size it came up to my chin, so with every breath I took I blew warm air onto its tip.

I finished running the brush over her arms and shoulders, but when I tried to step away he snaked her arms around my waist and pulled me close so that her cock was trapped between our slick bodies.

“You forgot to wash the most important part.”

With a roll of my eyes I squirmed away, annoyed that my halter top was now soaking wet. “Yes, my lady.” I set the brush aside to lather my hands up with more soap and then reached for her cock. The soap made it easy to slide my small hands up and down it, and they made crude, wet squelching sounds that accompanied her low moans. I made sure to work the soap into the light brown hair around her dick’s base, and I also dipped my fingers lower to clean her heavy balls.

She began to pant after a few minutes, her chest rising and falling faster with each stroke of my hands. I could tell by the way her cock expanded in my hands she was seconds away from cumming, and since I couldn’t have that I quickly let her go and grabbed a bucket of warm water to dump it over her head under the pretense of rinsing her off. She spluttered as the water dripped down her face, and it took everything within me not to laugh at the glare she shot me.

“All done, my lady. I’ll get your dinner ready while you finish soaking.”

“Tease,” she grumbled. She gave me a dangerous look as I bowed and left the room which was exactly what I wanted; the hornier she was now, the lower the chances of her noticing when I siphoned off her life energy in bed later.

Unbeknownst to absolutely everyone, my mother had been a succubus. She could siphon magic and energy from anyone she slept with, and though I hadn’t realized it until my body had been starved for power, I could do the same. It was then that a plan had begun to form—one which involved me sleeping with her to slowly but surely build up enough energy to escape the barrier and make it back to the darklands. The mana was much denser there, and with enough time I’d be able to return to my former state.

To her credit Willow initially hadn’t wanted to sleep with me; probably because she’d accurately guessed I was up to something. But over the course of a month I’d worn her down, wearing increasingly skimpy clothing around her to entice her into attacking me, and as embarrassing as it was to act like a common whore it’d worked. Probably a little too well.

The first time she’d been rough—there was no other way to describe it. I was nothing more than a warm sleeve for her cock as she rutted into me for hours, behaving like a mindless animal and cumming inside of me so much that my belly ended up inflating a little. Luckily my ancestry meant my body was made for sex, because otherwise I might have actually been in trouble.

After that she wanted sex every day, and while it did absolute wonders for restoring my power, I could feel my body slowly changing to both fit and crave her cock. Every time she slid into me my brain turned to mush, and until I felt her seed filling me I couldn’t seem to make my body calm down. It was a double-edged sword, because with each orgasm she ripped from me the more addicted I became.

I was just setting down the last of the dishes when Willow came out of the bathroom in a short, silky robe, the hem of it falling to the middle of her thighs. The tip of her now much softer cock poked out of the bottom, and when she took her seat she didn’t bother doing anything to hide it.

The meal was relatively simple—meat and vegetable stew, side salad, and bread—though watching her boorishly shovel the food into her mouth you wouldn’t know it. I’d strongly considered poisoning her early on and probably would’ve tried if it weren’t for the barrier around the property. I didn’t have the energy yet to break it and no one knew where I was, so I’d be stuck and would likely starve to death before the barrier weakened enough for me to escape. That and I was fairly certain any kind of poison I could concoct with my limited resources wouldn’t work on her anyway.

“Your cooking is so good. I don’t know how you make food like this with the terrible quality of the produce in this world,” she said around a mouthful of bread, and then she took a long pull from her tankard of wine.

I wrinkled my nose at the flecks of food she sprayed onto the table as she spoke. Apparently table manners weren’t a thing in her world. “Yes, well, I am over three hundred years old. It would be a travesty if I couldn’t cook something as simple as stew.”

Willow hummed and shrugged. “Still, thanks. It’s more than I can do.”

I didn’t know why she insisted on thanking me when I was her servant, but I bowed my head anyway. “Of course, my lady.”

We ate in relative silence for a while, accompanied only by the sounds of chewing and our spoons scraping the bowls, and soon after she finished the last of her wine she began to give me long, heated looks.

“Shall we go to bed, my lady?” I said after I felt her bare toes brush up against my calf for the third time.

In a flash she had me in her arms. “I thought you’d never ask.” I wrapped my legs around her waist as she easily carried me to the bedroom we shared. She threw me down onto our large bed, and while I stared up at her she let her robe fall from her shoulders to reveal her naked, statuesque form.

She crawled onto the bed until she was hovering over me, and then she wrapped me in a tight hug so that we were flush against each other. Her much larger, softer body easily pressed me into the bed so that I couldn’t have moved even if I’d wanted to, and taking full advantage of that she leaned down to shove her tongue back into my mouth.

For a few minutes she languidly kissed me, her lips making wet sucking sounds as she simultaneously ran her tongue along my sharp teeth. Her now throbbing cock head dripped more and more sticky precum onto my stomach with each beat of her heart until eventually she was able to easily grind it against me.

While I was distracted by her overwhelming every single one of my senses, her hands went to my black skimpy shorts to pull them down my legs. She yanked my shirt off next to send it flying into a corner, and like I was a half-cooked pancake she flipped me onto my stomach.

After letting her heavy shaft land in the valley between my ass cheeks, she used her large hands to spread them so that they better wrapped around it. Already I could feel my butthole twitching with anticipation, and even more embarrassingly I could feel myself getting wet. My ass was self-lubricating, something I hadn’t known until our first time together but was incredibly useful given her impatience when it came to sex.

Succubus biology could certainly be convenient sometimes.

Without any additional foreplay whatsoever she shoved herself in up to the root, stretching me open deliciously and making me groan louder than I’d wanted to. It felt like sparks were fizzing in my brain as she continued to dig her cock as deep as she could get it, the thick reddish-brown hairs of her pubes brushing against my ass. Her warm, heavy balls dwarfed my tiny ones to a humiliating degree, but I was already too out of it to care.

“I love how you’re always ready for me,” Willow sighed. “You’re the perfect little cock sleeve.”

I blushed furiously and tried to respond but my brain didn’t seem to want to cooperate. “Mmph.”

Willow chuckled at my inability to speak as she leisurely ground her cock into me, purposefully targeting the little spot inside of me that always made my eyes roll back into my head. It didn’t help that my own petite dick—which had been over a foot long before my subjugation—was more sensitive now, and with her soft bulk pressing me into the bed as she fucked me it rubbed firmly against the rough cloth sheets.

In no time at all I spurted onto the bed and went boneless as sparks of pleasure exploded behind my eyelids. It felt miles better than when I’d lain with any other woman in the past, which was as surprising as it was alarming.

Feeling my hole clenching and twitching around her, Willow immediately became rougher. She dug her fingers into my curly hair and shoved my face down into the mattress to muffle my wanton moans. She drove her hips forward with quick, firm strokes until the sound of our flesh slapping together filled the room, not stopping for a single second to let me catch my breath.

“Cumming before your master?” she breathed, slamming her massive cock home with a few especially hard thrusts that forced whimpering gasps from my throat. She was dropping the full weight of her hips onto my ass, using gravity to force herself as deep as possible. “Since when did you become such a disobedient little whore?” I could clearly hear the delight and ecstasy in her voice as she spoke, even as her words made me flush.

Willow moved her hands to my hips to lift them so that she could get a better angle, and if I’d thought her pace had been fast before it was blistering now. She was solely chasing her orgasm, my own pleasure and comfort be damned. Her needy cock was going to cum in my tiny hole whether I liked it or not.

For what seemed like hours I relished in the sensation of each individual vein of her shaft scraping against my insides, dragging high moans from my lips that only made her grow thicker inside of me. Incredibly I could feel another climax building as she greedily rode me like a common whore, and almost against my will I began to push my ass back against her hips to pull her deeper. I also found myself instinctively angling my hips so that she was grinding perfectly against the spot that I loved most, which had the unintended side effect of making me tighten around her even more.

My mind went blank and my body went taunt as I let loose a much more pathetic dribble of watery cum, gritting my teeth in an attempt to hold back my gasps. I wished I could say that it wasn’t a common thing for me to cum without being touched, but then I would be a liar. Willow either didn’t notice or didn’t care because she didn’t slow down for a second and actually redoubled her efforts.

It was when I heard her own pleasured whimpers that I knew things were finally coming to an end. A warm, slick wetness filled me a few moments later, and while she drained her balls I drained her life energy, hoping she’d believe the weariness she felt was a result of cumming so hard. Willow’s heavy body collapsed on top of mine to push me more firmly into the sticky mess I’d made, her warm weight a comfort as I felt her cock continue to pulse and twitch inside of me.

Her gasps and keening moans in my ear made it hard to concentrate and the pleasure even more so, but I grit my teeth and focused on my job even though I wanted nothing more than to give in to the warm feeling spreading throughout my body.

She only rolled off of me after her breathing calmed, her cock making a wet schlopping sound as she pulled it out of my ass, and feeling her cum leak out of me I tried to get out of bed before it could dirty the sheets.

More importantly, I could feel it; I officially had enough energy to break the barrier.

“Stay in bed,” she murmured tiredly, grabbing my forearm and easily pulling me back into her chest.

“I can’t. I need to clean up our meal and maintain your equipment, my lady.” I tried to get up again but her grip was like iron, so with a heavy sigh I gave up and settled back against her. The cleaning and plotting of my escape could wait for a few more hours, and she was awfully warm.

As much as I hated to admit it, I’d sort of miss my time with her. It had been the easiest six months I’d had in a while. It was nice having no responsibilities besides keeping up the small house and helping Willow out with her urges when she needed it, but I had things to do and humans to conquer.

I yawned, and it was right as I began to drift off that she spoke again. “I know what you’re up to, by the way.”

My dark blood ran cold. “My lady?” I asked. I did what I could to keep my voice light and my expression innocent.

”I can see you siphoning off my experience points every time we fuck. You didn’t think I wouldn’t notice, did you?” When my eyes widened she snorted, and an amused smirk spread across her face. “Don’t look so scared, I don’t care. The amount you were taking I could make back in about five minutes, so I think that’s a more than fair price for getting to pound your ass into the bed twice a day. I’m the one who’s taking advantage of you.”

I couldn’t speak as my plan crumbled before my eyes. It hinged upon me taking her by surprise and leaving before she was any the wiser, and since I didn’t have that anymore I just felt defeated. If she decided to take my power again, it was over.

Willow sat up on her elbow and leaned over me, resting her chin on an upturned palm. “Why are you so hellbent on ruling the world, anyway?”

“Because it is my divine right. I am the demon prophesied to sit atop the world as its ruler,” I mumbled robotically. I’d been saying that exact phrase for hundreds of years now, even back when I was little more than a young upstart going around trying to recruit other demons to my cause.

She cocked her head and hummed. “I don’t believe that’s why. Then, let me ask you this; does it make you happy to kill humans?”

“Happy?” I asked, confused.

“Yeah, like, do you enjoy it?”

“Enjoy? No. It’s a necessity.” At her confused look, I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Humans are irrational creatures who cannot be bargained or reasoned with; believe me, I’ve tried. And it’s not that I don’t understand why they hate us. We demons evolved from mindless monsters, and since the most powerful of us demons can control those monsters they think we’re responsible for everything a monster does.”

“Why didn’t you say anything about this before?”

“I told you; humans are stupid animals who don’t know how to listen. The only thing they can understand is violence and fear.”

“You do realize that the humans you’re talking about probably makeup around ten percent of the population, right? Most people are perfectly reasonable.”

It was a struggle not to laugh. “I’ll believe it when I see it.”

Willow went quiet for a long minute, her quiet breaths filling the room, and I almost thought she’d fallen asleep until she spoke again. “We’re taking a field trip tomorrow.”

“A field trip?” I asked, not completely sure what a field trip even was.

“Yeah, to the next town over. The Emperor has been running me ragged chasing down monsters and demons and I need a break. I’m sure you’re sick of being stuck inside of the barrier too, right?”

She was certainly right about that. I hadn’t left the property since she’d subjugated me and I was slowly losing my mind only being allowed to walk the same plot of land. Besides, now that she knew what I was up to she’d be taking my energy again soon, chances were this would be the last time I’d ever see the outside world again.

“I guess,” I mumbled miserably.

“Great! We’ll leave at dawn.” She tried to hug me but I rolled over to face the wall, turning my back on her to try to get some sleep. There was no point in pretending I liked her anymore, even as my traitorous body itched to be closer.


Chapter 2

It was actually closer to noon before we left the house because Willow never woke up early and she’d refused to leave until she had a warm, hefty load deposited in my stomach. I’d planned on giving the blowjob only the barest amount of effort, though to my annoyance the moment the head of her cock touched my tongue I couldn’t stop myself from wanting to take all of it.

Once we were outside of the barrier I’d briefly considered making a break for the darklands, but realistically I knew that she could run me down in seconds. Hell, a child could probably run me down in my current pathetic form.

I shot her a sidelong glance and begrudgingly had to admit that she looked rather pretty in her current getup. Instead of her usual steel breastplate and loincloth she was in a modest, flowy blue dress that perfectly complemented her eyes and braided red hair. On her feet she wore a pair of strange white shoes from her world—sneakers, or whatever she called them—and wrapped around her waist was a thick leather belt that held her steel broadsword. She could probably destroy anything that got in her way with her bare hands, sure, but I knew from personal experience that that could get very messy very quickly and monster blood was notoriously hard to wash out of cloth.

I too traded my usual outfit of short shorts and halter top for a simple pair of pants and long-sleeved shirt. It was only my second time wearing them, though already I sort of longed for my uniform. The clothes felt heavy and constricting and scratchy.

In no time at all we came upon a small village, and more than anything I was surprised by how peaceful it seemed. Most of the humans in the villages I’d visited had looked beaten down and miserable; probably because of me. Here though, everyone was smiling and laughing and just generally being an all around eyesore.

Seeing so many humans at once made my skin crawl. I hadn’t been around this many humans in at least a century, and that was when I’d been slaughtering my way through one of the many armies they’d sent to try to subjugate me.

“This is Fairhorn. It’s where I come to shop for groceries and stuff,” Willow said, smiling and waving at a passing couple. She stopped to chat with a portly man working one of the food stalls and then helped an old lady carry her groceries home, and already I was over the whole being outside of the barrier thing. They were nice enough to me too, but I wasn’t fooled.

“So is this what you wanted to show me? How popular you are and how happy everyone is now that I’m gone?”

Willow pouted. “I was hoping you’d see that humans aren’t the monsters you make them out to be. They can be good or bad, just like you demons.”

“Oh, sure, they’re on their best behavior because you’re here. They’d tear me apart if I was walking down the street by myself,” I said.

Her frown deepened and she opened her mouth to reply, though before any words could leave her lips she was attacked by three feet of germs and blonde hair.

“Ms. Willow!” the little girl now attached to Willow’s leg exclaimed. “You’re back! I helped bake cookies!” She reached into the little wicker basket hanging from her arm and held up one of the treats for Willow to take. There were chunks of some kind of red fruit speckled within it, and it was shaped into a crooked star.

Willow made a big show of taking a bite and enjoying it, clearly playing up her reaction for the girl’s benefit. “Wow, this is amazing! I wish I was as good at baking as you are!”

The girl beamed and turned to me next, reaching into her basket for another one of the misshapen biscuits. “You can have one too,” she decided, holding it out to me.

I wrinkled my nose at the treat—there was no telling where her hands had been—but Willow nudged me in the back so I reluctantly took the offered cookie. Under their combined hopeful gazes I took a small bite, and my eyebrows rose because it actually tasted really good. We didn’t really do sweets in the darklands; it was mostly meat and root vegetables.

“Is it good?” The girl asked, grinning in a way that to my eyes looked smug.

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, it is good, child.”

“You talk funny,” she said, wrinkling her nose. She turned and skipped away, leaving me flabbergasted while Willow only laughed.

We finished eating our cookies right as we reached a small park, and after taking a seat on one of the stone benches she teasingly patted her lap. I perched myself on it reluctantly, figuring that since I was going to be trapped until she died I might as well get used to being at her beck and call.

“So? What do you think of humans?” she asked hopefully.

“I think they’re stupid and they smell bad.” Her face fell and I immediately felt bad. “But they’re not terrible,” I rushed to add.

“It’s okay, I was expecting an answer like that.” Her strong arms squeezed me tighter, and she sighed. “Do you know why I didn’t kill you after we fought?”

I paused for a moment before answering, because it was something I’d been wondering about for months now. She’d had me dead to rights, and if she’d just cut off my head that would’ve been the end of it.

“Because you wanted to humiliate the demon race?” I guessed.

Willow shook her head. “When I was first summoned to this world, the Emperor said that all demons were vicious, simple-minded creatures who didn’t have any real thoughts or emotions. I believed him up until I exchanged words with a couple of your generals, and then I figured that the best way to see if his words were true was to observe the most powerful and influential of them up close.”

My mouth fell open. I’d simply assumed she was pumping me for information that she could use against my people.

“Of course then you started parading that cute little ass around in front of me so I ended up taking the whole thing a lot further than I intended,” she said with a smirk. “Anyway, the point is, I wanted to get to know you, Eli. I wanted to understand why.”

It was tempting to tell her to fuck off. Despite being from another world she was still a human, and from my own experience I’d learned that humans couldn’t be trusted.

On the other hand, she had always treated me fairly; even kindly. I’d been watching her for months now, and unless she was a really good actress Willow seemed like a genuinely decent human. Besides, knowing a little bit about my background wouldn’t give her any kind of strategic advantage.

With my decision made I averted my eyes and sighed.

“Humans killed my mother,” I started, fighting to keep my voice strong. It was a story I hadn’t told anyone, not even my closest allies. “She was a succubus, and she worked as a prostitute in what used to be the humans’ Starfall kingdom before I destroyed it. She was an oddball in that she liked humans, and though she took their life energy when she slept with them she only ever took enough to sustain herself.”

I glanced up at her to gauge her reaction and was surprised to see that she was giving me her full attention. There was no judgment of my mother at all in her gaze.

“One day she had a client who did notice what she was doing. He was a holy knight from the Starfall kingdom, and the second he realized what she was he killed her.”

“I’m sorry,” Willow said.

“It was hundreds of years ago, I don’t care anymore. Plenty of demons have stories like that, and I’m sure the humans have stories about us too. That’s just the way this world works, and if that hadn’t happened then I wouldn’t have become the demon king,” I said, shrugging.

Willow frowned. “It doesn’t have to be that way though. Humans and demons can get along.”

For a moment I allowed myself to believe her words. I tried to imagine a world where our races could stop killing each other and find some common ground, and maybe even one where we worked together.

My better judgment kicked in soon after though, and turning my face away I scoffed. “Then you’re stupider than I thought you were.”

She didn’t say anything after that, which was rare for her. Normally Willow was all teasing smiles and flirty winks, so to witness her looking so defeated actually made me feel a little bad. She clearly wanted to fix things between the races, and I’d kind of shit all over the idea because of my own bias. It wasn’t fair of me to not let her at least try.

I was just thinking about apologizing when I felt a sudden drop in pressure, and looking up at Willow she’d clearly felt it too. I moved off of her lap and stood to squint up at the sky, using a hand to shield my eyes from the sun.

“What’s that?” I asked, noticing a steadily growing dark speck above us. “Do you—” I didn’t get to finish my words as she disappeared, the bench we’d been sitting on only a crater where Willow used to be.

Panicked, I whirled around to see Basbaza—the strongest fighter in my army and my second in command—looming over Willow’s motionless body. His long, greasy white hair clung to his forehead, and the black iron armor that matched his cone-like horns was in dire need of repair. Clearly he’d been living a hard few months.

I swallowed hard, because out of all of my underlings Basbaza was the one I worried about most due to his zealotry when it came to the old ways and demon superiority. He was a fierce believer in doing things by the book, sometimes to the detriment of himself and the people under his command.

He was also both larger and stronger than me even in my full form due to his sheer experience. He had hundreds of years of age on me and had been fighting for most of it, going up against Heroes, dragons, and leviathans alike. Hell, if he weren’t such a terrible leader and had any kind of tactical know-how it was possible that he would’ve been the demon king instead of me. As it were he was more like a crazy idiot that you pointed at any enemy you wanted to defeat.

“Basbaza,” I said, still shocked to see him. I’d been certain he was dead. Willow would’ve had to go through him to get to me, though apparently he’d managed to scurry away with his life; probably because she hadn’t known that more powerful demons had second hearts and could regenerate if both weren’t destroyed.

He turned to look at me with his glowing red eyes, and they widened as they took in my unimpressive form. “My…my liege? Is that you? What has happened to you?”

“A lot. How did you find me?”

His hulking figure fell to one knee. “I never stopped searching for you, and the moment I felt your magic I rushed to fight at your side. Do not worry, my liege. I will kill the hero,” he said in his low, gravelly voice.

“I’d like to see you try,” Willow growled. She slowly climbed out of the crater, her dress torn and red hair mussed, and she was pissed. She pulled her sword from its leather sheath and sprinted forward with murder in her eyes.

Basbaza drew his own sword with a crazed grin. “I will not have to try, child. I was unprepared for our last match and will not make the same mistake again.” With a speed belying his size he rushed forward to meet her in the middle, and when their swords met they made the sound of thunder. To my surprise Willow was the one who was pushed back, her sneakers digging up the cobblestone street as she fought for purchase.

She finally managed to stop him in his tracks, her teeth clenched and her face red from the strain of it, and then he kicked her hard in the chest to send her flying again—this time into the home of an unsuspecting human. She didn’t stay down for long though, and with a burst of speed she used her shoulder to return the favor, sending him into an already crumbling store.

They continued to exchange blows at a pace that I could barely follow, with each clash of their blades being accompanied by a bright flash and a loud clap of thunder.

For a while they seemed evenly matched, at least until Basbaza gathered his mana and used a body-strengthening technique to increase his speed and power. He brought his sword down faster and harder and I could see Willow struggling to parry each attack, but with each strike more and more of her enchanted sword began to develop cracks.

Eventually chunks of steel began to chip off of it too, and I could see the exact moment when Willow became truly worried. With one especially hard strike he ended up knocking her onto her back, and after that he was attacking too quickly and too strongly for her to get back to her feet. She was too busy trying to avoid being stabbed to notice him building up his mana again, and by the time she did he was already casting his spell.

An enormous explosion rocked the village right where she’d been standing, making my teeth chatter and knocking me off of my feet, and when the smoke cleared Willow wasn’t moving anymore. Basbaza strutted forward to loom over her prone body, large and smug and superior.

Logically I knew that I should just let him kill her. With her dead I could sit atop the world as the demon king once again, and this time I’d make sure to destroy every human stronghold so that they’d never be able to summon another Hero.

Instead I dug deep to use some of the energy I’d absorbed from Willow over the past few months to return to my original, hulking form. It felt amazing to be powerful again—to feel like there wasn’t a single person alive who could take me on. My clothing was pretty much destroyed now as a result of my rapid growth, but I hadn’t liked wearing it much anyway; I’d really grown accustomed to the freedom of movement that I had in my usual uniform.

I let loose a vicious roar and launched myself forward to knock Basbaza away from her and into the park’s stone fountain. As water from the broken pipe rained down onto his head, his expression changed from shock to fury.

“You would attack me to save the Hero? The murderer of thousands of our people? The conqueror of our lands?”

I didn’t have an answer for that because he was absolutely right; I was being stupid. Apparently I was silent for too long though as he snorted and shoved himself back to his feet.

“I see. Your time away has made you weak. I will do you the honor of slaying you before you can debase yourself and our race any further.” He went on the attack.

Unfortunately I was very rusty with using my mana, and it was all I could do to avoid being run through by his sword. I didn’t have a weapon of my own so I was forced to dodge his blows rather than block them, feeling his sword slice my skin when I was just a little too slow to avoid it, and in no time at all I was backed into a corner. It was embarrassing to find myself in the same position Willow had been in after only a minute—on my back, defenseless, and staring down the barrel of the end of my life.

I was going to die.

A misshapen cookie bounced off the back of Basbaza’s head then, and we both looked over his shoulder to see the little blonde-haired girl who’d greeted us earlier standing there. Her entire body trembled as she stared up at the demon with wide, terrified eyes, and I had to wonder what the hell she was thinking.

Still, it was just the distraction I needed. I’d been gathering my mana while dodging, and had concentrated just enough, using the dregs and lunged forward and stabbed my clawed hands into one of his two hearts.

Rather than recoil in pain as I’d hoped, he instead grabbed onto my arm to hold me in place, his grip too tight for me to get away. His sharp smile widened as he licked his lips. “I suppose you wouldn’t be much of a demon king if you died so easily, but that’s enough of your scurrying around. Do not worry. I will lead our people into a new age of prosperity.” He raised his sword high above his head and my eyes widened, but not because of him.

Unbeknownst to all of us Willow had regained consciousness, and unbeknownst to Basbaza she was right behind him and steaming. She cut off his arm with one vicious swipe of her broken sword, and with a second she cut off his head, splattering me with his black blood. For good measure she stabbed her sword through his second heart to prevent any chance at all of him reviving, snapping her sword in half in the process, and I watched him turn to stone before my very eyes.

Willow sneered and shoved Basbaza over with her foot so that he crumbled to pieces. Now that I could fully see her I noticed that her blue dress was almost completely destroyed to reveal a few scrapes on her exposed skin, but other than that she looked completely fine. Unsurprising, yet still annoying.

Someone tapped me on the shoulder and I turned my head to see the little girl kneeling next to me. She had some of Basbaza’s blood splattered on her front; probably from when I’d stabbed him through the chest.

“Um, thank you for saving me,” she said, smiling.

I shrugged my shoulders. “You saved me first.” It was only after hearing my own deep and gravelly voice that I realized that I was still in my original form. “Aren’t you afraid of me?” I asked, noticing a distinct lack of screaming and pants-wetting.

The girl cocked her head and blinked at me. “Why?”

I didn’t know how to answer that. Either the girl didn’t have a sense of fear or I’d lost a step. Still, it was oddly refreshing to be in my real form and not have humans running and screaming bloody murder for once; it kind of hurt my ears.

The girl’s mother appeared to usher her off, bowing to me as well as to Willow, and that confused me even more. She looked worried, sure, but not frightened; maybe because the Hero was there.

I felt the tug of exhaustion begin to set in from using so much of my stored mana in the battle and I quickly reverted back to my smaller form to conserve what little I had left. After only a few minutes of fighting I was back to where I was when I’d first been subjugated.

A pair of strong, familiar arms wrapped themselves around my shoulders. “You’re hurt,” Willow said, brushing my cheek with her fingers.

“I’m fine, It’ll heal.”

Willow clucked her tongue. “Nonsense, you need to get that looked at. Can’t have your pretty pink skin getting scarred.” She all but dragged me to the town’s one and only inn where a rather terrified-looking old woman was just beginning to poke her head up over the counter.

“Do you have any available rooms? One bed should be fine,” Willow asked, placing a large silver coin on the front desk.

“Y-yes, of course, Madam Hero.” She nervously grabbed one of the heavy iron keys from the wall, nearly dropping it because of her shaking, and slid it across the countertop. “The top floor suite was just recently cleaned.”

Willow smiled and thanked the woman before dragging me bodily up the stairs, and once we were inside she locked the door behind her. It was a much nicer room than I’d expected, with an attached bathroom and a large window overlooking the town square. A bed nearly double the size of our own back home was pushed against the far wall, and an ornate, plush carpet covered the wooden floor.

While I looked around the room with interest, Willow made a beeline for the bathroom. I heard the water run for a couple of minutes, and when she returned she had a rag and a steaming bucket of water in her hands. She sat naked on the edge of the bed and patted her lap with a raised eyebrow, and curious as to what she was up to I did as she requested.

To my surprise she began to run the warm rag over my skin, wiping the ash and blood from my naked body. It felt odd to have her tending to me for once, since up until now it had solely been the other way around.

Not that there was anything I could do to help her in her current state; she was already fully healed and had wiped herself down. I’d asked about her freakish healing abilities earlier on in my captivity and she’d mentioned something about a ‘passive HP regen’ skill, which to my ears sounded like complete and utter gibberish.

“You should take some of my experience points to help you recover. I gained like five levels from that last fight,” she murmured. I was shocked she was still willing to let me siphon off her life energy, and it must’ve shown on my face because she continued. “You helped a lot, so it’s only fair.”

Since she’d offered I readily began to refill the mana I’d used up during the fight, shivering at the tingling feeling of my wounds closing and the soreness in my muscles easing. I kept waiting for her to stop me but she didn’t, and finally I had enough to be back to where I was the night before. I wanted to keep going, but unfortunately I could only absorb so much in such a short amount of time before I got whatever the succubus equivalent of indigestion was.

I risked a glance at her face, curious and somewhat suspicious. “Why are you being so nice?”

“I’m always nice. Besides, it’s the least I can do to repay you for saving me,” she said with a shrug.

“I only helped you because it’d take me a hundred years to get back to my original strength without your mana. It’s the purest I’ve ever come across.”

“Mmhm.”

She squeezed me tighter, and when I felt something hard and hot press against my ass I rolled my eyes. “Are you ever not aroused?”

“I only got a blowjob today so I’m backed up,” Willow said with a pout.

I thought back to that morning when I’d sucked her off, my plump lips sliding up and down her thick cock until she’d cum directly into my stomach. I’d done what I could to drain her balls, so for her to already be asking for more shocked me.

“You can’t be backed up that soon. It’s been like six hours.” She widened her eyes and further stuck out her bottom lip, and I sighed. “Fine.”

She shot me a beaming smile and started to lean me back, but instead I used a bit of my recently stolen mana to augment my strength enough to stop her in her tracks. Her lips pursed, annoyed, until I pushed her down onto her back while I straddled her hips.

Normally she had full control whenever we had sex. I often felt like little more than a warm, tight hole for her cock, and as a result I usually ended up either on my back or my stomach.

But things were different now. I didn’t care so much about keeping her placated and happy and was much more interested in wrestling back some control. I ground myself onto her cock, watching with amusement as her eyelashes fluttered.

For a moment I considered teasing her and getting some payback for all the times she’d made fun of me, though that idea quickly went out the window the

I repositioned myself so that her cock was pressed up against the ring of my asshole, and with a small intake of breath I slid down her shaft faster than I probably should have. My ass pressed against her strong thighs, and when I fully bottomed out I shivered.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her hands coming to rest on my hips to hold me in place.

I shook off her grip and swirled my hips on her monster cock to better get used to her size, watching with interest as her face cycled through various expressions of pleasure.

My own much smaller dick bobbed between my legs, smacking against my smooth stomach on every downstroke. I began to leak precum as I worked myself up and down on top of her, and already I realized I’d made a huge miscalculation in who had the upper hand.

Willow clearly noticed my plight and her smile turned predatory. “Uh oh.”

To wipe the smug grin off of her face I leaned forward to kiss her, and when I did she raised her arms to wrap them around my back. For the second time I had to remove her hands so that I could maintain control, which while frustrating to her delighted me more than I thought was possible.

I arched my back to begin taking her tip to root, feeling her veiny cock slide against my insides. Each sharp jolt of pleasure made the pressure in my balls build faster and faster until every muscle in my body seized and I came, harder than I could ever remember in recent years to the point where I blacked out for a few moments.

At this point I was far beyond caring about cumming without touching my cock. When I opened my eyes again her long pink tongue was licking my cum from her lips, and it was only then that I realized I’d spurted a few thin ropes of cum onto her face, chest, and stomach.

“Even when you’re supposedly in control you still came first,” Willow said, blue eyes twinkling with amusement.

I squeezed my ass hard around her shaft and she shuddered. “Shut up.”

“If you want me to shut up then you’ll have to try harder,” she growled, gripping my smooth cheeks hard enough to bruise as she slammed her hips up against my butt. She began to pummel me with everything she had, and I was certain that the wet slapping sounds of our skin meeting were loud enough to be heard even from the first floor.

Though it was hard to maintain my composure against her assault, I had to smirk as she made sounds I’d never heard before. Her desperate gasps were strangely cute, and with each wild, deep thrust they only increased in volume and pitch. The smell of her sweat filled my nostrils as it flew off of her face to land on the both of us, and unable to help myself I leaned forward and licked some of the salty liquid from her cheek to draw another whimper from her throat.

Unlike myself though, Willow had actual stamina. She continued to fuck me with gusto, varying her pace between gentle, shallow thrusts and much harder ones that touched the deepest parts of me. In no time at all I came for a second time like usual, my eyes squeezing shut as I spilled a few meager dribbles down my own dick to pool into my belly button. It made me clench my ass hard, and to my absolute shock that was all it took to push her past the point of no return.

Her cock seemed to double in size inside of me, the stretch of it so delicious that it threatened to make me orgasm for a third time, and with a shuddering gasp she filled me with a strong, steady stream of steaming cum. It very quickly filled my back passage until it gushed back out of me to splash against her lap and then into the bed below us, soaking the sheets with her sticky mess.

The feel of her cock throbbing and squirting inside of me seemed to last forever, and though she climaxed she didn’t pause in her thrusting for a single moment. She finally collapsed backwards onto the sheets with me still in her arms after what felt like forever, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. Her skin was so slick with hot sweat that it felt a bit like I was in my own personal sauna, but I surprisingly found the feeling more comforting than suffocating.

As we lay in the large bed together, our bodies cooling in the warm summer air, I didn’t try to leave the bed this time and she didn’t try to remove her cock from my ass. She let it soften and slip out all on its own, causing me to squirm a bit against the feel of her viscous cum seeping out of my now gaping asshole.

She didn’t speak until her breathing had slowed, and when she did it was the absolute last thing I expected to hear. “I was thinking. What if instead of fighting, we try to make the demons and humans get along? We can establish a blended village nearby and if it works we can expand, spreading the idea of coexistence until the whole continent is on board.”

“The emperor will never send you back unless you destroy us demons to his satisfaction,” I mumbled tiredly.

Willow shrugged her shoulders. “Honestly? I don’t really care about going home anyway. I mean, I’m the strongest person in the world here, and your ass is too hard to give up. You’re too hard to give up, too.” She wriggled her eyebrows and grinned, and annoyingly my face grew warm in response.

“It’ll still never work. There are thousands of years of bad blood between the races. Nothing can conquer that much hatred.”

“Love can. It conquered you, didn’t it?” My face soured and I scoffed. Of all the childish and sappy things to say. What she and I had wasn’t love; it was begrudging lust at best.

“Whatever, I guess we can try your dumb idea.”

“Great! We can visit the emperor tomorrow and let him know.” She kissed my shoulder and settled in to sleep, and I shook my head in disbelief. She was naive and willful and a little bit foolish, but for the first time since I’d met her I didn’t think that was such a bad thing.


Chapter 3

“You what?” the emperor shouted from his jewel-encrusted golden throne. His gaunt face went red with anger, and to my amused eyes it made him look a bit like a shriveled tomato.

“Yeah, I quit. Effective immediately,” Willow repeated. She had her hands resting on her hips as she looked up at the man, and I couldn’t stop myself from grinning at the look of absolute disbelief on the emperor’s face.

“You—you’re never going back to your world! You can’t make it back without me!”

Willow shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah, about that. I was thinking I’d put down some roots in this world anyway. Maybe the two of us will start our own little kingdom.”

The emperor’s face suddenly turned white at the idea, and frankly, I understood. With Basbaza dead, Willow and I were the two strongest sentient beings on the continent; maybe even the world. If we joined forces there wasn’t a single person who could stop us.

Now completely panicked, he pointed a bony finger at Willow. “Capture her! She’s been possessed by the demon king!” he shouted, spittle flying from his wrinkled lips. The guards in the room cautiously approached us with their spears and Willow snorted.

“Are you sure you want to try this?” she asked, boredly, rolling her neck and shoulders. For added effect I used some of my stolen energy to change back to my original form, and the emperor shrunk back into his seat like the coward that he was.

The soldiers looked at her, looked at me, and then wisely backed down. It was nice to know that at least some humans had sense.

“I thought so. We’ll come by to talk trade and alliances in a few months.” Without waiting for him to reply Willow abruptly turned on her heel and walked out of the throne room.

I waited until we were outside of the palace walls to change back into my smaller form. I was eager to get started on this crazy plan of hers, especially since I already knew of some demon refugees that could use a soft place to land. It’d be tricky to convince them to not rip the humans in half, but details.

“I know I talked a big game in there just now, but you’re free to go if you want. Obviously you can’t kill humans all willy-nilly anymore, though.”

I stopped in my tracks to stare up at her. “Go? Why?”

Willow shrugged her shoulders. “I told you; I subjugated you to see if you were capable of actual thoughts and emotions, and you are. There’s no more reason for you to stick around.”

Panic rose within me at her words. I should’ve been overjoyed at regaining my freedom. I should’ve already been making my way back to my castle to plan my next takeover. Instead I found myself working overtime to come up with a decent enough reason for her to let me stay by her side.

“Well, no demon is going to join your stupid blended kingdom if I’m not there to vouch for it. I suppose that I can stick around a little longer to help out.”

Willow smirked, and I flushed. My excuse had been weak, and I fully expected her to say so.

To my surprise she only leaned down and kissed me hard, slipping her tongue into my mouth at the same time. One of her hands also slid into my pants to cup my bare ass, and when her fingers started to get a little too curious than what would be considered appropriate for a public space I had to push her away.

“You’re incorrigible,” I said.

“You just have that effect on me.” She reached for my hand, and since I was in a good enough mood I let her hold it. “So, for the name of our new kingdom, I was thinking of calling it Willowvale. Good, right?”

“Eh, I like Eligoria better.”

She narrowed her eyes at me, and I narrowed them right back.

“I guess we’ll have to fight for it to make things fair. The first one who cums loses,” she said with a wicked grin.

It wasn’t a fair fight at all because nine times out of ten I was the one who came first, and annoyingly my ass twitched with anticipation.

“You’re on.”
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