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    Ajana’s might is astounding, and her crimson tower looms high and magnificent. A host of demons call her their matriarch but she has time enough to welcome Elyst into her service. Only recently changed, Elyst is still finding out what it means to be a demoness of lust and seduction. The immortal queen wastes no time in awakening her to the benefits. 
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    Elyst had just about given up when, at last, the old cottage emerged into view. It was overgrown with moss and only a worn sign suggested there was anything to regard. ‘Alchemist, Inferni’ it read in crude scrawl. Her breath caught in her throat as she was suddenly faced with her destination. If the place was real, then the rumors were true, and she was in the presence of a powerful hidden force. What went on in the abyss beneath the worlds was esoteric to the mortals though they knew demons well. She nervously pulled her cloak snugly to her chest and knocked on the damp wooden door. 
 
    A long pause followed and then a voice, rich and heavy, spoke clearly. “It opens.” Elyst felt for a moment the sense of being gazed upon and shivered, but then opened the door and went in. Before she could take in the elaborate alchemical shop, she was greeted at once by its pleasant warmth and a strange chemical aroma that made her nose tingle. “Welcome in.” A woman’s voice greeted her with curiosity in her tone. 
 
    She looked up and saw that there was a warlock as well as a fellow succubus behind the counter. Elyst wore a heavy grey robe to disguise her features, but she rather readily cast it off and onto the coat rack beside the door. She displayed her body almost gleefully to the strangers, for she had arrived among her kind at last. The corruption of infernal magic had turned Elyst into a succubus and it was past the point of being undone. Shiny black horns parted her bright copper-red hair and curved gently up toward dangerous blood-red tips. Small spikes lined her elbows on hardened flesh that imitated draconic scales, and a long, reptilian tail swayed behind her. 
 
    They looked at her curiously and seemed to be given pause. Elyst smiled bashfully and approached to explain her situation. “Hello. I’ve been looking for you. I have come because…” she gestured vaguely down at herself. “Well, I tried first to cure this. But even the Pools of Purity could not undo it. But now I embrace what I am, and just want to find a place where I can use these means for good. I was told maybe… you knew about such a place. A land in the abyss, and a great red tower.” 
 
    “Sister,” the succubus said, a sincerity in her tone that caught Elyst’s attention. “You have arrived. Yes, you are in the presence of the Scarlet Cult, and if you wish it, we can convey you to our sanctuary in the abyss.” At once she and the warlock approached, considering her intently. 
 
    Elyst smiled and felt a rush of glee in her chest. She still knew so little about the demonic order but the prospect of finding a way to use her power for the good of demons and mortals alike vitalized her with hope. “Wow! I am so glad. And there are means to return to this world from there, yes? Sorry, I just must check, because I am still a little apprehensive. I was a mortal not long ago and do not yet know your way.” 
 
    “Fear not, it is not a violent or dangerous place, though it is in the abyss and at the edge of the twisting vortex,” the succubus said. “Our queen shalln’t keep you either, all may come and go as they wish unless under oath,” she said, gesturing with her fingers. Her skin was pale and her nails were long and painted black, and looked deadly sharp. Her dark hair had a hint of violet color and she looked altogether unlike Elyst. As two succubi, they took in each other’s appearance. 
 
    “One wouldn’t expect this shop to harbor such secrets. Curious treasures and trinkets too, no doubt?” Elyst asked with a grin, looking at the warlock. She had a humbler appearance and it seemed now that she ran the shop, and wasn’t in a position of direct authority over the demoness with her. 
 
    “Oh, simple things! Some scrolls, but mostly potions. And yes, all sorts, good variety,” the warlock said in a tittering and happy way. She was a blonde and curvacious woman and wore thick glasses. “We shalln’t delay you, but do visit! A portal can bring you to Spinel Tower. Lachiel!” She raised her voice to call toward the other room. “Ah. I am Lett, this is Sovela,” she made hasty introductions. At once, an imp flew into the room, and after flapping through the air she landed on Lett’s shoulder and sat there to consider Elyst. The tiny demoness was only about a foot and a half tall and was neatly dressed in what looked like servant’s clothes, making her seem much like a doll, but the large bat-like wings she had at her back. 
 
    “Do not fear for finding your way. When you are there, our queen shall likely greet you directly,” Sovela said. She had turned aside from them and began to charge the air with infernal magic, creating a rift. Already Elyst could see the black and abyssal landscape through the portal, and she felt a rush of apprehension at the prospect of being faced with the queen of the Scarlet Cult. She did not yet have all the answers regarding her convictions and what oaths she was yet willing to make, and tales of the demon world had put mortal fear in her once. 
 
    “Thank you both. I’m Elyst! I’ll see you again, I’m sure,” she said with a wide grin. 
 
    “Of course. Lachiel shall be your guide, as it is easy to get lost in the tower,” Lett said. Elyst smiled at the tiny imp lady and felt a little happy to have her company. Most imps she had seen looked notably less amiable. 
 
    Lachiel lifted off and flapped her wings rapidly to hover in the air, drifting in front of Elyst and then into the gap of the rift. “Come along, fresh meat! Don’t be insulted,” Lachiel said with a haughty and playful flair. “There is much you have been missing out on,” she explained simply, before disappearing through to the other side. 
 
    Elyst could feel the infernal power of the portal energizing the air. It gaped open wide enough for her to follow the imp, and she stooped to curtsey for Lett and Sovela before leaving them. With a breath for readiness, she poked her head through the portal and then stepped in fully. 
 
    The sight invoked an instinctual fear in her, as the landscape was black and jagged and seemed to end sharply before the horizon. The void, starless, set this world on a black backdrop, and only the red-hot glow of infernal power illuminated the floating terrace of rock and its tower. She could see clearly, but to her mortal sensibilities, the place seemed nightmarish and hostile to life. She heard hammering and pounding and looked across the way to see a large vessel stationed across from the tower. Powerful demonic forms could be seen shuffling and working in the distance to maintain the craft. She felt nervous and clenched her hands before herself, but soon caught sight of Lachiel fluttering down to hover before her. 
 
    “It would be best to go right in. Not that anyone here will harm you. You are just very attention-grabby,” Lachiel told her. She couldn’t help but giggle at the imp. Lachiel had dark maroon skin and violet hair in a pixie cut, and she looked a little like an elf, although she had been scaled down to an impish height. She had broad hips and cute features. 
 
    “What are those?” Elyst asked, gesturing toward the large vessel, and another floating craft that she saw stationed up against the heights of Spinel Tower. 
 
    Lachiel spat some words in demonic and then reiterated when she saw Elyst’s confusion. “Uhh, in mortal tongue? Star frigates, or void ships you might say.” Elyst was a little awed. The might these craft displayed would have been cataclysmic in her world; she had heard of great wars in the void before the Eternal Empire fell. 
 
    Lachiel’s flight seemed a little exertive on her, and Elyst extended a hand for her. The imp seemed to appreciate the gesture but instead sat on Elyst’s shoulder, flapping her wings once against her hair. She pointed at the tower. “That titaness of a succubus guarding the door lends her eyes to our queen, so she will see us to her,” Lachiel said. 
 
    Elyst craned her neck to behold the heights of Spinel Tower and hurried toward it. Its crown gave off brilliant red energy as a charged crystalline structure was mounted on its cap illuminating the island of rock and resembling a light-house. She was now conscious of scores of demons working in the surrounding area, carrying materials and machinery and pounding away at ship parts. The demoness Lachiel had gestured toward stood before the high obsidian-black front doors of the tower. She had bright red skin and four arms and looked lean and fierce with an assortment of weapons on her hips and back. Her eyes glowed bright pink and were affixed on Elyst well before she drew near. 
 
    She walked up and prepared to introduce herself but felt rather halted in her thoughts. The guard was herself an utter marvel of strength and beauty, tall and fiercely toned, and her eyes shown with an intensity. Elyst knew not how to address her. “Queensguard,” she began and cleared her throat. Lachiel and the tall demoness seemed to exchange a knowing look. 
 
    The armored demoness folded one set of arms about her middle, and her others rested casually on her hips near the hilts of her weapons. “It is known why you have come. You are now in the presence of the Ajana, the Scarlet Queen,” the demoness told her. “She perceives you through my eyes. She will consort with you now.” 
 
    At once, Elyst could feel her. Her presence was like a flickering candle flame in her head, outshining all other thoughts. Elyst, the voice echoed richly in her head. Daughter of desire. It pleases me that you have come here. I know that you are seeking guidance and a righteous cause to serve. I welcome you and reward you with an audience. Each word resonated sweetly and overpowered the background noise in Elyst’s mind, and she could sense the immense but gently wielded power behind Ajana’s voice. She was sad to feel the telepathic presence fading, as she felt she could almost behold Ajana’s splendor in her mind. 
 
    She snapped back to reality and was abashed to see her hands stretched out in a grabby motion, and the other two demons were studying her quite curiously. “Our queen has spoken,” the guard declared. Her eyes flared with infernal magic and the high black doors behind her were thrown open by some force. “See her to the throne,” the demoness instructed Lachiel. 
 
    Elyst stepped in with little hesitance but jumped when the heavy stone doors slammed behind her. She could hear conversations and some mechanical whirring, but the rancor of the work outside was silenced. The tower entry hall was contrastingly quite refined and eloquent, and led to a lobby with cushioned bronze furniture. They used only some candlelight here and there, but Elyst could see adequately with her new, crimson eyes. Still, the place seemed foreboding and ancient despite the comforts and signs of opulence. 
 
    Lachiel clung to her horn and wasted no time directing her to the central lift. The circular platform was of a blood-red crystal and gently vibrated from the energy that suspended it. Elyst stepped on it daintily, and it began to rise. 
 
    The floor above the entryway had more royal guards, and Elyst caught sight of luminous projections that seemed to be maps of the abyss. Many lesser demons shuffled about hastily at their work. Then on the next floor, there were residences, or perhaps it was the barracks. She turned and smiled at Lachiel as they went up. 
 
    “So where do you rank in all this? Do you know the queen?” she asked her. The fine silk tunic Lachiel wore was of finer make than what she saw on the other demons, but then again, it was far less cloth. 
 
    “I’m her imp,” Lachiel explained simply and seemed quite smug about it. No wonder, Elyst thought to herself, she’s just the type to be queen’s pet. The tiny woman was cute and her broad hips and perky, medium breasts gave her some appeal despite her diminutive height. She was really stretching the idea of a shortstack. “Once, I was a mortal. And then I was enslaved to the Eternal Empire. She has given me my freedom and a place near to her infernal heart.” 
 
    Elyst giggled. “Well, she is lucky to have such a cute and dutiful imp at her side. Powerful as she is, maybe she can make a place for me too?” Elyst posed the question with a raise of her brow as she wondered what Lachiel might reveal. 
 
    “I suspect your service will be welcomed. We are not so great in numbers here. You should prepare yourself, for our queen will want to see how well the changes sit in you.” Lachiel said with a note of warning, but she had a sort of amused glint in her eyes. Elyst understood at once what was implied. 
 
    “Do you really think? I mean, is she likely to… demand my worship?” Elyst asked, her thoughts getting ahead of herself. “I am still learning the succubus way, but I do not think it is all myth, what is said about demons and indulgence…” 
 
    Lachiel laughed at her warmly. “No, that part is well and true. Our queen’s might is matched by her desire. Elyst looked upward as the ceiling opened to allow their platform to rise higher. It slowly came to a halt at the tower’s highest chamber. The throne was before them, and Elyst caught a glimpse of the Scarlet Queen, though she was obscured by golden projections of data that hung suspended in the air. At the foot of her throne, there was a large obsidian dais, its circumference lined with glowing red crystal, and succubi reclined there on velvety cushions. 
 
    Lachiel took off from Elyst’s shoulder and flew up to the queen at once. Before the throne, a towering succubus in gold-trimmed armor stood ready to protect her queen. She had hooves and long, gold-plated horns, and her skin was pale and grey. 
 
    “You stand in the radiance of her majesty Ajana, matriarch and queen of the Scarlet Cult. Kneel and await her address.” 
 
    “That will do, Zorgalithraxia. I am ready for our guest now.” Elyst at once recognized the warm voice that had spoken in her mind. As she looked up, the golden projections were dispersed, and she was finally able to behold the queen. 
 
    Ajana sat crossed-legged and at leisure upon her raised throne. Her skin was sunset pink, and her wavy, ruby-red locks fell messily over heavy, bare breasts. The queen's tits were out without a hint of shame, and Lachiel reclined in her lap. Elyst could feel the intensity of Ajana’s gaze upon her and looked up to meet her eyes. It was no wonder to her that so many demons had offered themselves up for such a queen to use how she saw fit. The demoness was great in beauty but also immense. She looked as though she must be over three feet taller than Elyst, though it was hard to say as she laid back comfortably on her throne. 
 
    Elyst did kneel. It was better than standing there and battling the urge to gaze openly upon the royal tits. She felt a rush of excitement in her. The rumors had not done this queen justice. 
 
    “Rise and come here, Elyst,” Ajana beckoned her, her ruby-red fingernail glinting in the light. “We are among the first to behold you, aren’t we? What a lovely example of a succubus you have become,” she said. 
 
    Elyst stepped up onto the dais and approached the throne. Not far from her feet, there were other demons, beautiful and exotic, and engaged in various social or amorous affairs amongst each other. Elyst wondered if she was ready to become part of such a family, bonded not by blood but by shared tenants of indulgence. Ajana loomed over her as she came close. The queen’s bodily might was evident in such close proximity. Seated, her thighs were level with Elyst’s breasts. She wore black silk panties and jewelry but was otherwise nude, and the warm color of her chest and long bare legs filled Elyst’s vision. She was suddenly able to speak with some conviction. 
 
    “It was some journey to arrive here. I thought the change upon me was a curse and rushed to undo it. Coming here, I suddenly see the folly. I still do not know your way, but every sign seems right. Perhaps it is just my demonic nature, but I am called to you. You look to me like perfection, like you rule yourself well, and I hope to have a place in this new, wonderful world.” Elyst smiled at the queen heartily with that said. She truly felt no shyness in offering herself up altogether to Ajana. The queen was worthy of it. Elyst couldn’t say why she felt so. 
 
    Ajana chuckled warmly and sat upright in her seat. “It is a treat to hear such words. You are still becoming familiar with the splendor of immortality. There are many pleasures I would offer you, and so too would I cultivate your own power. 
 
    Elyst smiled at her warmly and thought for a moment, and then spoke boldly, trusting that the queen would understand the nature of her words. “Those are wonderful gifts. I would claim them, and I would dare ask one thing more.” 
 
    Ajana showed her surprise at the determination Elyst displayed, desiring something so much that she could not bear to leave it unspoken. “What is in my power, I am likely to give you. Ask,” she invited. 
 
    “Let me be your own. Always in your presence, like your imp and these lovely demonesses reclined all around you. Bring me into your circle and make me yours, so that I may come to know what it is to be a succubus among the very best.” 
 
    Elyst could hear heated giggles from near where she stood. Her brazen request captured attention. Ajana studied her quietly and allowed for an apprehensive moment, but Elyst could see how impressed she was. 
 
    “You are courageous and confident. These are qualities I cherish in those nearest to me. How sincere the doting words from your twisted tongue. I would not disdain hearing more of them.” 
 
    Elyst spoke readily, the words of praise coming easily to her. “I feel I am renewed by you. I had no direction and did not know myself. Now you give me an image I can aspire to. To be near to your side for the long journey ahead would make me very happy,” she said and smiled with warmth. “So happy that I’d fawn over you daily, contend for your attention, gift you all my love.” 
 
    “You long to worship,” Ajana observed, her voice soft and certain. She beheld Elyst with a sort of amusement but seemed intrigued by her. “Those too are worthy offerings. I accept you, Elyst,” she stated with a raise of her hand. “It is clear nothing less will satisfy than to let you worship as you will,” she said with a hearty chuckle. 
 
    Elyst gleefully stomped her feet, her tail swinging behind her. “It will be my pleasure. But I am sure you knew that,” she said with a teasing giggle. “I am still learning what all I am capable of, but I am excited to have a chance to show off.” 
 
    Ajana pointed downward. “Kneel here, nice and close. I will give you an opportunity to display your new loyalty,” she said with a slight exhalation of mirth. At once Elyst went down where she was instructed, sitting just in front of the throne beside Ajana’s feet. She stared up at her queen with adoration, ready to do whatever she asked. “Lick and taste my feet, and I shall inquire about your experiences.” 
 
    Elyst felt a rush of excitement rather than any humiliation. She longed to show Ajana what her words could not express. Elyst calmly laid on her back and put her body just before Ajana’s throne, offering herself as a footrest. “They are not much. But at least I can say I have put my body to the test,” Elyst said. Ajana purred a note, seeming satisfied by Elyst’s response. Her bare feet were clean and soft, and she rested one sole on Elyst’s face, experimentally applying some force there to see if her new subject would indeed take a trampling. 
 
    “You will continue to push your limits, and grow stronger in doing so,” Ajana told her. She grabbed Lachiel around the waist and held her up against her chest, and parted her legs to rest either foot on Elyst’s body. “I expect, however, you shall not recoil in fear when I reveal the extent of my grandeur,” she stated. 
 
    Elyst’s lips parted and she brought a bright red toe into her mouth, sucking it like a cherry. Her eyes followed Ajana’s long legs all the way up to where they curled behind her throne. It did not strain her imagination to realize what Ajana might be referring to, although she did at once begin to fantasize about it. The demon queen was so perfectly sculpted that Elyst felt certain to delight in whatever she had not yet displayed. 
 
    She could see that the Scarlet Queen treated her loyalists well. Lachiel’s head was comfortably smothered between Ajana’s immense motherly breasts. Toying with her imp as she indulged in her new submissive seemed only natural to Ajana. Elyst could feel the eyes of other succubi in the throne room observing them too, but it seemed there was little need for caution. They were not jealous, but rather, enjoyed the show. It made her happy to know she might be with the queen so long as she held her interest. Elyst felt she already had a few tricks likely to make even an immortal blush. 
 
    Her long tongue played between Ajana’s toes and her lips pressed gently against her sole. Her mind transformed the salty tang of Ajana’s feet into the most pleasurable flavor, as she was far too infatuated to despise anything that came from her queen. 
 
    “What a pleasurable way to get to know you. I will not toy with you too long,” Ajana said. She stuffed her big toe into Elyst’s mouth and pressed down gently with her foot, leaning forward to peer down at her with curiosity. “In truth, I feel equally eager. You are a cute and vivacious thing, and it will give me pleasure to sate your obvious needs.” Ajana removed her toe from Elyst’s mouth. “On your knees,” she instructed with a curled finger pointing up. 
 
    Elyst sat upright, tasting around in her mouth and humming a happy little note. She seemed all too happy to put herself before Ajana and at her service. She rose to her knees and rested her head on Ajana’s leg, staring at her lovingly. As her gaze seemed to have requested, Ajana pet her head and scritched behind her horns. Lachiel was in her lab and sat upon a sizable bulge in her black silk panties. 
 
    The sight was enough to drive other thoughts from Elyst’s head. She can scarcely imagine what an immense and wonderful cock Ajana had packed beneath the fabric. Her panties seemed to struggle to contain it, and as she looked there, she saw Ajana’s bulge swell just a bit bigger. There was no doubt that the demon queen wielded a mighty cock to please her demonic lovers, and Elyst was totally fixated on getting an eyeful, and perhaps a mouthful, of it. With her head resting between Ajana’s knees, she reached up and approached Ajana’s waist with her fingers. 
 
    “How readily you set upon me. Are you truly ready to look upon me in my fullness?” Ajana asked with a chortle of amusement. Her panty straps pulled tight on her plump, pink thighs, and the hem of it was hoisted off her groin an inch, pushed away by the rising mast within. Lachiel gnawed her little lip with sharp teeth and perched on Ajana’s bulge happily, finding her own delight in the circumstance. 
 
    “Ready or not here it comes,” Lachiel remarked in a mischievous and teasing tone. Truly it seemed like Ajana would burst from her panties any moment. The Scarlet Queen huffed a note that seemed almost bashful and cast her glowing gaze down at her imp. 
 
    “Go on. I will permit you to indulge your senses,” Ajana said. She picked up Lachiel and unceremoniously put the imp underneath herself, scooting forward until her little winged form was altogether lost under Ajana’s fat ass, and her happy squeaks were muffled to near silence. 
 
    “You spoil us all, it’s clear,” Elyst remarked with a heated giggle. Her fingertips curled under Ajana’s waistband and she began to slowly pull her tightly stretched panties away. Ajana regally raised her legs and suspended them over Elyst’s shoulders, leaning back in her throne to permit the smaller demon to undress her more easily. The first treat for Elyst’s eyes were Ajana’s heavy globes, which flopped out to rest on the cushion of her throne with a little thud. Elyst squealed a noise of excitement and finished pulling Ajana’s panties all the way down her legs. She let Ajana’s legs down and rested her hands on them, leaning forward to admire the sight. 
 
    Ajana’s cock was still not fully erect but stood partially upright and with enormous girth. It had a broad, flat tip, and a sheath of darker red color. Even then shaft was extending and swelling larger as more of it seemed to emerge. The entirety of it would soon reach about two feet in length, an impossible fit for mortals. Elyst could only think about how good it would feel being stretched out from within by such a pillar of pleasure. 
 
    “With your permission, Majesty, I want this in my mouth,” Elyst said with playful formality. 
 
    Ajana chucked at her, holding her shaft around the base and gently bobbing it up toward Elyst. “Do as you desire. It is yours to claim,” she said, pursing her lips as she eyed Elyst and seemed to size her up. “You shall have all you’ve dreamt up and more.” 
 
    Elyst leaned in and gently put her own hand over Ajana’s. The queen’s flesh was intensely warm and she trembled slightly at the touch. Eons of experience had not deprived Ajana of sensitivity. Elyst put her hands onto her length and felt it gently before enclosing her grasp around the sheath. She wondered how the imp was holding up, smothered so snugly between Ajana’s cheeks, and grinned as the wide tip of Ajana’s cock drifted nearer to her lips. Her tongue snaked out from between her grinning lips and tickled the tip of Ajana’s cock. 
 
    “You would make a wicked tease. But I suspect your own urges will spurn you on before I must demand it,” Ajana remarked as Elyst licked her cock. Sure enough, Elyst soon opened wide, and coiling her tongue around Ajana’s cock, took it between her lips. It took some effort to get the broad tip into her mouth, but she knew her body could manage just about anything, and pushed on until it slipped inside with a pop. 
 
    Ajana let out a satisfied note, squirming in her seat. “I freely admit you impress me,” she said, taking a deep breath. The soft interior of Elyst’s cheeks squeezed her cockhead firmly, and she was amused with how the succubus didn’t retreat but pushed in bodily, clambering up onto Ajana’s lap just to swallow up more of her cock. She had a face that showed determination through the strain, and her eyes fluttered shut as she relaxed her throat to let the curve of Ajana’s broad cock turn down and deeper. “I see your confidence. So I will help you,” she remarked with an entertained scoff. 
 
    Ajana took hold of Elyst’s horns and grinned at her devilishly. With one pronounced moan she pulled Elyst to the hilt, sheathing her enormous red cock in the succubus's throat and hauling her up into her lap. Elysts mind was awash with the sense of the heat and strain, but every sense struck her as forceful pleasure, and her eyes went wide with vigor. 
 
    This was just how she wanted her queen to use her, and it gave her great satisfaction when she felt the entirety of Ajana’s demon extending through the entirety of her throat. She hoped she felt like a good sleeve, anticipating how powerful her queen's release may be. Ajana bucked her hips back and forth, swabbing the depths of Elyst’s stomach as her cock seemed to reach toward her stomach. She had the succubus secure in her lap and did not need even rise from her throne to take advantage of the mouth and throat offered, and hummed proud notes of pleasure as her cock throbbed at its fullest. 
 
    The queen worked herself back and forth rapidly, and Elyst’s thoughts rushed with anticipation, expecting her belly would soon be packed with hot, presumably spicy, demoness cum. Ajana’s cock tasted delicious and she craved the satisfaction of a warm and full belly. Ajana seemed to halt herself just as an orgasmic sense rose within her, however, and she carefully pulled Elyst back so that only a single burst of cum was spilled and directly into her mouth. 
 
    Ajana’s cockhead strained against Elyst’s lips and she knew the demon queen was using all her might to hold back a bit longer. Even then, the early squirt of release was enough to stuff Elyst’s mouth with cream, and she felt struck silly by the rich and hot flavor that washed thickly over her tongue. As Ajana focused on holding back from a fuller orgasm, Elyst gleefully stirred her cum-filled mouth with her tongue and drank down what was yet given. 
 
    “I have given you a taste… but now I shall look into your eyes as I claim your womb.” Ajana grabbed a handful of Elyst’s hair and gently yanked her free of her cock. Cum and spit trailed between it and Elyst’s lips and made a mess of her face but she could only think about getting more. She began to crawl up onto the throne to straddle Ajana, but the queen lifted a hand to halt her. “My guard shall assist us.” 
 
    Elyst looked behind herself at the powerful demoness with the big crazy name. Already she had come near and seemed to offer a hand to Elyst to help her down from the throne. Elyst accepted the hand and was pulled up swiftly and against Zorgalithraxia’s body. She felt the powerful grasp of her hands on her thighs, and was held upright with her legs pulled back tight enough for her to feel the stretch. “Like this, majesty?” the guard asked as Ajana stood up. She put Elyst in a nelson that included her legs, presenting her pussy for Ajana at a comfortable height. Lachiel managed to flap her wings and sit on the throne’s back to spectate. She had survived so Elyst figured she would too. In truth the prospect of getting roughly worked as she was held suspended only added to her excitement, as she longed to see the queen let loose with a passionate finale. Ajana strode close and passed her hand over Elyst’s fat pussy, feeling her and extending a finger within. Elyst was already dripping with excitement and let out a moan to encourage her queen. 
 
    “Fill me up, my queen,” Elyst requested needfully. Ajana’s long cock rose on its own accord until the tip pressed snugly against Elyst’s slit. The two demons loomed above her still and Elyst was level with their breasts. She sang out her excitement as Ajana moved her hips back and forth and worked her broad cockhead against Elyst’s pussy. Slowly it made its way in, and once the head was firmly stuffed between Elyst’s wet folds, Ajana pushed forward and sandwiched her snugly between herself and her guard, and pushed her cock all the way into Elyst’s depths. 
 
    The intensity of the pleasure struck Elyst silly. Her tongue lolled from her mouth as she gaped with bliss. Ajana began to work her hips back and forth relentlessly, her enormous red pillar visibly bulging high in Elyst’s stomach. Imbued with infernal magic, her body could take it, but the sheer force of the euphoria was enough to make her crazy. Ajana didn’t hold back, using her guard like a wall to pound Elyst against, she drove forward again and again even as her cock rammed the back of Elyst’s womb. 
 
    Ajana howled a sound of ecstasy and thrust into Elyst with finality, smothering her face between her heavy pink tits as a true river of cum began to flow. Her cock throbbed against the tight embrace of Elyst’s pussy and poured burst after burst of cum into her depths. Ajana wiggled her hips fiercely back and forth to add to her bliss as orgasm overtook her. Her release continued until Elyst’s womb was packed full and her belly was distended as though she was pregnant. Her own orgasm came and was obliteratingly powerful, spurned by the indescribable sensation of being stretched out so wonderfully from within. 
 
    The queen found satisfaction in that proper orgasm and slowly withdrew. Her massive horsecock continued to throb as it was slowly pulled out. Thick pulses of cum could be seen moving down her channel, and Elyst felt utterly packed within. When the head of the cock popped free, cum poured out of her sex in a creamy waterfall, and she let out a gasp as a sense of relief entered into the torrent of her mind. Above everything she was glad to have served well. 
 
    “Delightful… Elyst, it seems you are worthy, after all,” Ajana remarked warmly, pinching her cheek. “I will let you rest and recover now. But consider that merely the first lesson. I believe we can push you further still,” Ajana said with a warm chuckle. Her guard gently set Elyst down where she could recline near the throne. Soon, some of the other succubi came over to hear her story and guide her to where she could have a bath. The sense of excitement didn’t leave Elyst as she imagined what fantastic things she was fated for in service of her queen. 
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    Did you enjoy this novella? Leave an Amazon book review to share your thoughts!  
 
    Follow the author to be notified of new releases! 
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