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Chapter 1



It was strange sitting here. This place. Kitty’s realm. I could smell her in here. These were her rooms. Kitty’s rooms. Her bed, her bath, her… sculpting room. All of it. Hers. If not for the company, I might have started going mad. Allmiron was the link to what was happening outside. She came and went, fluttering out the windows in her crow form—only to return with a sigh and a shake of her head.

Then there was Agatha and Lydia. Agatha: the daughter of Baron Springford—where this all started. He was a cruel man, with cruel intentions. How he got his position I’d no idea but then… as a farmer, there was little in this world I actually understood. Even before all this. It was strange watching her. I remembered when she first arrived at the farm. Her father wanted me dead and she was sent to retrieve me.

Agatha the guard was how I was first introduced to her. Agatha, the daughter of the baron, was how I got to know her. After Kitty got into her head though.

Agatha the half-demon was who I knew her as now. Not that I was complaining about the demon aspect. Kitty had warmed my heart and my bed. Fluffy ears and tail included. It was strange seeing those features on Agatha. She still looked like her, still acted like her, but she purred like Kitty.

Beside her sat Lydia. Formerly a maid and bed servant of the baron. Were it not for Agatha’s ears, you might mistake the women for sisters. They weren’t. It was intentional though. Baron Springford had… dark desires. Lydia had spent a rather short and painful existence with the baron—only to bear witness to Agatha cutting him down in cold blood.

I tried to assure her that we would help. To get her paid, sent home and otherwise looked after. In the end, we gained a maid for our home. Though a home that welcomed her far more openly than she had originally intended. Something I was thankful for, in the aftermath of what had happened since.

At the end of all this, it wasn’t even the baron that was the problem. It was the duke. Duke Carson, it turned out, was the orchestrator of a plot. It started simply. With a desire to betray the crown and take control for himself. He started small. Undermining certain business operations, while promoting his own. Forcing the king to rely on his services directly, without making it obvious he was doing so. The duke's men had cornered the alchemy market. He supplied the majority of the potions throughout the kingdom. Of which, the farm I was in charge of running, was the main source of ingredients for.

Burning down the baron’s estate with Efaris and I inside, was his idea. Killing Efaris would weaken the king. Killing me, would reduce the number of alchemical ingredients, after a brief increase in availability. Killing the baron would hide the true intentions. At least… that was the plan. After all, he didn’t do it alone. Treachery. Or… whatever his name was. One of his underlings at least. Duke Carson made a deal with a demon prince for aid. That, in turn, allowed demons like Kitty to slip into the human world.

Which was the source of the storm. Where Efaris had been sent. Where Kitty followed. And where I bargained for Trorzid to follow.

And the only one who made it back was Heify.

She’d bled from her eyes and ears. Horribly burned and with most of her hair charred, lumpy patches—not to mention her clothing.

With all of us helping, we got her into a bed and I’d remained at her side ever since. I never left for longer than I absolutely had to. Which was just for bathing and relieving myself in this strange realm. The rest of the time was taken up with eating, sleeping or just… waiting. I did it at the side of my dear dairy cow.

When she was awake, she spoke only sparingly. Explaining what she had found. How she arrived just before the explosion. How she crawled back to the portal on her own. She endured so much, for my sake and yet I had barely anything with which to even comfort her.

Day by day she grew stronger. I had tried to bathe her at first. Wiping at the blood and grime. Only to stop as her skin peeled and split, like an overripe tomato left out in the sun. She didn’t wince, groan or react to the pain at all. At least not the first day. By the second, she made an occasional grunt of discomfort—followed by low moans of pain on the third.

Finally, on the fifth day, she appeared well enough to wash. With Lydia and Agatha at my side we set about wiping her down as best we could. All the while, Efaris, Kitty and Trorzid remained unaccounted for.

If there was one thing that solidified in my thoughts though?

There was absolutely no way I could ever have imagined Heify being this badly injured. For the first time, since I met Kitty I was absolutely certain that all of this was real.

And that broke my heart.
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KITTY

“I’m just saying, you should live a little."

“I’m living just fine, thank you.”

I shrugged. “Humans are strange creatures.”

“Look,” Efaris huffed. “You want me to fuck you, I’ll fuck you. But I’m not going to fuck you while I’m chained up in a wagon. And I’m certainly not going to fuck you without Dapy being here to watch!”

“QUIET DOWN IN THERE!”

I rolled my eyes. The rest of the slaves stared at us like we’d grown extra body parts. They were an eclectic bunch. Low born. Destined for the markets. Laborers for most, with a couple of the bigger ones that might make a decent gladiator. A couple of pretty ones too. They might be nice for⁠—”

“How long are we going to do this anyway?” Efaris huffed.

“We just needed to get to the city,” I said and shrugged. “It was the wagon or walk.”

“Okay, I get that,” Efaris said and sighed. “I just don’t know why we’re doing it like this.” She looked, gesturing with her chin, since her arms were chained behind her back.

“I SAID SHUT UP!”

Something slammed into the front wall of the wagon. It was a mix of aged wood and iron. The kind of thing no regular demon would be able to break out of without some help. Cuffing their arms behind their backs only made that harder.

“Would you two please be quiet,” one of the other slaves hissed.

Literally hissed. She had reptilian features, including a long slender tongue that slipped between her lips. A mongrel. They weren’t all that common. Though she was the most common type. Which I knew since this particular demon had the soft pink eyes from the circle of lust.

Pale green scales dotted her shiny metallic skin. Which told me one of her parents was from greed.

“Tell me,” I asked. “Did you retain a gag reflex with your mixed heritage, or is your throat as fuckable as the rest of you?”

The reptilian demon looked like I slapped her. But she didn’t get a chance to respond as the wagon lurched to a halt. There was the sound of cursing and the thud of boots hitting gravel—followed by the heavy crunching as the driver stormed around to the back. The other slaves looked nervous, or even angry. Efaris just stared at me with the same expression she had since I got us this ride. Mostly just annoyed.

When the door burst open the man was… lackluster. Then again, beside my human, all men were. That sniveling, insignificant little man owned me from the tips of my fluffy ears, to the depths of my cunt. So when this twisted form of Treachery raised his finger, I tore it off.

He stood there. Unsure of what exactly happened as I twiddled the digit between my fingers.

“You had your hands free this whole time?!” Efaris snapped. “What about me?!”

“You never asked,” I pointed out, before the driver let out a horrified gasp as his reality set in.

“You! YOU!”

“If you just kept driving, this would have been so much simpler,” I grunted as I stood up, shaking off the chains left loosely draped around my arms.

He stared at me in horror as I kept a hold of one end, before wrapping it around my fist. When he turned to flee, I lunged and tackled him to the ground. I leaped off him in disgust. Not because he smelled bad, but because having my body so close to his was a violation. The only man with the right to be so close to me was Dapy. So that was ‘pick a number, reason to kill him.’

My first punch shattered his teeth. My second broke his jaw. When his arms flailed, they almost touched my chest, so I had to break them. But he still struggled and flailed, so I continued breaking things until he was nothing but a twitching mass on the ground.

“Was that necessary?” Efaris asked.

“Hmm?” I blinked and turned to look at everyone. Who now stared at me like I was their personal savior. “Oh, sorry. If anyone wants a piece of him, you might want to get in now!”

Efaris rolled her eyes, while the rest of the demons stared at me.

“Oh,” I remembered they were all chained. “Right, let me just…”

The driver let out a pained wheeze as I stepped on him and made my way into the wagon. Those within stared at me in awe as I broke their chains and set them free. I’d been planning on doing it before I left, if for no other reason than to spread some chaos.

“Now, you and you,” I pointed to the two demons that I’d thought might be of interest to Dapy. The reptilian half breed, and another. She was a little further distant than the reptile, with only the faintest gleam in her eyes signifying her ancestry. More to the point, she was delightfully plump. Clearly one of Gluttony’s ilk. Like a piggy, plump and ripe for Dapy to rut to his heart’s content…

“Ah, did we do something wrong?” The reptilian woman asked.

“Not yet,” I said and grinned.

“Don’t make it sound like a threat,” Efaris huffed. “And do you really need to do this now?”

“Better to get it over and done with,” I said as I brushed off the wizard’s tone. “Now, ladies. How do you feel about humans?”

“I’ve never met one,” the curvy… piggy demon admitted.

“I heard the Prince of Lust has one as a pet,” the reptilian demon whispered.

Efaris snorted and I shot her a dirty look.

“What?” she said and giggled. “If anything, you’re the pet, not him.”

“That is beside the point,” I growled, before noticing both the demons before me now standing very still. “Oh relax. If I wanted to harm you I would have. All I want to know is whether you’d be interested in warming my human’s bed⁠—”

“Yes,” the piggy demon answered quickly.

I narrowed my eyes. “Without harming him.”

“Also yes,” she agreed.

I turned my attention to the reptilian demon, who shifted nervously. “Well?”

“You’re the prince?” she said with a tremble in her voice. “I… offer you my fealty. Unconditionally, in return for a favor.”

I gave her a strange look. “Explain.”

“I’m a bastard,” she explained. “The Prince of Greed is my father. My mother died in the attack on your plane and I was sold to cover her debts.”

“You’re his daughter?” I asked, realizing I might have just won the motherload.

“Illegitimate, but yes.”

“And the favor?”

She licked her lips, with that long serpentine tongue of hers. “Kill my father.”

“First Agatha, now this one.” Efaris shook her head.

“Agatha?” the reptilian demoness asked.

“A human woman who murdered her father shortly after giving herself to my human,” I answered quickly. “It’s just odd that it’s happening twice.”

“You accept?” the reptilian demon asked with a hopeful smile.

“What is your name?” I asked.

“Millmith,” she answered. “My mother called me Millmith.”

“And I’m Zaraxil,” the piggy demon spoke up quickly. “If you were wondering.”

“Mhm.” I nodded and the tapped my lip thoughtfully. “Dapy’s probably going to call you both something cute. Hissy and Piggy or something.”

Efaris let out a long sigh. “She’s not wrong. So if you want to say no. Now’s your chance.”

Zaraxil looked at me and tilted her head. “Do humans taste as wonderful as the rumors say they do?”

I grinned. “Better.”
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DAPY

The first sign was when she rolled. Once the pain set in, she slept a lot. Barely waking for more than a few moments. Those few moments, I would try and get water into her mouth. I was only partially successful. So when she rolled entirely onto her side, I almost leaped out of my chair.

“Heify?” I called gently as I touched her bare shoulder.

“You still call me that?” she asked in a trembling tone.

“Why wouldn’t I?” I asked as I looked her over.

“... Because I failed…”

I stopped, and I swallowed hard. Her shoulders trembled and I did the only thing I could think of. I crawled into the bed behind her. She slowly turned and I could see tears in her eyes. My dear, soft Heify.

“Hey now,” I crooned. “This isn’t your fault.”

“If I’d been there sooner⁠—”

“Shh,” I hushed her, before leaning in to kiss her soft lips. “None of that. You’re still my Heify. We can worry about the rest later.”

“I swear to you Dapy,” Heify hissed as she reached out and clutched at my shirt. “I didn’t want it to be like this.”

“What like this?” I asked.

“Demons,” she whispered. “We fight, we fuck, we fight some more. I wanted to be the prince. I wanted to kill Sagroth.”

“Kill Kitty, you mean?”

She nodded. “I didn’t though.”

“I know.”

“Please believe me⁠—”

“I know you didn’t Heify.”

“She’s dead because⁠—”

“She’s not dead.”

Heify frowned and looked me in the eye. “What?”

I smiled. “Call it intuition,” I said with a shrug. “Kitty’s not dead. And if she’s not dead, then Efaris isn’t dead. And if Efaris isn’t dead, I bet Trorzid is out there too.”

She gave me a soft smile, before burying her face into my shirt. I put my arms around her and held her close as she drifted off to sleep once more. I didn’t know where my confidence came from. I just couldn’t accept that they were gone. What would I even do? I was honest when I said I didn’t blame Heify. But without Efaris and Kitty? What then?
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KITTY

“NOW!”

Efaris dropped the chain and ducked back. While I rushed forward, Millmith and Zaraxil charged forward alongside me. We weren’t alone either.

Treachery was a funny place. A few honeyed words, a bribe or two and with one posing as our owner, we were brought right inside. The slave hall was massive. One of the largest in the planes. I had done away with slavery, well this kind at least. I preferred indentured servitude for a few millennia, it was a good way to knock out some debt. This collared till death nonsense was a step too far though.

That they had access to portals here was a secondary benefit as far as I was concerned. Efaris might have been able to create a portal to get us back home, but from the Plane of Treachery, I didn’t want to risk it. Too much could go wrong, especially when portalling from and too unknown locations. Efaris might understand where in the kingdom home was, but not where that kingdom was in relation to hell.

Normally that wouldn’t be too much of a problem, but Treachery had a way of fiddling with things in the wrong way. Which meant finding a portal station. All planes had them. Long ago, getting from one plane to the next was tricky business. Greed figured it out first. A way to open a stable portal to smuggle goods and wealth. From an outside perspective, it was almost altruistic when they shared the invention to the other planes. Only to monopolize them for a millennia, setting themselves up as the major traders throughout the hells.

It was rather fitting, and benefited us all in the end. Things settled into a regular pattern and every plane had access to one another. Those portals were small, highly regulated and able to be turned off, lest they be used for war, like when Greed broke into Lust.

I could have simply gone there. Killed a few demons, made my demands and forced them to send me back home. Instead, I came here, to the slave hall. If Treachery wanted to dick around in on my plane, I was going to do the same. And the best part was, because I had already declared war, none of this would empower, that stuck up greasy bastard.

No. This was justified, and nobody had ever thought it possible.

I just walked in, holding the chain like the rest of our little group. Not all from the wagon chose to join us. Some left then and there. Others came back and left at the city. One left before stepping through the doors, almost giving up the game. In the end, there were a dozen of us, and the moment we were in, we spread the word. The masters as they called themselves put us all in a big storage room out the back. Then, in groups or singularly for the special ones, we would be brought out onto the stage and sold at auction.

What was more treacherous than selling your own family into slavery for all of their lives? And what was more profitable than running it? It was the perfect storm to seed power and gain influence for two planes. Two planes that had wronged me. I might just be feeding into wrath a little, but I wasn’t dealing with him quite yet. Thozzomaz would come later.

With access to literally thousands of slaves, we got to work. Anyone willing to fight, we broke free. We couldn’t afford to carry those without the will to better themselves. I did make exceptions for some though. The pregnant, injured, infirm and to my immense displeasure, the sheer number of children here.

When the doors opened and the masters walked in, we surged out like a wave. They were taken unaware. What was the whip, when surrounded? What was the cane when attacked from all sides? We rushed out like a wave and beat them to death with our bare hands.

And I led the way. The demons in charge were my quarry. They would be replaced. It would take time though. Time, effort and money. All things neither Greed, nor Treachery were fond of dealing with. I tore into throats, ripped limbs and stormed through the crowd to do the same. The bare few hundred in attendance, here to buy and sell living flesh—they did not deserve my mercy, and therefore I gave them none.

Demons fled for their lives as quickly as they died. Bodies lay on each side, though the rage of loose slaves carried them further. We tore across the hall, reaching the far end in mere minutes, where I led the way for Efaris to reach the portal room. The attendants had already fled. There was no stopping this. Not without an army, and an army was indeed coming. So we had to make this quick.

“Alright, to the portal.” I shoved Efaris forward.

“Hey!” she complained. “And… I thought they were doing the portal?”

“No, they ran away like little bitches. You’re doing the portal.”

“IF IT WAS UP TO ME TO DO THE PORTAL I COULD HAVE DONE THAT ALREADY!”

I growled and turned to the wizard. “THIS PORTAL! You do THIS portal! Your portals can go all wonky. This one is stable! All you need to do is power it!”

“Oh…” Efaris frowned. “Then I need something to drink.”
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DAPY

“How’s she doing?” Agatha asked as she slipped into the water beside me.

The bathing room was, like everything, over the top. The floors, ceiling and walls were all carved stone. Not a single patch of anything that didn’t look like a nude woman in a state of pleasure. The sheer number of flowers with all manner of things going in or out of them boggled my mind a bit. The bath though… The water was perfect. I’d enjoyed bathing with Efaris, but this was something else. I could swim in this—if I knew how to swim, that is.

“Better,” I said as I settled deeper into the water. “She’s still really upset about the whole thing though.”

Agatha nodded. “Then what are we going to do?”

“I guess,” I tilted my head back, “we will find our way back home?”

Agatha frowned. “Is that really wise?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean—” she raised her hand and swept it around. “—look at this place. It’s a castle and from what mistress tells me, the biggest and baddest gets to keep it.”

“Heify, you mean?”

Agatha nodded. “Yeah. You’ve been cuddled up to her for days now. Surely she won’t kick you out?”

I shrugged. I didn’t think she would either, but this place wasn’t home. “That doesn’t mean it's right for me to stay here.”

“Because you’re human?”

I nodded. “And you’re not.”

“I’m still mostly human,” she disagreed. “And the process wasn’t all that bad.”

“Not sure becoming part demon is what I want though,” I pointed out.

“Does it bother you?”

“The ears and tail?” I asked.

Agatha nodded. “I know that you’d pet me, and tell me how cute they are. But… you never said anything about me being a demon.”

“Because you’re still Agatha,” I said with a small shrug. “More demon, less demon. You’re still Agatha.”

“So you don’t wish I still looked more human, like Lydia?”

I frowned at her. “No. Why would I?”

“No reason,” Agatha said quickly and shrugged. “Just… thinking things over.”

“If you have regrets⁠—”

“No regrets,” she cut me off, before leaning over to nudge my head with her own. “I just… wanted everyone to be in agreement on things. Before… before things change again.”

“What makes you think they’re going to change again?” I asked.

“Change is inevitable,” Heify said, clomping into the bathroom. “I’ve lived for thousands of years alongside the prince. Even she isn’t the same as she was.”

“Really?”

“I doubt the Sagroth from a century ago would have let a human touch her ears. Let alone beg for it,” Heify pointed out. “She’s obsessed with you.”

“I think we all are a little,” Agatha said on a sigh.

“I’m just me,” I pointed out. “I’m not even anything special. Literally the opposite in fact.”

“It’s a little unsettling that we can’t read your aura,” Heify pointed out. “Having to take your word for it is rather enlightening. Especially when you do the damndest things.”

“I was never very good with reading auras,” Agatha admitted. “Since becoming what I am, it’s been a little easier. But Heify is right. You’re like… a void. There’s nothing there to read. I’d be terrified of you if you weren’t… you.”

“It helps that you’re one of the most harmless beings I’ve ever come across in my life,” Heify snickered.

“Hey!” I said and frowned. “Maybe I won’t milk you later.”

“That’s like saying, I won’t suck your dick later. We both want it, and would be disappointed not to get it. But it’s hardly a threat.”

“Also, I think even if she is dead, she’d still want me to worship your cock,” Agatha added.

I frowned and she shrugged.

“You don’t have to do that.”

“I kinda want to though…” Her frown deepened. “No. Not kinda. I want it. Dammit, I’m a horny kitty just like my mistress is.”

“We all are,” Heify said and sighed blissfully as she stepped into the water.
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KITTY

“It… it’s gone.”

I strode through the patchy grass and the shredded trees. Many of the closer ones to the cathedral had been destroyed.

“W-whaz gone?”

I sighed and held her to my side. It took a few drinks, and more than a few battles to get out of there. Efaris had the ability and the power, but once there was some alcohol involved, things… got interesting.

It took a few attempts, but in the end, she, myself, Millmith, Zaraxil and about a dozen others had slipped into the realm of earth. I made sure only those who wanted to follow me made it this far. Leaving the rest in the neutral Plane of Anger. She’d be pissed that I dumped a bunch of slaves in her circle, but… well she was always pissed, so that wasn’t anything special.

“Ah… Prince Sagroth. Where’s the farm?” Millmith asked.

“That was it,” I said as I looked at the ruins.

I felt something solid underfoot and looked down, spotting the fence. The blast, when it hit, had done terrible damage. I could feel the twisted energies everywhere.

“Wait, Trorzid said she made a deal with Dapy,” I said with a grin. “That means he’s not here!”

“Then…” Efaris stopped as we both realized what that meant.

I rushed off ahead, as my followers came in behind me. Under the ruins of the house we’d only just finished rebuilding, I found it. The deep hole, hidden beneath the farmhouse. The portal to my plane.


Chapter 2



DAPY

It was getting late. Lydia and Agatha had slipped away to talk. Heify was resting once more. Allmiron was out of the castle as per usual and I… I was taking a bath. This place was far too big for just one person. There was room here for hundreds of people or, well, demons. Kitty was a demon, Heify was a demon, they were all demons. That thought should be terrifying and yet…

“Kitty.” I sighed as I slumped back against the rim of the bath.

I was on a step. In the corner, right by the entrance. Nobody came in here. Nobody that wasn’t normally allowed in Kitty’s rooms, that is. So I didn’t react when I heard a distant door to the chambers open. It wouldn’t be Allmiron. She would fly in a window and land in my lap or something. If it was Heify, that would have been her leaving, but I could hear footsteps. Many of them in fact. More than just Agatha and Lydia.

What was more, I swear I heard a familiar voice. Picking my head up, I opened my eyes and turned around. There was a group of people coming into the suite. Their voices echoed and another door opened. I wondered who it was, and what they wanted. With a grunt, I stood on the step that I had just been sitting on and turned to climb out of the bath. The nearby door, just ahead of me, swung open.

“Oh,” a ridiculously curvy woman stood there staring at me. My initial reaction was that of a pig, only… A pig had never been so cute before. With a tiny upturned nose, pink skin and little hooves, going to a thick pair of thighs and the largest breasts I had ever seen. Heify included. “Prince Sagroth, I found him!”

“DAPY!” A happy yowl echoed.

I froze as a gray kitty shot between the curvy woman’s ankles. Her bright glowing eyes were just as I remembered them. She raced across the stone floor and leaped at my chest. She went from a literal fluffy cat, to a full grown woman, with gray ears and tail. I caught her, but had no chance to hold her as we pitched back into the bathwater. Kitty’s arms wrapped around me, and even underwater I couldn’t help but laugh.

Kitty didn’t hold me down though. She kicked off the bottom, pulling me up and out of the water where she rubbed her face into me, purring frantically the whole time.

“Kitty!” I hugged her back. “I was so worried.”

“Oi!” another familiar voice snapped.

I looked over Kitty’s shoulder and saw Efaris. She swayed on her feet as she pulled her outfit off. She stepped forward and… likely didn’t realize there was a step there. Not only did she drop her dress straight into the bath, but fell face first into it with a heavy splash.

“Oh shit,” I said, squirming out of Kitty’s arms to rescue my drunken wife.

Efaris was flailing when I reached her. I caught one arm and her nails dug into my skin as I pulled her up and out of the water. Her hair cascaded down her face and she coughed up a mouthful of water. Her swaying was bad though, so I could only hold her as she collected herself.

“The fuck?” Efaris moaned, before coughing once more. “Can’t see. Why is it dark?”

“I have it,” Kitty said as she slipped around behind the drunken wizard. She was gentle when she parted Efaris’s hair, letting my wife blink slowly and see me properly.

“Dapy,” she said before hiccupping. Right before she scowled. “You hugged her first!”

I kissed her. It was dumb. She was drunk, mad and I didn’t know what was happening right now. It didn’t matter though. She was back. Kitty was back. They even brought friends, so Trorzid was out there somewhere. I kissed Efaris and after a moment, she drunkenly kissed back. Her body was warm against my own, and her tongue was… Well she was pretty drunk.

Soon, the room was filled with women. All demons. All rather attractive. Two of them in particular seemed to be watching me with keen interest. The piggy one who had opened the door, and a rather skinny woman, who looked to be part snake.

“Look at me,” Efaris slurred. “Dapy?”

“I’m looking,” I said, turning my full attention to her. “I was so worried about you.”

“Y-you were?”

I nodded and kissed her again. “When you didn’t come back. I’ve been stuck here, worried sick.”

“Bet you’ve been getting your dick sucked the whole time though, huh?” Efaris pouted.

I sighed and shook my head. “Agatha tried, but… I wasn’t in the mood.”

“Bullshit,” Efaris glared. “Nobody sucked your dick since you got here?”

“Efaris—”

“Kitty!” Efaris shrieked. “Why weren’t your demons sucking his dick?!”

“No need to shout, I’m standing right behind you,” the demon prince in question tutted. “I think you drank that bottle too quickly.”

“I think you should suck my dick,” Efaris growled, before frowning. “Or his dick… But we’re married, so it’s my dick.”

“How much did she drink?” I asked Kitty.

The demon prince frowned, while Efaris started muttering. “Started with ale. Then there was that shot. And the bottle on the back shelf.”

“Kitty, help me get her clean and put to bed please?” I asked.

“Okay, but you better be ready to do things with my ass,” Efaris slumped against me. “I’m a slut for anal when I’m drunk. Did I ever tell you that?”

“Multiple times,” Kitty said with a giggle. “C’mon. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

Together, Kitty and I got Efaris to the edge of the bath. Whatever she drank was still making its way through her system. At one point, Kitty was doing the scrubbing, while I held Efaris above the waterline. Her eyes were glazed and she kept smiling at me. I loved this woman. Even if her magical abilities were a little unorthodox.

When Kitty called her done—the two of us, with the piggy demon’s help, got her out of the bath and wrapped in a towel. By now, she was incapable of walking, so we carried her back to the bedroom, where Heify stared in shock.

“P-prince⁠—”

“Shhh,” Kitty hissed.

Heify looked at the bundle we were carrying, and I caught a glimpse of Efaris, completely passed out in my arms. We bundled her up in the bed beside Heify, who shifted over to make more room. Not that it was entirely necessary. The bed was large enough for multiple demons to sleep quite comfortably.

“We should talk,” Kitty said.

“You talk,” I disagreed. “I’m staying here with her.”

Kitty watched me for a moment, before looking at Heify. Heify took the hint and crawled out of bed. Kitty placed a kiss on my cheek and left me sitting here with my wife.

“Sss-quiet,” Efaris murmured.

“I’m here,” I whispered as I brushed my fingers down her arm.

“Mmmm,” Efaris moaned, before rolling entirely onto her front. “Now my ass.”
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KITTY

“Prince Sagroth⁠—”

“Shut up,” I snarled. “I’ve been gone for days. Why aren’t you sucking his dick?”

Heify blinked in shock, before sighing. “He’s been unwilling.”

“What?” I jerked like someone had slapped me. “Unwilling? After⁠—”

“He’s been worried sick about you,” Heify told me. “Like a lost hellhound. Moping around the suite here before Allmiron would fly in and get his hopes up.”

“You didn’t try to distract him?”

Heify sighed. “He’s also been the one caring for me. I’ve been recovering.”

I stared at her. “Recovering from what? My general was bested?”

“Not exactly,” Heify muttered. “Dapy begged me to go after Trorzid to help you. She’s a little faster than I am, so she got there first. Before I made it into the cathedral, it exploded. I was badly wounded and had to crawl back. Dapy’s been caring for me since I got here.”

“The portal,” I hissed.

“That was a portal detonation?” Heify gaped.

“Perhaps two,” I admitted. “Treachery found a way in thanks to that idiot duke. Had a portal open. Only way to close it was to destroy it. So I had Efaris open a portal inside the confines of the one to the Plane of Treachery.”

“Which destabilized them both.” Heify nodded. “Did you take Trorzid with you?”

“No,” I said and frowned. “And it’s worrying that she isn’t here either. I didn’t notice any signs of her when I came past the farm.”

“I know she impressed you in the battle,” Heify said. “Was she impressive enough to have survived the blast?”

I frowned when I thought of that. The brash, young, headstrong woman. Might makes right and she was all the right kinds of might. Give her a few centuries, she might have even given Heify a challenge.

“No,” I admitted and frowned. “No, even if she were dead, there would have been a body.”

“Then she’s been taken,” Heify suggested.

“Treachery,” I growled. “We can’t tell Dapy.”

“What?” Heify blurted. “What do you mean, don’t tell Dapy. He’s naive and a fool, but he’s not stupid!”

“Shhh.” I reached up and grabbed her mouth. “I know he’s not. But if he finds out that someone’s taken her captive, what do you think he’ll do?”

“Beg you, me or…” Heify realized. “Shit.”

“I’d do it too,” Kitty muttered. “Which is why we need to stall him. Keep him distracted while we figure out exactly where Trorzid is and pay whatever ransom Treachery wants for her.”

“He’ll just betray you,” Heify pointed out.

“Of course he will,” I muttered.
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DAPY

The door opened and I looked up. Efaris didn’t budge. She’d been asleep since just after they closed the door behind them. Standing there now was Kitty, who waved for me to follow. I looked down at Efaris once more. She was going to feel awful in the morning, but I couldn't help that now. I was just so happy she was back and safe where she belonged. Or… well not quite, I don’t think a plane of hell is where she belonged, but safe with me was more the point.

I checked her over one last time, before slowly getting off the bed. She didn’t stir, so I kissed her on the shoulder and made my way to Kitty, who stepped back. She closed the door behind me and I looked around, seeing that we were alone.

“Follow me,” Kitty instructed and led the way with a twitch of her tail.

Only now did I realize she wasn’t wearing anything. At all. In fact, her fur still looked damp from the bath. Part of me was apprehensive about where this was all going. But after spending a day seated in her thrown, with my dick in… her ass. Well what more could she really do to shock me?

Kitty led the way back to the throne room. I hadn’t been here since we arrived. I had stayed in Kitty’s rooms. Her suite, where it was safe. Where I would feel closest to her, while I waited for her to come back to me. Here and now though, things seemed to be moving quickly.

The throne room was filled with more demons than I had ever seen here before. What was more, I recognized… most of them. The chickens were obvious. Each of the ladies grinned at me. A couple gave me small waves, or pressed their bare breasts together with their arms. Dozens of them. I had spent an evening with them all at least once or twice. Likely more than that. On the nights Kitty left me to attend the chickens, things got a bit… out of control. Outside of the farm they didn’t have feathers though.

Then there were the ones I didn’t recognize. The new demons that had come with Kitty and Efaris. Starting with the first two. The snake demon and the piggy demon. They stood side by side, with a range of others beyond. Some of them were… strange. All of them women. Maybe a half dozen in total, ranging from a small green demon about four feet tall with three breasts, to a towering giant of a woman who looked to be made of actual rock. She sat on the floor and still easily reached the height of Heify who was next in line.

My Heify held herself proudly. Her burns mostly recovered and her hair growing back in. She kinda looked like a bandit, and it worked for her. I had to wonder if her breasts would still need milking. I should⁠—

“Dapy.” Kitty nudged me. “Eyes up front.”

I turned and saw Allmiron beside Kitty’s throne. She was seated on the floor. It made it hard without legs to remain upright without support and putting her against the far wall would have excluded her. Despite her predicament, she looked happy and eager to be here. She wasn’t the one who held most of my attention though.

It was Agatha, standing beside Lydia.

Agatha had an excited grin on her face as she stood there, nude beside Lydia, who was also nude. Lydia looked far more nervous ,with a healthy blush running all the way down to her bare breasts. Were it not for the lack of ears and tails, they might have been sisters.

That they both stood before the throne as if waiting for something, put me on edge.

“Kitty, wanna tell me what’s going on, please?”

“Lydia has agreed to be made part demon like Agatha. For that, we need to keep you nice and distracted.”

“Distracted?” I asked, looking around the room.

“Exactly,” Kitty said and smiled. “It won’t take long, but I needed you out of the suite for a time. That, and I wanted Lydia to make sure this is what she really wanted.”

“Why would you want to become a demon?” I asked the maid.

Lydia frowned and let out a sigh. “Because everything I’ve ever known about who and what demons are, has been tipped upside down.”

Kitty led me over to the throne and sat me down, where Agatha and Lydia moved up to stand before me. I also noticed that Lydia and Agatha were holding hands. They’d gotten rather close, despite the situation they started in.

“Mistress says that if I do this, my… my body will be renewed.”

Even I didn’t have to think about that one to know what she meant. Her job before now was as a replacement daughter without… the consequences. Nobody had wanted to talk about it. Lydia and Agatha practically hated one another because of it. They were practically twins if you didn’t know better. The baron was a monster.

“And… Then I’ll be more like Agatha,” Lydia continued.

I stared at her and frowned. “You want that?”

“No,” she shook her head. “No, I hated the idea. The baron…” She shuddered. “It was disgusting, but I didn’t know what I’d agreed to before it was too late. Then… well you don’t just say no to a noble. And definitely not one like the baron.”

“Then why?” I asked.

“Because after all that, Agatha is the closest thing I have to a friend and…” she looked down at her feet.

“Go on child,” Kitty murmured.

“She’s as broken as I am, master,” Lydia trembled. “And she says that you and mistress fill part of her that makes her feel whole. I want that. I want to feel whole.”

“Kitty, is this a sex thing?”

“Yes,” Kitty said and smirked. “But it’s more than that.”

“You make me feel safe,” Agatha whispered.

“Us, feel safe,” Lydia corrected. “Here I am, a human, standing in one of the actual hells, and I’ve never been happier. All because of you.”

“Ah…” I turned and looked at Kitty who shook her head.

“No. Before I met you, I’d have toyed with and murdered them,” she admitted with a small shrug. “Good for the portal.”

“She’s not making me do this,” Lydia said with a nod. “I know… after how everything started, that this is all very strange. But I see what Agatha has… and I want it.”

I looked from Lydia, to Agatha and back again. “Okay.”

Kitty breathed a sigh of relief before patting me on the leg. “Thank you Dapy.”

“Why?”

She shrugged. “For the lust of the realm. Lydia,” she called gently. “Let’s go.”

“It’s not happening here?” I asked.

“No,” Kitty said with a shake of her head. “Just wait here. It won’t take long.”

I frowned as she scurried off, hurrying Agatha and Lydia along before her. I thought about it for just a moment. Then I decided I wanted to follow after all. I had a bad feeling about all this and I wanted to see what was happening. Only, the moment I shifted, a pair of firm hands pressed down on my shoulders.

“Dapy, Dapy, Dapy,” Heify said and sighed coquettishly as she looked down on me from above. “Your kitty asked you to remain here.”

“She’s up to something,” I said and frowned.

“Of course she is,” Heify smirked. “But that’s part of her charm, isn’t it?”

“I suppose.”

“But do you want to know what my charm is?”

I thought for a moment, before saying the first thing that came to mind. “Milk production?”

“Oh Dapy,” Heify said as she pulled a small bag out from behind her back. “Take one.”

“Ahhh…” I frowned. “Okay?”

I reached into the bag, and felt a bunch of cold, smooth balls that clinked like they were made of glass. I selected one and pulled it out of the bag, before looking at it.

“It’s a crow.”

“Oh goody,” Allmiron shouted with glee and jerked as she turned herself around.

“What’s going… oh,” I froze as Allmiron began pulling at the ties on the front of my pants.

Heify leaned down and kissed my ear. “There’s a gem for each of us in that bag,” she whispered, before grabbing me around the waist. She lifted and Allmiron yanked my pants entirely off, letting me slump back in Kitty’s throne with my… with my penis standing before all the ladies in the room. “One of them is a princess,” Heify said and smirked as Allmiron pulled herself up so it appeared she was kneeling before me. Then leaned in and took me in her mouth. “Milk production,” Heify chuckled as Allmiron slid her lips up and down.
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KITTY

“Alright, let’s make this quick. He almost got out of the throne once already,” I snapped. “Agatha, you remember how everything was set up last time?”

“Some of the things,” she admitted.

“Good, start bringing it in. Take Lydia with you. I’ll start the important part,” I instructed.

The ritual chamber had been cleaned. That wasn't the problem. Old ritual marks left over could disrupt new ones. Better to clean up between takes in case you got something undesirable. In the next room over, Agatha was grabbing the rest of the ingredients. It was mostly symbolic. Meant to make the subject feel like they’re part of it. Rituals weren’t heavy on detail. More on intuition and intent. Which is why you had to clean up afterward. If your intent was to grow your tits three times larger, and then perform a separate one to make someone’s hair fall out. You could end up with unintended side effects.

It also got them out of the room while I fetched my dagger from a hidden compartment on the wall. It was still in the jar, right where I left it. I was pretty sure this was some kind of violation of the natural order, but… well fuck it. I was a prince, who was going to stop me? Checking over my shoulder to ensure I was alone, I pried open the jar, took out the knife and with practiced ease, I ran it over my palm. I only needed a few drops. Just enough to stir the essence once again. Then I licked the blade clean and held the cut on my palm closed.

“Is this it, mistress?” Agatha called out.

I turned and saw what they were carrying. I was actually impressed. I was fairly certain it was identical to what we had displayed for her own ritual. I nodded and began to direct. Agatha held back a little, letting Lydia do the work. The human was worried, but eager. I could see it in her aura. This terrified her, but she wanted it so badly. Like taking a leap over a steep drop, unable to see, but still trusting the words of those below saying the water below was deep.

What surprised me most was Agatha. The tormented, broken soul of a woman. I gave much back to her, turning her into a bastardized version of myself. I didn’t quite get this reaction out of her though. So much lust. Some of it for me. Some of it for Lydia. Most of it for Dapy. But it was the flavor of that lust that caught most of my attention. She didn’t just want Dapy. She wanted Lydia to want Dapy. The two of them were intertwining already and I couldn’t wait to see the end result.

So long as it didn’t all go horribly wrong and accidentally turn them both into hideous monsters, that is.

“Still worth it.”

“What was that, mistress? Did you say something?”

“Just that this process is slow, but necessary and very much worth it,” I lied.

“I don’t…” Agatha frowned, before nodding conspiratorially. “I understand. Lydia, let’s get this set up. I think I remember where everything goes.”

“Did you fetch the paint?” I asked.

“Right here, mistress,” Lydia held up a small pot.

I accepted it with a smile and got to work. The ladies worked well together. They had clearly spent a lot of time getting to know one another. Given enough time on their own, they might have developed into lovers even. At least they would have, were they both human and away from Agatha’s bastard of a father. That situation was never going to end well. His death was something I remembered fondly.

In no time at all, everything was set up. Agatha stood nervously with Lydia at her side. The two women were beautiful together. I couldn’t wait to watch them with my Dapy. That man… whatever he was, because human he certainly wasn’t. I had no idea why he made me feel the way he did. Just a human? Bah.

“Are you ready?” I asked. Lydia nodded. “Agatha, if you’ll get her into position?”

“Of course, mistress.” Agatha nodded and led Lydia to the center of the pentagram.

While they did that, I retrieved the jar once more, with the ceremonial dagger

“No, I’d… I’d like to keep them open,” Lydia said in a hushed tone.

“Oh, this is going to be interesting,” I snickered as I turned back to the two of them.

“Mistress?” Agatha asked, while keeping a straight face.

“You know,” I said, moving over to stand beside them. “Maybe you should stay right there. In fact, look into one another’s eyes.”

Lydia looked confused, but did as I requested and turned her head slightly to look at Agatha, who stared right back. While they did that, I reached into the jar and took hold of the ceremonial dagger.
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DAPY

I thought at first it would be intimidating. Not that being in a room full of women wouldn’t be intimidating. But this one in particular. She stared up at me with slitted reptilian eyes, tinged with pink. She had equal parts skin and scales. And when she shifted I caught glimmers of gold mixed in. Though she didn’t move much. She didn’t need to.

Sitting perfectly still, as I gripped the armrests of the throne. Her mouth wasn’t moving. But her tongue was. It must have been three feet long. Slender, wet and flexible like rope. When I drew her likeness from the bag, she knelt before me and gave me a nervous smile. When that tongue of hers wrapped around my cock and began to stroke, I almost finished right then and there. That she was still continuing to stroke me, while holding the entirety of my cock in her mouth was mind boggling.

The room had erupted into chaos already. The chicken demons had descended on one another. Heify was playing with herself. Allmiron had been humping the edge of the throne while watching from the side. The only one not openly masturbating was Miss Piggy. She kneeled across from me, behind Sissy—open mouth, and staring as she dripped steadily on the stone floor.

I was close. For the… I have no idea how many-eth time. Something caught Sissy’s eye though. She looked over, and then almost seemed to pout, before sliding back up my cock. She pulled away before pressing a light kiss to the tip.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“Huh?”

“She’ll get another turn,” Kitty’s voice echoed. “Her and the other one.”

“Miss Piggy?”

“Close enough,” Kitty chuckled.

It was then, not one, not two, but three catgirls stepped into view. Kitty stood there, nude and glorious as always. With… I frowned as I looked at them both. They looked nervous. With flickering ears and slowly lashing tails. Both of them were petite, the same height and had similar sized breasts. They weren’t quite identical, but…

“Agatha,” I said, looking at the on the left.

“What in the…” Kitty sagged. “Really?”

“Was I not supposed to?” I asked.

“I can barely tell them apart,” Heify muttered from behind me. “Sagroth, what did you do?”

“What they wanted, in the end,” Kitty smirked. “Girls. Worship.”

If I thought for a moment that Lydia might hesitate, that thought was banished as my cock hit the back of her throat. Agatha was kissing up the inside of my thigh, before lapping at my balls, while Kitty gently rubbed her fingers across both their ears, making them purr in unison.


Chapter 3



“What in the fuck…” Efaris frowned. “Am I still drunk?”

Lydia and Agatha exchanged a look with one another, before grinning.

“Lydia’s on the left,” I said as I walked over to join my wife. “How are you feeling?”

“Like my fucking head is splitting open, but… what the fuck happened while I was out last night? My ass isn’t sore, so I know you didn’t take advantage of me like I probably begged for.”

“Slut for anal,” Kitty chuckled from the other side of the room.

“Kitty, be nice,” I chided her. “From what you told me, Efaris is the reason you got home at all.”

“Coulda made it home by myself eventually,” Kitty huffed.

“Have I ever told you how terrifying it is, to see you chastise a demon?” Efaris muttered before shaking her head. “Okay, but explanation. What’s with the twins?”

“Thank you,” Agatha said and smiled.

“It was intentional,” Lydia agreed.

“Dapy?”

“Lydia said she wanted it. Agatha agreed, Kitty took them away and… then they came back looking like that,” I answered quickly.

“And do they look as good naked as they do right now?” Efaris asked.

I swallowed nervously, before nodding. “Yeah.”

“How am I supposed to compete with that?” Efaris said and sighed deeply.

“Compete?” I frowned and hugged her. “You don’t need to compete, you’re my wife.”

Efaris grumbled softly and leaned into my shoulder. “And that’s why you get your dick sucked so often.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that.
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“This is… it?” I asked.

Kitty looked around and nodded. “This is how we found it when we came back.”

I looked around. The farm had been pretty much in the middle of a forest. A large clearing without trees, then an open paddock, and a broken fence to set the boundary for the farm itself. There were some fields, the barn, and the house in the center. Right now, though, it looked like a giant had swept through the area, knocking over all the trees on one side of the forest, and ripping all the leaves off the ones still standing.

The crops that had been tall and strong, were flattened and shriveled. While the house and barn… Gone. I could see planks of wood, the beam that supported the roof, snapped clean in two.

The only identifying mark of where the house stood though, was the hole in the ground where the portal was, and the well that Kitty tried to drown me in.

“Ah… what about the reaper?” Heify asked.

“Oh shit.” Kitty stood up and looked around. “I didn’t think of that.”

“You mean that killer plant you tricked me into growing here?” I asked.

“Mhm,” Heify nodded. “That one, yes.”

I looked over. There was a fair amount of it still there. But significantly less. I knew that ripping the plant up killed it immediately. That didn’t stop the seeds from spreading, and it grew to a whole field in far less time than any plant here in the mortal world.

“Oh, that’s not good,” I muttered. “Kitty.”

“Don’t look at me,” the demon prince shot a glare my way. “I didn’t bring it here. I never would have suggested it.”

“Heify—”

“I’m just the general of Lust’s armies, if I bring an army here, what do you think is going to happen?”

“Ewww.” Kitty cringed. “Angels.”

“Angels,” Heify confirmed with a nod.

“Stuck up, fluffy twats,” Kitty hissed. “Think their shit doesn’t stink.”

“Their shit doesn’t stink though,” Allmiron said.

Kitty and Heify both glared at her and she shrank back and fell silent.

“Wait, angels?” Efaris asked.

“You’ve never heard of angels?” Kitty spun on Efaris. “You?”

“No,” Efaris said with a roll of her eyes. “I just… Hadn’t considered they actually existed.”

Kitty gestured at herself. “Literal demon prince.”

“In my defense, you don’t much look like how our texts describe you,” Efaris pointed out. “Bigger, uglier. Bigger tits.”

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that last part, and only because I know Dapy loves my tits either way,” she growled, before glancing my way.

“Your tits are great,” I assured her.

Kitty smirked. “Thank you Dapy.” She turned back to Efaris with a sigh. “Most of your texts probably involve dealings with Treachery. Humans are remarkably capable of that particular sin. It ties so well and so easily with others. Treachery would be a powerhouse if not for his own nature.”

“He betrays his colleagues and undermines his own strength, in order to gain strength,” Heify quickly informed those of us who hadn’t met the demon.

“That… thing,” Efaris said with a growl.

“That wasn’t Treachery himself, but an avatar,” Kitty muttered.

“There’s no chance he’ll forget the whole declaration of war thing, will he?” Efaris asked.

“No—”

“Wait, what?” I snapped. “Kitty?”

Kitty winced and reached out to pat my arm. “I… maybe… kinda⁠—”

“Kitty, you declared war on somebody?” I demanded. This was bad. War was bad.

“Dapy,” Kitty pleaded. “Let me explain, please?”

I frowned at my kitty and let out a sigh. “I’m listening.”

“He blamed me for the baron’s death and wanted to take Efaris as compensation,” Kitty blurted quickly.

My heart froze and I choked on my own breath as I realized what that meant. “Oh.”

“Yes,” Kitty muttered. “I don’t like war either⁠—”

“Good kitty,” I said, cutting her off. I took a step further, scritching her ears with one hand, while I ran the other down her back. “Good, good kitty.”

Kitty purred and stood there with a silly look on her face. “I… Dapy.”

“No.” I shook my head. “I was mad at you without realizing why you did it. You’re my good kitty. My best kitty. The best kitty. You deserve all the rewards.”

“Anything?” Kitty whimpered.

“Heify,” I called, looking up at the cow-like demon. “Help me plan something. I want to reward her.”

“Oh,” Heify grinned. “I’m sure we can come up with something.”
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TRORZID

Inhale. Exhale… Inhale. Exhale…

The silence was… deafening. There were others here, in this place. They didn’t speak. Like me, they barely breathed. The air down here felt heavy. Like you couldn’t breathe it, and yet you did so anyway. It made you not want to speak, which hurt all the more when they came down to talk. Which must have been the cue, as a door echoed in the darkness.

Heavy footsteps echoed through this place. If anything, it grew even quieter. Everyone held their breath, in case it was their turn. I already knew it was for me. Every few hours since I arrived in this place. Enough to keep me on edge. To keep me from resting my injuries.

When the glow of a torch filled the room I was in, it only confirmed my fears. A pair of guards took my arms, or what was left of them. I tried not to react as they squeezed their fingers down on my injuries. I’d barely survived the blast. I’d gotten to the church and heard fighting. The interior was destroyed. Bodies strewn about. The stench of treachery in the air, and the sounds of fighting down below. I heard a shout and went to investigate when everything turned white.

I burned. All of me. All at once. My limbs were torn free and I tumbled until I struck something solid. When I awoke, I was in this place. Bandaged, alive and in horrible pain. That pain had lessened, but that only let my captors treat me worse in comparison. Starting with their medical care. What better way to torture someone than to keep them alive when they shouldn’t be?

The guards hauled me into a brightly lit room that hurt my eyes. Being kept in the dark and quiet removed my senses. Being suddenly bright was blinding and painful and since my eyelids hadn’t healed entirely, I couldn’t quite close my eyes yet. I couldn't even ignore the horror of my own body as I lay there. Limbless and weak.

“Trorzid,” a voice chuckled.

When I refused to look, they grabbed me and dragged my head around so I could stare at him through my one, remaining eye. Dark skin, burning eyes, lumpy exterior. Typical member of Treachery.

“Why delay the inevitable?” he asked. “You know how this is going to end?”

Mustering up what strength I had, I spat. It was weak. And most of it dribbled down my chin, but I made my point. The demon glared at me, before nodding.

“Time to check those stitches,” the old crone whispered.

I closed my eyes and held my breath as she began her work.
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DAPY

“Oh,” Efaris said as she looked around the throne room.

I moved in to stand at her side as the hustle and bustle of the place almost separated us as soon as we arrived. It was only from long standing orders not to place something right where she opened the portal that saved us from an accident. Our arrival drew the attention of dozens of guards.

Back in her wizard disguise, Efaris didn’t much look like my pretty wife. But she was clearly recognizable from the tall hat. One of the closest guards hurried over and offered a bow.

“Sir Wizard,” the guard said. “The king asked that you be brought to him as soon as you arrive. Your guest⁠—”

“Shall accompany me,” Efaris declared.

The guard looked like he wanted to argue, but decided against testing the wizard. I didn’t blame him in the least. Efaris was a terrifying woman, even after marrying her. The guard led the way. This place looked like it was preparing for war. Soldiers were everywhere, so were members of the nobility. They seemed to be all in various discussions. Talking about resources, troops and other things I didn’t fully understand. Well… crops I did, but not why they were discussing them.

We were taken into a back room behind the throne. The king sat behind a chair at a large wooden desk. Before him were multiple scrolls, sheets of parchment and a map. Which he looked up from as the door opened.

“I said, do not… Efaris!” The king froze.

“My king, I have returned,” Efaris gave a slight bow.

“Leave us,” the king told the guard. “Now.”

The guard bowed and left, closing the door behind him.

“Lose the hat,” the king grunted. “Dapy. I’m surprised to see you here.”

“I brought him along in case you had questions I couldn’t answer,” Efaris explained.

“What could…” The king stopped and shook his head. “Apologies, Efaris. I’m honestly surprised to see you alive, let alone the farmer. Early scouts reported the farm had been entirely destroyed.”

“I wasn’t at the farm,” I said.

The king stared at me and narrowed his eyes, then nodded. “Efaris. Of course you could move him out without my knowledge.”

Efaris glanced at me, and I looked right back. She nodded. “Yes, well. His duty is the same as you ordered. Though as my husband, I reserve the right to remove him from the premises when I feel the need.”

“Some would call that treason,” the king replied darkly.

I frowned. “That’s not⁠—”

“Dapy,” Efaris said and nudged me, before looking back at the king. “You and I both know that if I wanted it, I could have the throne. I don’t want the responsibility and neither does Dapy.”

“Me, the king?” I snorted in laughter before spotting the actual king glaring at me. “Sorry.”

The king let out a long sigh and shook his head. “Point made. You’ll not hear of it again. Just know that you should have informed me of it. I always assumed you had a little holiday home tucked away somewhere.”

“A wizard never tells,” Efaris said and smirked. “And I thank you for the understanding.”

“Yes well…” The king looked down at the map. “I don’t even know where to begin. How did you survive? Where have you been? What happened?”

Efaris gestured for me to follow further in and take a seat in one of the chairs before the king. She took the other and began her tale. I hadn’t heard the whole thing yet, so I sat quietly and listened as she described her confronting the duke. I knew she was hiding things. She didn’t mention the demons, or even Kitty coming to help her.

Which made me think about Trorzid. Heify said she was injured in the blast and had to crawl back, which meant she made it in time. Trorzid was gone though. She hadn’t come back. Unless she was here somewhere?

“After that, I managed to slip my captors, drink a bottle of what I thought was rum and return to Dapy to sleep off my hangover,” Efaris ended her tale.

“The duke,” the king said. He sounded weary and slumped back in his chair. “What in the divines was he doing to cause this?”

“How do you know it was the divines?” I asked before I thought to restrain myself.

The king looked at me, then sighed. “The blast, whatever it was. It flatted not only an entire town, but decimated a county and even collapsed part of the eastern wall. Granted, that part of the wall was already starting to crumble, but I thought I’d get another winter out of it before I needed to have it replaced.”

“Been telling you to fix that for years,” Efaris said and crossed her arms.

“And I’ve been telling you, my engineers…” he stopped and sighed. “No, you’re right. And before you suggest it. Yes, I’ll be speaking to them. If this were a siege, it would have spelled our doom.”

“Thank you.” Efaris nodded. “Now, the main thing is what your next step is?”

The king sighed. “Now, more than ever. We need alchemical ingredients. The best I can ask is that you send Dapy back to work on the farm as he was before. Only this time, I might offer you some staff⁠—”

“Ah, no. Thank you, but no,” I said quickly.

The king narrowed his eyes. “Dapy, I need that farm working⁠—”

“I understand,” I said, cutting the king off once more, even as Efaris nudged me with her elbow. “Please trust me, my king,” I said, giving him a polite nod while seated. “I have my methods and I can run the farm far better without oversight, or… others.”

The king stared at me, before looking at Efaris, who nodded.

“He’s telling the truth,” Efaris grumbled. “We could do with some more materials to rebuild the farmhouse. But… Please don’t ask me to explain. Just know that if you want maximum yield from the farm, to leave him be.”

The king narrowed his eyes. “I feel like I should ask more questions than this. These are my lands and it sounds like you’re touching on things you should not.” He shook his head slowly. “I ignored your words once, and now I’ve got a wall to rebuild, so I’ll not make the mistake twice. Farmer Dapy; I grant you the title of baron. I’ll have a map drawn up. Your lands are the farm, forest and all surrounding land from the farm to the area of the blast.” He thought of something and then scoffed. “We can discuss taxable rates once you begin delivering goods.”

“I’m sorry,” I said with a confused shake of my head. “Did you just make me a baron?”

“I did, yes,” the king agreed. “Now, you said you want to handle things on your own—this is your chance. While I have my own repairs to do, I cannot offer you support to build your new manor. Feel free to take a pavilion though.”

He wrote his instructions down and held them out to Efaris who took them with a strange look on her face. Then she offered it to me. I took it and it was just that. A note to have my barony announced to the public, and a note to the chamberlain to fetch supplies for us to take back.

I had a million thoughts running through my head as I carried crates through the portal. Efaris had remained on the far side, swiftly refusing to allow anyone to step through other than me. Which meant Kitty was able to set up a line of demons to take everything I brought though. If the servants on the castle side were feeling strange about the portal, they didn’t say anything.

Efaris would have preferred to bring it all over with a single spell, but she was rather tired and feeling unwell from her recovery the night before. Instead, I assured my wife that this would all be fine and brought over each item, one by one. Several large rolled mats went first. I only had to drag the front end through the portal before Heify and Miss Piggy took it from me. They dragged it the rest of the way through as I began on rolled up tarp panels for the walls of the pavilion.

Then went the other supplies, stacked in crates. It was building materials that the king lacked. Most of which were going to the wall and the decimated town that was apparently going to be part of the lands he’d gifted me. I still didn’t know what that actually meant? How were nobles going to feel when they showed up on a farm, to ask about taxes? What would that even look like?

“Dapy?”

“Huh?” I jerked and spun as Efaris stood in front of me. “Efaris, is that everything?”

“That’s all,” she said. “Step back please, I’m a little too close to the portal to close it safely.”

“Oh,” I said, stepping back, which let Efaris step forward.

Her eyes flashed with a kaleidoscope of colors and the portal closed behind her. She then looked up and smiled. “They work fast, don’t they?”

I turned around and saw what she was talking about. The pavilion was already being erected. The mat had been rolled out. The roof was erected and the walls were being hung. It looked like all the chickens were her, along with many of the others from last night’s… fun.

“Alright.” I nodded. “That’s… taken care of I guess. I suppose I should⁠—”

“No,” Efaris grabbed my hand and started walking over to where Kitty was standing with Heify. “You need to do what they’re doing.”

“Standing there?” I asked. “Not doing anything.”

“Dapy, you’re a baron now⁠—”

“Wait, wait.” Kitty spun. “He’s a what?”

“The king gave him a barony.” Efaris grinned. “He’s not just farmer Dapy anymore. He’s Baron Dapy.”

“That sniveling little…” Kitty clenched her teeth. “No. Dapy, you need a title from my plane as well.”

“Ahh…” I frowned. “Kitty, I’m not even sure⁠—”

“Lord?”

“That wouldn’t be much better than a barony, if you’re looking for equivalence,” Heify reminded her.

“Right, right.” Kitty scratched her chin. “Maybe I could invent something?”

“Chief cunt stretcher?” one of the chickens suggested as she hurried by to collect a bundle of rope from a nearby chest.

“Lord of the Penis?” Another called.

“Prince consort!” came the snake girl’s voice from across the field. Only to notice Dapy staring at her, and turn away with a blush.

“I’ll think of something,” Kitty said and sighed. “Prince consort sounds nice though. Dapy, make sure you fuck her good when you take her to bed.”

I stared at the demon kitty and she stared right back. Then I remembered something. “Where’s Trorzid?”

Kitty froze and even Heify looked nervous. Efaris took my hand and I looked at her, and saw the conflicted twist to her thin smile.

“She’s… not dead, is she?”

“We… don’t know,” Kitty admitted. “I thought she was with you. And then Heify told me that you’d bargained for her to come and assist me. When we returned, there was no sign of her.”

I took a deep breath and nodded. “No body though?”

“No,” Kitty replied softly.

“So… this whole thing… Your declaration of war…” I muttered. “They took her, didn’t they?” I sighed. “No body, she didn’t end up with you. That means there was someone else there.”

“That was my guess,” Kitty added. “I’m sorry.”

“She needs us,” I whispered. “I… I made her a promise Kitty.”

“Technically…” Heify said, before abandoning her words as she noticed the look I was shooting her way.

“She made me call her names and then tell Lydia how pretty she was,” I told Kitty. “Then I told her I’d say more mean things to her when she got back. She left, because I made her.”

“Degradation kink huh…” Kitty said and snorted. “That explains a few things. She responded well to demands, which ties in.”

“Being mean to people is a kink?” I asked.

“Everything’s a kink if you try hard enough.” Kitty shrugged. “Miss slut for anal knows all about that.”

“That’s Wizard—slut for anal, to you, dear prince addicted to human cock,” Efaris shot back.

Kitty smirked. “Yeah… I am. And so is everyone here except maybe Miss Piggy.”

“I heard my name!” A distant shout echoed from the other side of the pavilion. “Is it my turn to suck his dick?!”

“Are you sure he’s human?” Efaris asked with a shake of her head.

“I’m pretty sure I’d know if I were human or not.” I frowned at my wife, who shrugged at me in response. “Fine. I’m going to walk the farm, see what we can still dig up for the king. Probably that crop of potatoes will be fine… I think.”
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KITTY

I watched my human leave. My human. Human. That’s what he was. Wasn’t he? He looked human, smelled human, tasted human. Everything about him was human. Maybe that was the problem? He was missing that sense. He couldn’t see the aura around him. The sheer lust that we all had for him. Every demon in sight fluctuated from busy, to horny as they noticed his presence. Every one of them wanted him. Me included.

Why?

He was human. Not unique. There were millions. Tens of millions, maybe hundreds of millions.

What made him special? He wasn’t even a wizard. Not an ounce of magic in him.

“You’ve got a look on your face like you want to say something,” Efaris said.

Efaris. That other human. Though… I had to admit she was pretty. I really didn’t know if I’d prefer having him to myself, or sharing like I did now. It stung a little that he married her and not me, but… Watching them together was a feast for the eyes and he never seemed to run out of desire. He had no aura to speak of, but he was never lacking for attention. Giving or receiving. That man craved us as much as we craved him.

“I don’t know what I think,” I told the wizard. “Because what I think doesn’t make any sense.”

“Try me,” Efaris challenged. “Maybe we can work it out together.”

I nodded. “He’s human.”

Efaris rolled her eyes at me. “Okay, want to try harder than that?”

“Too human.”

Efaris nodded. “What makes you say that?”

“Because he appears to be human,” I replied softly. “And I’ve never met a human before now, who could come this close to a demon, without being enthralled, corrupted or otherwise exploited.”

“You don’t think that the Prince of Lust farming him out for sex is a form of exploitation?” Efaris asked.

I shook my head. “He loves me, Efaris. He loves us both, and he almost certainly loves the others.”

“That’s—”

“And I love him,” I cut her off. “I daresay we all do. Me. You. Heify, and all the others. I bet when we find Trorzid and have this conversation, she’ll admit it too.”

“Is it really that strange?”

Kitty shrugged. “My kind exist in a realm of extreme emotions. The problem is that I am the Prince of Lust, Efaris. Lust. Not love. We don’t love, and yet there is a daughter of Treachery, a princess pining for him just as I do.”

“Wait—”

“It’s not official,” I corrected. “A bastard. One of mine was her mother and he sold her to the slave pens, only to fall into my lap.”

“A princess…” Efaris slowly shook her head.

“Whatever your dear husband is, Efaris,” I whispered as I watched the simple farmer stride over the farm plot and dig into the ground to extract a deformed carrot. “He is either the most human being to have walked this world, so purely human that he might as well be a different species to yourself…”

Efaris looked at me when I trailed off in thought. “Kitty?”

“Hmm?”

Efaris huffed. “You said either, and then only listed one thing.”

“Oh,” I said with a nod. “Yes, yes. Either he’s human.” I took a deep breath. “Or he’s something else entirely.”

Efaris nodded and stepped closer. “And what would it mean if it turns out he’s not human?”

“Does it matter?” I asked.

“I suppose not,” came Efaris’s soft reply. “You’d choke on his cock either way.”


Chapter 4



DAPY

“DAMMIT DAPY!”

I grimaced and tried to hurry out of sight.

“DON’T YOU RUN FROM ME YOU DIRTY LITTLE FARMER!”

“Why is she getting so personal?” I wondered aloud to myself as I pushed through the row of corn I’d been examining.

“DAPY!”

I pushed deeper into the corn, and held still as Efaris stormed past, muttering something about my new status. I knew I was a baron. I understood I was a baron. I didn’t really know what a baron was, or how to be a baron. But I could only guess that it gave me the right to do what I wanted. And what I wanted was to tend to my crops. Except every time I came out into the fields, Efaris, or one of the others would come chase me out again.

I was so sick and tired of sitting and watching. The farm was doing wonderfully. The corn was growing like nothing else. Really. It was twice the height of any corn I’d seen before, and the fruit was shaped like a sickle. It also looked like it was made of polished silver. Something the alchemists back at the capital were rather excited about. I didn’t know why, and I didn’t really care. These were plants, and growing them is what I was born to do.

“She’s gone, my lord,” a soft voice reached my ears.

I turned and saw her. The snake girl. She had a faint smile on her face as she stood silently behind me.

“Hissy,” I said and sighed. “You scared me.”

“I’m sorry my lord,” she said and pouted, quite cutely too. “I didn’t intend to.”

“Dammit Dapy!” Efaris’s voice echoed. “You’re a baron now! You can’t be out in the fields!”

“She’s right, you know,” Hissy said in a whisper. “You’re far too important to be out here alone.” She looked around her at the growing crops and dark soil. “Too important to be out here, getting dirty.”

She dropped to her knees and began crawling towards me. I swallowed nervously as I realized where this was going. I hadn’t spent much time with Hissy. Or the others that Kitty had brought back. Not after the night that Lydia changed. I still wasn’t sure what that was. Nobody wanted to tell me what happened.

“Dapy?” I turned and spotted Kitty, stalking through the corn. “Oh good, she found you.”

“Ah…” I frowned. “Kitty⁠—”

“Shhhh,” she hushed me. “It’s just a little bukkake. Nothing to be worried about.”

“Boo caca?”

Kitty giggled and that’s when I noticed more figures stalking through the corn.

“Alright, I know you’ve got him hidden somewhere! Not all of you disappear like that unless you’re organizing a gangbang!” Efaris roared over the farm.

Kitty sighed. “She’s actually got a point. If we’re doing this, she needs to be involved.”

I let out a sigh and shook my head. “Thank you Kitty⁠—”

I was interrupted as a crow dove down between us, shifting to Allmiron who crashed and tumbled through the corn coming to a stop. “Humans!” the crow woman cried. “Humans are coming!”

“Humans?” I said with a growing frown.

Allmiron pushed herself up onto her stumps, before realizing she was surrounded by demons. Some of which looked rather put out as they stood half-dressed and clearly in the mood.

“Ah… I can probably go scare them off⁠—”

“No,” I cut her off. “No, I’ll go… see what they want.”

With the intuition of a master farmer, I ignored the display of flesh around me as I picked up the direction I’d need to walk to leave the field. In no time at all, I broke through the wall of corn and spotted Efaris in the distance by the road. It was on the less destroyed side of the forest and the only real way we could orient this place.

She too had seen the people approaching. I could tell from the way she stood that this wasn’t going to be good news. I couldn’t see much, but from what I could make out, these people looked like they were struggling.

Efaris heard me coming and turned to face me. She looked worried and I didn’t blame her. I was worried too. The people coming looked like villagers. Young and old. Mostly young. Children with broken expressions and others who were clearly injured. Some of them brightened when they spotted us. Others didn’t react at all, even as a group of them hurried ahead to meet us.

“Is this the home of the baron?” a young man asked. “We were told he lived on a farm in this direction.”

I looked at Efaris and she nodded slowly. “I’m the baron,” I said. “Who are you people?”

The young man stared at me for a few moments. The younger woman at his side though, dropped to her knees. “We’ve been walking for days. Please. Help us?”

They were still coming. Men, women, children. Many of them were injured. Spotting bandages, limps or in a few cases, being carried by those less injured than they were.

“What happened to you all?” I asked, worry clear in my tone.

“We don’t know lord,” the woman sniffed as she slumped in place. “There was a flash and the heavens themselves descended. I was out in the fields and felt an almighty blow that knocked me flat. When I got up, the whole town was falling around me.”

“It’s true, lord,” the young man agreed. “I was digging a well when it happened. The walls shook and I was almost thrown out of it, before the tavern door landed atop. Almost didn’t think I was going to get out until someone heard me shouting.”

“We’ve got children, lord,” the woman continued. “Injured. There might even be some back on the road. Ones we couldn’t carry. Ones that didn’t have the strength to walk.”

Sure enough, even as I watched, I saw an older boy, barely into his teens. Half his face was red like he’d been burned. He reached a certain point, and simply fell. Dropping to his knees, before fainting forward and slumping on the ground. A younger girl who shared the same features burst into tears and started trying to pick him up.

“E-Efaris,” I whispered.

“Dapy, I can’t,” she whispered back. “I can open a portal, but not dozens. We don’t even have any liquor.”

“Where were you, when you were told to come here?” I asked.

“At the village, lord,” the woman answered. “We didn’t know what to do. Everything was gone. Most of the animals too. Fled into the hills, or died in the flash. Some of us wanted to stay and harvest the fields, but we didn’t have a way to carry it. Not that and the injured.”

I thought of a solution. I had space. The vegetables I was growing here were still edible. These, apparently, were my people. People I had a responsibility to help. I still remembered after a brutal storm destroyed part of my old village, the baron didn’t do anything. He didn’t even lower the taxes that year and many people went hungry.

That wouldn’t be me.

“Kitty,” I said and nodded to myself.

“Dapy—”

“Efaris, if you can’t…” I turned and stared at her. “Then I need to find someone who can.”

“You can’t ask her. You know what she is, and if they⁠—”

“I know,” I said softly. “But what option do I have?”

“She’s never going to agree to this.”
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“Of course!” Kitty said and nodded quickly.

“Seriously?” Efaris gaped.

“What?” Kitty shot the wizard a dirty look.

Efaris shook her head. “You’re a demon! How are you going to help without… getting the attention of the inquisition?!”

“That’s still a thing?” Kitty asked.

Efaris sighed. “No.”

Kitty shrugged. “Then it doesn’t matter. Dapy asked me for help, I’ll help. If someone doesn’t want the help, we can leave them there to die.”

“Kitty!”

“What?” Kitty frowned at me. “You want villagers to be dragged here against their will?”

“Well…” I thought for a moment and shook my head. “No.”

“No,” Kitty agreed. “So what you’re saying is I need a bunch of steeds to carry people and drag stretchers?”

“That would probably work,” Efaris muttered.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about this. Sitting atop Heify was… odd. Doubly when she resembled a cow. Beside me, sitting on Miss Piggy was Kitty. Allmiron circled above, cawing as she scouted the area. Using rope, sticks and a bit of hard work, there were several travois set up. Pulling them along were various demons in the shape of farm animals. Most of whom weren’t entirely in the form of animals. Like the chickens. Human sized, they were too awkward to carry a travois properly. So they worked in teams of three, in a sort of half changed state. They looked like birds, but… also vaguely terrifying as they stood hunched with clawed wings and stubby legs.

The others were coming too. The ones who didn’t have forms that could easily pull a travois. Like Hissy, who had somehow made herself look more human. Long flowing hair, right down to the middle of her back, braided tightly to prevent knots, while she wore a short dress that let her walk. She carried a pack filled with fruit. Apples she had collected that had blown off the trees on the edges of the forest.

Then there were the villagers. They stared in shock and horror as we organized. Some of them looked like they wanted to run. When the demons came out of the corn fields, a handful broke down and cried. Right up until the demons started handing out food for them to eat, while several more fetched water from the well.

It was all very confusing. But I felt it needed to be done. Efaris hurried through them all. A pack slung over her shoulder with some food and water for us to share. Heify held still and I reached out to take her hand. We weren’t sitting on a saddle. Just a thick, folded blanket that hopefully wouldn’t move too much. By leaning back, I got enough leverage to help Efaris up onto Heify’s back.

I looked around, checking to see if everyone was ready. The goal would be to simply rush out, find anyone who might be alive and send them back. When the injured were dropped off, the demon was to hurry back once more to join the rest, while we continued back towards the town, following Allmiron’s cries from above.

Leading the charge on a cow was me. I didn’t care how I looked, I just held onto Heify’s back as best I could while she set off at a bovine trot. Her large frame bumped and jostled. I’d been on a horse once or twice, but not for any length of time. Heify was going to leave me sore.

We rode past the crowd that had already arrived. Most were just sitting in the grass, watching us with wide stares and shocked expressions. A few of the kids waved and I made sure to wave back, before we hit the road and kept moving. The first of the fallen wasn’t far. An older man lay in the grass beside the road. Allmiron was already circling, so we made our way over. I could tell, even before Heify stopped, that we weren’t going to be bringing him back right away.

“Leave him,” I said with a sigh. “We’ll bury the dead when we’ve collected the last of the living.”

“It’s for the best,” Efaris whispered in my ear.

The old man was covered in dried blood. Most of it from a head wound. He’d gotten so far. It wasn’t fair. Allmiron was circling further down the road and Heify at my urging hurried to catch up. This time, we found a younger man. He was grunting in pain, trying to rebind his leg to a stick. His eyes went wide as he saw me coming.

“Oh heavens spare me,” he begged.

“You’re not dead,” I told him. “Leg injury?”

The man frowned as he was suddenly surrounded by strange looking animals. Heify in her cow form looked relatively normal, but Miss Piggy was anything but as she waddled closer with Kitty still perched on her back.

“I have this one,” Kitty announced. “It’s not far.”

The man looked nervous and licked his lips. “What isn’t far?”

“The farm,” I told him. “On the travois. You’ll be there in no time.”

With little effort thanks to Kitty dragging him by his armpits, the young man clung to the wooden poles of the travois while sitting on a small net of rope strung between the lengths. He watched me warily as he was dragged backward, with his injured leg dangling behind. He winced with every little bump, but he was moving and going to be checked soon.

“Let’s go,” I said.

The next body we found was as dead as the first. A teen girl. Her arm was twisted and her lips blue. I didn’t know what killed her in the end, but I felt bad she’d gotten this far. It also set the standard for the rest of the day. Allmiron found them all. Most often, if they stopped, they didn’t get up again. The live ones were harder to spot than the others. If they collapsed, the other villagers pushed them to the side of the road. The ones conscious enough to know they couldn’t go on, would hobble or even crawl and sit in the shade of the trees.

Young and old. From babies to the very elderly, we found plenty of dead, and few living.
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TRORZID

“No.”

“I can feel your allegiance failing you,” he hissed.

He still hadn’t mentioned a name either. It didn’t matter. It was always the same. He came with the crone. The twisted old woman who relished in the pain I felt as she checked my injuries.

“I’ll even send you back to him,” the Treacherous demon promised. “It will be up to you to leash your human pet. But I’ll let you keep him.”

“No offer you make me can be trusted,” I growled.

“Begin.”

I tensed and felt the crone's fingers tugging at the bandages. She was rough. Not rough enough to cause harm, but enough that my stitches tugged and my wounds ached. It wasn’t the goal though. She pulled the bandages free, and tutted at what she saw. I didn’t look. I made that mistake once already. I was a thing. A pair of tits and a hole to fuck. If Dapy didn’t want me, the prince could strangle me herself.

“Can’t have this festering deary,” the crone said through crooked teeth.

I heard the pop of the clay jar, and did my best to brace for what was coming.

“Say the word, Trorzid. All I want is information. You can keep your pet. By the time Sagroth knows what you did, it will be too late,” the Treachery demon offered.

“Apply the poultice, crone.”

“Ooh, I’ll have to strengthen the next batch, won’t I?”

I felt the tacky muck as she smeared it over the stubs of my wound. In moments, the dull stinging ache turned to the fires of hell itself. I gritted my teeth, holding back the screams that I knew would come.

“Dapy, please find me?” I whispered in the depths of my mind.
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DAPY

The village was in sight. Or at least, what was left of the village. Like my farmhouse, the village was gone. The village had been closer to the blast than my home had been. Everything had been tossed in the air, smashed or flattened. Debris lay in a wide arc, starting from the village center and spreading out into the fields. Walls, doors and bits of wood stuck out of the ground or lay in heaps where they were thrown by the blast.

There were even signs of fire. The tops of the wheat and oats had blackened bits, like they had been scorched. I didn’t know what to make of it. Never in all the stories I was told as a child. Not by my parents, or the travelling merchants and bards, compared to what I saw here. I heard descriptions of battlefields that were more lively than this place.

The only thing that moved was the wind and a handful of crows, picking over… over bodies, strewn about in the wreckage.

“Spead out!” I called. “Search the village, the fields, the rubble. There might be people buried!”

“Like my keep!” Kitty roared. “We’ve done this before on a larger scale. Let’s make Dapy proud!”

A cheer rang out and the demons began dropping their travois’ as they rushed into the decimated village. I didn’t budge, even as Heify turned her head to look at me.

“We’re… we’re close to the cathedral, aren’t we?” I asked.

Heify let out a long sigh. “Dapy⁠—”

“Please?”

“Dammit,” Heify grunted.

“Why do you want to go back?” Efaris asked as she leaned against me.

“Because it was where Trorzid vanished,” I murmured. “If… she died, that’s… not good. But…”

“I get it,” Efaris said and touched my arm.

“Come on then,” Heify mooed testily. “Sooner we check, the sooner we can come back and head home again. Things are going to be busy for a while.”

I nodded and held onto her back as she set off at a lope. Allmiron must have realized we were leaving and she swooped down. I saw her coming and held out my hands to give her a place to land. She came in fast, before beating her wings to slow and dropped into my palms before looking at me.

“We’re checking the cathedral. I need Kitty to lead the recovery here,” I told her.

“I’ll tell her,” Allmiron promised.

“Thank you,” I said, before giving her a light toss into the air.

Allmiron oriented correctly in the air and beat her wings hard. Even as a crow she was significantly stronger than a human and rushed off to tell Kitty where we were going. Heify didn’t slow for a moment, leading us down a road, and closer to the destruction around us.

It wasn’t just the village that was gone. The trees were too. Most of the blast had been absorbed by the forest around the farm. Here, they didn’t have that same protection. The low hills sent some of the blast upward, but those trees on the upward slope had been at times, pushed over. And others, thrown as far as the buildings in the village had. And the closer we got to the cathedral, the worse it got.

The scent of burning filled the air. The light scorching on the tops of the wheat filled my nose. Efaris offered me a rag from her pack and I tied it around my nose. Heify didn’t want anything of the sort when we offered. She just kept walking as the ground got crunchier.

Nothing stood as we got closer. Everything had fallen, been thrown or burned to a crisp. The grass had started turning black anywhere there wasn’t sufficient cover or rocks. Even then, the heat of the surrounding flames destroyed most of that too. This place looked like a hellscape… then again, I'd been to a part of hell and it looked livelier than this.

Dotted about were corpses. Some of which were human. Horribly burned and indistinguishable from gender to gender—only roughly guessing age, by the size. There weren’t too many of them though. Not in comparison to the village and the trip here. Then there were the animals. Deer, hare, birds. Burned, broken and dumped in random places where they had flown after the blast killed them.

Living birds pecked at them. Prying out chunks of brown meat. I grimaced and turned to look ahead, at… a hole.

“I… I didn’t know it would be like this,” Efaris whispered.

I grimaced. Thinking about Trorzid and the surviving villagers, I forgot something simple. This was Efaris’s work. Under orders from Kitty, but her own, nonetheless. I heard a sniffle and reached back to take her hand. She squeezed my fingers in her own, before burying her face into my shoulder.

“This isn’t your fault,” I told her.

“Of course it’s my fault,” she snapped. “I did this!”

I swallowed and shook my head. “No⁠—”

“Dammit Dapy!” She snapped. “I… I did this! Me! Whatever you have to say doesn’t change it! I killed kids Dapy! KIDS!”

Heify slowed to a stop and all I could hear was Efaris softly crying into my back. This wasn’t the best time, but my heart was breaking. It was awkward, and Heify held still to help, but I managed to turn around in the saddle. Efaris’s eyes were clenched shut as she refused to look at me.

“I didn’t realize,” she whispered as tears dripped down her cheeks. “I didn’t think it was this bad. The injured… It didn’t seem real, but…”

“What…” I asked. “What would have happened if you didn’t?”

“They’d be alive,” Efaris whispered.

“For how long?”

Efaris frowned. “What… what do you mean?”

“You did this, because another demon had a portal, didn’t you?” I asked. “You did it, to make sure their portal closed too.”

“Y-yes,” Efaris said, sniffling slightly.

“Then… as bad as this is,” I said, glancing back over my shoulder at the enormous crater in the ground. “Imagine how much worse it would have been if demons invaded this world.”

“Demons have already invaded Dapy,” Efaris pointed at Heify.

“The farm maybe,” I answered with a shrug. “And these ones aren’t too bad. But… The one you fought. That Kitty fought. Treachery. What do you think would happen if Treachery got here?”

“I killed people, Dapy,” Efaris said and shook her head stubbornly.

“You also saved people, Efaris,” I said as I pulled her into a hug. “You made a terrible choice. A choice that had consequences. But that choice prevented so much worse from happening, and you hurt for making that choice. You hurt more, because deep down, you understand that it was necessary. But that isn’t the point.”

“It’s not?” Efaris asked.

I shook my head and kissed the top of her head. “No, dear wife. The point is far simpler. This happened because of Treachery. Not me, not you, not Kitty. Treachery.”

Efaris cried for a time. I let her. Holding her close, I silently thanked Heify for holding still. For letting her have this moment. Efaris was a strong woman. She’d been tough before we met, and this wouldn’t break her. She felt bad, but she also knew it had to happen. When Efaris had managed to collect herself, I turned around and directed Heify to walk around the edge of the crater.

“Do you really think she would have survived?” Efaris asked.

I shrugged. “If she was right in the middle of it… actually no. I don’t know.”

I was only at the edge,” Heify said. “The blast threw me back out and I landed way behind,” she said, tossing her head in the general direction.

Even here, I could almost see the marks from something being dragged through the ash. Likely where Heify had landed. Which made me think as I started paying attention to my surroundings once more. Heify had been thrown and then crawled. There was no sign of Trorzid though…

“I’ve never seen anything like this,” Efaris whispered. “I didn’t know portal magic could be so… violent.”

“Your own portals might not be so destructive," Heify answered. “Your portals travel across the physical plane, not through the circles of hell itself. Lust is only the second circle. Treachery is the ninth.”

“Nine?” I asked. “What are the others?”

“First is Limbo,” Heify listed. “There’s no prince of Limbo. Old Minos is probably the closest thing, but… well he has no real power there.”

“Then there’s Lust,” I listed.

“Yes, then Gluttony, followed by Greed.”

“And what do they look like?” I asked.

“Miss Piggy is from Gluttony,” Heify chuckled. “Greed well… Remember that golden demon you stabbed?”

I grimaced and nodded. “Yeah.”

“Greed,” Heify said with a nod. “After that, it’s Anger, Heresy, Violence and Fraud. Each with their own prince. Each their own agenda, with Treachery at the very bottom where they belong.”

“Which one was the princess?” I asked.

“Nope,” Heify said with a laugh. “Sagroth made me swear not to tell you. Said it would be more fun.”

I frowned. “Okay, I can deal with that. But… can you stop calling Kitty, Sagroth?”

“You don’t like the name?” Heify asked.

“Sagroth just sounds… evil.”

There was a moment of silence before the echo of Heify’s laugh boomed through the giant crater. Even Efaris seemed to be amused that I said that. I didn’t see what the problem was. I just rolled my eyes and shook my head. Which put me on a strange angle to spot something in the ash and soot.

“Hold on,” I called softly, before giving Heify a gentle kick to get her attention. “Heify, over there,” I said, pointing to a spot.

Heify turned, still chortling and shaking her head. She did move though and we made our way over the crunchy ground to the spot I’d noticed. A heavy imprint, like something torso sized had landed here and bounced, before rolling and sliding to a stop. Leaving a faint, but obvious streak of crushed, ground ash. And all around, were footprints, like someone had come over to help whoever was here.

“Dapy,” Heify called gently as I stared at the spot.

I knew it was hers. That Trorzid lay here just after the explosion.

“She’s alive,” I said, looking around. “Heify⁠—”

“Dapy, don’t get your hopes up⁠—”

“I’m not,” I snapped, before shaking my head. “Sorry, I just… She was carried. Which meant they couldn’t have gone far. We can look for signs of a wagon or just…” I shook my head. “She’s alive, Heify. I can almost hear her voice, calling to me. She’s alive.”


Chapter 5



DAPY

They were going to be mad. I knew they’d be mad. I don’t know why I was doing this either. It was stupid, even for me. I didn’t know the first thing about what I was doing. The risks, the dangers well… maybe I knew about the risks and dangers. Just not how to navigate them. There were plenty of demons out there. Plenty more looked… human. I just hoped that stayed true. I didn’t think they’d treat me well if I were found out.

The hardest part so far had simply been leaving though. Efaris, after the way she reacted seeing the hole in the ground, had been exhausted. We’d set up a small camp while we searched the ruins of the village for survivors. The scent of death was everywhere, making it difficult for everyone. Hard for even the demons to tell if someone was dead, or just hurt. It would sometimes take giving them a poke to see if they groaned.

The search had continued into the night. Some of us, meaning Efaris and I, had only finite stamina. So Kitty brought out a tent. The bedding wasn’t comfortable, but we weren’t here for long. At least… I wouldn’t be. Something tugged at me. A sensation I couldn’t ignore. Like something was urging me on. I didn’t know what it was, but the compulsion grew stronger every minute I was here. Like a distant cry for help.

Which led me to now. As I slipped out of the tent. Heify and Kitty were off supervising, while the rest of the demons were helping. I spotted Hissy who took notice of me. I made a grabbing motion at my crotch, hoping she’d think, I was going to relieve myself. I felt bad about that. Kitty would be mad, and Hissy was going to be the last one who saw me.

With a gentle sigh, I slipped into the darkness and out of view. I heard the hunting of a demon in a nearby pile of rubble. They were digging around and called out in surprise. When I heard others coming, I rushed off. It didn’t take me long until I was on the outskirts of what was left of the town. Without Heify to carry me, it was going to be a bit of a trek, but I was a farmer. A trek wasn’t going to stop me.

I was probably halfway there before I realized I should have brought water. Then again, if I came out with a waterskin, Hissy might have questioned me. That would have made things awkward. She was such a sweet girl. I didn’t want to verbally lie to her. That would only have made things worse. Or prevented me from doing this at all.

I shook my head, took a deep breath and put one foot in front of the other. The darkness was not working in my favor. I knew the hole was coming up. It was wide. Larger than any lake I had seen before. Larger than the cathedral I was told was built in the middle. It was also apparently part of the lands I was given.

When I found it. I almost fell into it. The moon vanished behind the clouds. The dark sky grew darker. A chilling wind rustled my hair, as the soft crunch, crunch of my boots on the ashen ground was all I could hear. That and the thumping of my heartbeat. It took me by surprise when my foot slipped over the lip of the hole. In the dark, I couldn’t see it. Just one moment there was solid ground and the next I slipped and fell to my knee, while trying not to let my pants split beneath me.

Still, I managed to save myself and pulled back from the edge of the hole. It was silent out here. No bugs, no birds crying in the night. Not even the gentle hum of insects. Just the faint breeze, the smell of ash and death. Yet what drove me to move… lay within. I could feel it. At the bottom of the hole. And I knew that because it pulled down. This wasn’t just something on the other side, and yet… it still felt so very far away.

“Forgive me everyone,” I muttered, and sat on the edge of the hole.

Shuffling forward on my rump, I pushed my legs over and braced at the edge. Then let go and began to slide down. The hole was steep. I was going to have trouble getting out again but… well that was hardly the worst thing. Kitty was going to lose her mind, so she’d find me sooner or later.

I slid faster down the hole. The dirt broke under my hands and I dug in my heels so I didn’t tumble. Which almost made me slip when I hit a large rock. After lifting myself over that obstacle, I went back to sliding and felt as the angle reduced and things got flatter. When I stopped sliding, I got up and began to walk. The darkness hemmed in from all sides, and yet… I knew I was close. Close to what it was that called me.

It was right here. Right in front of me. I just had to keep moving. One foot after the other, I reached out. There was a tingle in the air, before something tugged on my arm. Not a thing, but like the world itself pulled. My body jerked off its feet and I flew forward, tumbling to the ground.

The hard, rocky ground, with… a bright sun. I grimaced at the heat bearing down on me. Then grimaced some more when that rocky ground dug into my spine.

“What happened?” I groaned as I rolled and looked around.

“Must be my lucky day,” a voice chuckled.

I turned, but not before something heavy and solid smacked me across the side of the head. The last thing I felt before everything went black, was the heat of the rocky ground on my face.
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KITTY

“This is probably the last of them,” Vozrok sighed as she dragged the corpse out of the wreckage. “We’ve checked all the other buildings.”

I nodded and looked at what we’d recovered. Any of the live ones had been bandaged, given water and sent back to the farm. Out of the almost one-hundred bodies laid out before me, we’d sent hardly a dozen back. I gave it good odds most of them would be bodies by the time I returned with Dapy. I didn’t know if I should prepare him for that, or just hide him from it. My dear idiot was not the kind of man to take this kind of thing well. Too soft.

Too perfect.

I shook my head and looked around at the destruction once more. The sun was peeking over the horizon. The first rays of the sun. I missed the farm. The quiet. The mornings like this. It didn’t feel right watching a sunrise with all this destruction around me. Much better to have a cock in me while there’s destruction. I smirked and looked back at the bodies.

“If we’re done, bury them,” I instructed. “I’m going to go see if I can cum a few times.”

Heify smirked and shook her head. “You’re getting soft.”

“Test me at your leisure. You’d do just the same as me,” I retorted as I strode in the direction of the tent.

Two humans. The only two I’d never harm. One, because he made my cunt ache just by looking at me. And the other, because she helped feed the lusts that sated that ache in my cunt. Efaris was annoying, skipped the queue to marry my human and was far less adventurous in bed while sober than I liked.

Still, she kept Dapy’s attention while I was gone, or busy. I could also see her aura and knew she adored him as much as I did. I’d just never admit that out loud. That Dapy would never forgive me should something happen to her, was the cherry on the cake for why I permitted her to live.

That, and I couldn’t help but revel in the attention I received when I ate her pretty little cunt, while Dapy fucked me.

“That could be fun?” I mused to myself. “Get her all hot and bothered. Crawl between her legs and give Dapy a nice view…”

I crept to the tent and gently opened it. There was Efaris, snoozing away in… an otherwise unoccupied bed. Silent as a cat, I slipped into the tent and placed my hand on Dapy’s pillow. It was cold. I frowned and looked at Efaris, who was still sleeping soundly. I knew she hadn’t been drinking the night before, so Dapy slipped out on his own. And he did so quietly.

When I pushed back out of the tent I looked around. There, I spotted Hissy. She had a slight frown on her face. Like she knew something. So I hurried over as she went from worried to scared.

“Where is he?”

“I don’t know, Prince Sagroth,” Hissy whimpered. “I saw him get up and I thought he had to relieve himself. I didn’t realize he never came back.”

“Where did he go?” I asked with a growl.

Hissy got up and led me past the tent in the opposite direction. I could make out the footprints for a time. Then they became obscured around the last pile of rubble we’d checked. The one Heify just pulled the body out of. Which didn’t make any sense. With a sigh, I shifted to my smaller form. That of a cat, with heightened olfactory senses, and began to sniff.

“My prince?” Vozrok asked.

“How’s your nose in your cow form?” I asked. “Can you track someone?”

“Not as well as you,” Heify said and frowned. “I might know someone, but we’d have to retrieve them from the plane.”

“No time,” I growled as I continued to sniff.

Every now and then I caught a faint whiff. But it was obscured by the scents of the other demons. Ranging out cut out most of those distractions. It also made it harder to track Dapy. But as I followed a loose path around the ruined building, I picked him up again. I zigged and zagged, back and forth, tracking his scent. Doing so, led me to the edge of this town and…

“Where the hell are you going?” I snarled as I looked in the direction of the crater.

“ALLMIRON!”

The distant caw of a crow echoed overhead, followed by the legless woman appearing before me.

“Fly to the crater. Look for signs of Dapy. I’m going to track him by scent.”

“Yes my prince,” Allmiron said and nodded curtly, before shifting to her crow form.

The demonic crow took to the skies and I looked around as General Vozrok approached with several others.

“Follow. If any of you can track, we are seeking out my human. Harm him, and I will rend your flesh from your bones and keep you alive to experience it.”

“No need for the threats, my prince,” Vozrok said with a glare. “None of the demons here today would harm him. At least not in the traditional sense. A bit of cock chafe is all he’s at risk of.”

I snorted softly, before shaking my head. Then I started to march. I had ideas floating through my head. Where he went? Why he went? I knew the answer to those. The poor sappy bastard was searching for Trorzid. That made it my fault. I hadn’t acted fast enough. She was either dead or captured and this was the last straw. Now my idiot human was running around on his own, getting into mischief the likes of which he would never be able to comprehend.

“Stupid.”

I hurried along and as the sun rose higher the light shone on the ground. I could make out footsteps, heading right towards the crater. My careful prowl turned into a sprint, and Allmiron crowed overhead. She swooped down and I knew then that something was very wrong. She wasn’t leading me, nor was she circling. She was confused and didn’t want to waste time shifting back to tell me something I already guessed.

When I reached the crater, I spotted a scuffle. Dapy had almost walked right off the edge. I looked over, seeing long scrapes, from where he’d lowered himself in.

“How did he get out?” Heify asked.

I shook my head. The sides were steep. If he went in, he would have stayed in. That he was missing filled me with dread. I tipped forward and sprinted down the steep walls, leaping more than running as I raced towards the bottom. There, I saw where he picked himself up and began to walk once more.

And then I felt it. I screeched to a halt. Shimmering before me. A crack. Just the barest thread. A hole in the realm itself. A rift, and I could smell where it led.

“Greed,” I hissed.

“Is that… what I think it is?” Heify asked as she came to a lumbering stop beside me.

I nodded. “General Vozrok. The plain of Lust is going to war. I declared it on Treachery already, but now, I need you to return home. You will gather my forces, and bring them here.”

“And what are you going to do?” Vozrok asked.

I took a deep breath.

And stepped forward into the rift.
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DAPY

“Easy,” a soft, feminine voice crooned.

I groaned as I tried to sip the liquid I was given. Despite the weird smell, it tasted like plain water. I swallowed it down and when I was finished, the cup was taken away. I blinked and tried to look around, but my head hurt the moment light reached my eyes. I closed them again and whoever it was, pressed the cup to my lips once more. I drank slowly and this time, when they took it away, I heard the clunk as it was put down.

“I’ve never seen one like you before,” the soft voice mused. “What are you?”

I automatically thought to tell her I was human. Only… that didn’t feel right. Admitting that felt dangerous, so I groaned and shook my head slowly from side to side.

“Don’t remember then?”

I gave a slight nod.

The woman sighed and got up. “Shame. You’re a bit of a wildcard then. You might be worth something either way.”

“Worth something?” I murmured.

“Don’t you worry about that. Father will handle it.”

I grimaced and tried to open my eyes once more. Which made things worse as a door opened, and a golden, twisted man stepped in.

“He’s awake.” The feminine voice lost its softness. “Serum’s useless. Doesn’t know what he is.”

“Is that so?” the man said, marching over to me.

“Where am I?”

I winced as his hand whipped across my face. I worked my jaw and tasted blood, before grimacing as he took hold of my jaw. He pulled my head from side to side.

“He’s still concussed, father,” the woman muttered. “Rough him up too badly, he’ll be worth even less.”

The man released me with a grunt. “Tie him up with the others.”

He turned and I saw a thick tail swish by. The man stormed out, slamming the door behind him. The sound made my head throb. But not as badly as when the woman grabbed my arm and pulled me upright.

“You heard him,” she muttered. “Hands, behind your back. You struggle, I’ll make it hurt.”

I did as she told me and put my hands behind myself. She took a length of rope and wound it in place. Up close, I could see her better. She was… almost pretty. Her golden skin was pockmarked and crumbly in places. It looked like she was two people crushed together into one. The expression on her face looked resigned, like she was stuck here, just like me.

I didn’t know what to make of that.

When I was sufficiently bound, she grabbed my arm and lifted. I stood and wobbled, prompting her to grab me again.

“Careful,” she muttered. “Do you need anything?”

“No?”

“You sure? We’re hours from the market. If you have to piss, it’ll be in your own pants.” I grimaced, and she gave a nod. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.”

After an uncomfortable situation with a strange demonic woman yanking my pants down, and then back up again, I was hauled out into the sunlight. It was hot, and my eyes burned as much as my head throbbed. This place was just awful for my head it seemed. Ahead of me though, was my salvation. A wagon, though I wasn’t going in the front. I looked back and saw that I had been inside one small section of a large, but rough looking building.

I didn’t get a chance to admire it any further, as the woman pulled me around to the side of the wagon and unlocked the door. It was then she raised a club, covered in pointed spines.

“Know what this is?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“These spines are coated in a two part concoction. The first is taken from the reaper bush.” I must have made an expression, because she smirked. “Good, you know it. So you know that if you’re even scratched, you’ll be left paralyzed and limp. You should also know that the second part is crushed solar berry.”

This time I stared at her blankly, and she grunted. “Wasn’t sure you’d know that one. You know the stuff that makes chillies burn your mouth? Well imagine that cranked up to the point where getting it on your skin will make you want to cut your whole damn arm off. Only you’re paralyzed, unable to move and forced to deal with the full effects until it finally wears off.”

She pulled open the door and pulled me around. Inside the wagon were several dozen other demons. All cramped, bound and staring in nervous anticipation as the woman shoved me inside. I was pressed up against a rather large man who looked like he might just eat me if I looked at him. So, I turned and then grunted as the woman slammed the door shut, pinning me against the demon in front of me.

It was a small woman. She had pink eyes, round ears and a nose that sniffed rapidly. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she looked like some kind of squirrel.

“S-sorry,” I whispered as I tried not to crush her.

She craned her head up to look at me. “You… smell like the prince.”

I froze, and looked down at her. “You know my Kitty?”

“Kitty…” she tilted her head. “Prince Sagroth… She mentioned her human. I guess she wasn’t telling the truth after all, if you’re here.” Those last words escaped her lips with a degree of bitterness.

“What?” I asked. “What do you mean?”

“Well if you’re here, that means she’s bored of you⁠—”

I burst into laughter. The other occupants tried to hush me, but it was only the door being yanked open as the twisted greed demon from earlier reached in and grabbed me by the back of the head. I yelped as he slammed me forehead first into the wall, and held still as he leaned in close.

“One warning. Shut it.”

“Yes sir,” I whispered.

The pressure on my head increased for a moment, before he released me and slammed the door behind us.

I took a shuddering breath as the squirrel demon tried to push me back to get some breathing room. Which had me lean away from her.

“Sorry,” I whispered.

“You should be quiet,” she whispered back.

I nodded and let out a sigh. “You’re wrong though.”

“I am?”

I nodded, despite the ache in my head. “Kitty didn’t get rid of me,” I whispered. “I came here to find someone.” Two pink eyes looked up and met mine, and I nodded slowly. “She’s coming.”
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KITTY

I knew the moment I set foot on the plane, that this wasn’t the same place Dapy ended. These rifts would wander. They could open anywhere on a plain. An explosion like the one Efaris created, would echo back through the circles. The rifts it caused could pierce the very fabric of reality, and if you were unlucky enough to get too close, it would pull you through. Just like pulling the plug out of the bottom of the bath.

Unfortunately, this wasn’t a perfect path with a single exit. The tear was fragile, twisted and fragmented. I didn’t know where Dapy ended up, but it wasn’t here. And I knew that, because I was standing in front of someone I recognized.

“Sagroth?” the Prince of Gluttony questioned as a chunk of fat dripped off his ninth chin. “Did I miss a declaration of war?”

“Not a relevant one,” I muttered as I looked around. “I’m fairly certain that I’m in the wrong place. You haven’t seen a human here, have you?”

“Human?” the Prince of Gluttony raised one of his hands and scratched at his rotund belly.

The demon resembled a giant caterpillar like I had seen on the farm. Only he was hundreds of feet long, as thick as a whale and had no compulsion to form a chrysalis.

“I haven’t eaten a human in centuries, not since… that business with Treachery,” he frowned. “Why? Did you bring me one?”

“A human, very important to me, was pulled through a rift. That rift brought me here.”

“I see,” the enormous prince said and sighed. “For a moment there I thought you were here to tell me we’d been at war and were here to kill me.”

“No,” I let out a soft laugh. “I’m at war, but not with you.”

“Oh?”

I nodded. “Treachery. He meddled in my business.”

“Bad luck on that account then,” the Prince of Gluttony griped. “I’m assuming, the origin was the Plane of Treachery itself then?” I nodded, and he made a disgruntled noise. “Then your human could be anywhere.”

“He’s only a handful of hours ahead of me,” I explained.

Gluttony nodded. “A few hours… The rifts don’t shift very far in just a few hours. At least not laterally.”

“Laterally?”

“Along the planes themselves,” he continued. “The rifts go deeper than they do wider. Think of it like a cone. You’ve the start point, and an end point. Imagine the circles stacked atop one another. If you imagine lines from the origin, to the end, the exit could be anywhere inside that zone.”

“The origin was earth,” Kitty said. She felt weary and wanted to rub her face. But this was not her territory and she needed to show a strong front.

Gluttony grimaced and gave a small nod. “Then, the search is indeed far. Still… I cannot imagine the exit would have strayed more than a single circle or two. I’ll have an announcement that any humans are not to be eaten. In the meantime, it might be worth checking your own plane.”

“No, I have someone heading there already,” I recalled. The moment Vozrok returned, she’d make an announcement herself. No doubt there would be a search and my dear Dapy was going to have an orgy to make even me proud.

Which left me with a sobering, yet oddly fitting idea.

“And if I wanted to reach Greed?”

“Out that door, first left, third right and down the stairs,” Gluttony said, pointing to the door in question.

“Pleasure doing business with you.” I bowed.

“And you as well.” Gluttony waved me off, before turning back to his meal.

“I swear, if he’s on fucking Greed, I’m going to finish what that dense fucking idiot started,” I growled as I hurried to follow the instructions I’d been given.

There were several demons between here and there. Some of them like Miss Piggy, others more like the prince. Many of them had pink eyes. I didn’t particularly like this plane, but the prince was easy enough to deal with. Keep him fed, and he was happy. There was no duplicity between a man and his stomach. Just a gaping need to fill it.

“Wish Dapy was here to fill me,” I grunted as I found the stairs and began to descend.


Chapter 6



DAPY

“SOLD!”

I grimaced as a rough pair of hands yanked me backward. The demon on the podium spoke too quickly for me to understand what was going on. It sounded like numbers, but far too high for me to understand. I didn’t know what was going on. The demon dragging me, didn’t wait for me to walk. My heels dragged and only the smooth floor saved me from losing skin. I wasn’t dressed as I was when I arrived.

The father and daughter separated us when we arrived. They shoved me over with a group of other male demons my size. I wanted to argue and go with Fluffy. It’s what I’d been calling the squirrel girl. She did nothing but silently cry as I was led away. I memorized her as best I could, because I knew Kitty was coming. And when she did, I’d ask her to find Fluffy for me.

That was going to be a problem for later though, as I was dragged over to a group of demons. They were chained in a line. A collar around each neck and their ankles together. I held still, letting the demon shackle me. He didn’t say a word to me. I was just left standing awkwardly—nothing but the back of the head of the demon ahead of me for company.

“Do you know where they're taking us?” I asked.

The demon glanced back and then turned forward once more. I let out a soft sigh and remained silent. Demons filed past. Some of them in chains, others wearing armor. Sometimes there was screaming. Other times crying. I watched a mother and child, torn from one another’s arms, with the child taken screaming and kicking in one direction. The mother was taken to the stage where I’d been auctioned, and I didn’t see the result from there.

While we stood and waited, another dozen demons were brought out and shackled behind me. When the chain ran out, there was a series of clinks and groans, before the demons ahead of me started to march. I had only a moment to react as the demon ahead of me took his first step. I hurried to match him, and felt a tug as the demon behind me wasn’t quite as quick. He stumbled, but caught himself and hurried along behind. All I could do was march out of the hall we were in. The hall itself looked odd, like it had been wrecked by a storm and rebuilt at some stage. It made me think that perhaps this was the place Kitty described.

It was as I looked around, that I spotted him. Golden skin, with wide eyes. He was keeping pace with me. Watching with a strange look on his face. I stared at him, and his expression didn’t shift at all, though he did hurry off after a moment. I wasn’t sure what to make of the interaction. A set of doors opened ahead of us and I found myself walking out under harsh sunlight. This place was hot.

“Why did they take our clothes? Wouldn’t it be better to have us clothed so we don’t burn?”

“Shut it, runt,” the demon ahead of me snapped.

I frowned but did as he asked. I wasn’t dumb enough to provoke him. I’d seen what Kitty was capable of. I didn’t have a hope in the hells of surviving if this demon didn’t want me to. Especially not while chained to him.

Which was unfortunate, since he came to a halt so suddenly. I walked into his back. The demon snarled and threw back an elbow that caught me in the jaw. I staggered as my vision blurred and the chain around my neck caught me. I lost balance and tumbled to the ground, landing on my back. Before I could get up, a rough hand wrapped around my neck. It started to squeeze and I felt my air cut off. I tried to bat his hand away, but it was like trying to punch a rock.

“If you value your life, I’d stop what you’re doing, boy,” said a cool voice.

The fist around my neck squeezed firmer, before suddenly releasing. I gasped and let the hot air flood my lungs, before I coughed heavily.

“Here,” that same voice said, as something was pressed to my lips.

I felt a small splash of water, and opened my mouth to accept more.

“Careful, just wet your tongue. You can have more in a moment.”

I nodded and swallowed. My throat hurt, but everything worked properly. When I opened my mouth, I was given more water and as my blurry vision cleared, I spotted him. The same demon from earlier. The one who had been staring at me. Though now, he looked rather angry, as he glared at the demon who had been choking me. That one was being pinned to the ground by a second, larger demon that almost looked like my Heify. Except this was a male, and carried a massive club over his shoulder. Though it wasn’t in use. The cow demon was using one massive hoof to keep my attacker pinned down.

“How’s that?” the first demon asked me. “Can you talk?”

“Yes,” I croaked.

“Wonderful. Got here just in time.” He grinned. “Just a quick question though. What are you?”

I frowned and closed my mouth.

He stared at me for a few moments, before tilting his head. “You won’t speak?”

I remained in place. I couldn’t get up anyway. The demon who had attacked me was laying on the ground. The one who had been behind me was kneeling. The chains weren’t long enough for me to get up, so I lay there.

“NO!”

I flinched and looked over. There she was. Fluffy. She was staring at me with horror written across her features. A female demon, with a twisted snarl yanked on Fluffy’s collar, which caused her to fall to her knees.

“GET UP! STUPID THING!”

The golden demon above me nodded and stood up. He made his way over to Fluffy and the woman holding her. The woman looked furious, as she yanked Fluffy forward so she fell flat on the ground—only for the golden demon to gently take her wrist. It almost looked like the woman was about to hit him, only for the demon to say something quickly. The demon holding Fluffy looked angry as they spoke. She said something back furiously.

Fluffy managed to get to her knees. She looked frightened and in pain as she stared at me with a strange expression on her face. She looked up at the golden man, before grimacing slightly. I don’t know what happened then. I just saw the woman with Fluffy’s chain rapidly shake her head. That didn’t erase the polite smile off the golden demon’s features, even as he reached for something in his back pocket.

When his hand whipped around, the chain fell from the woman’s grip, as well as her hand. Taken at the wrist. She let out a piercing scream as she recoiled. The golden demon returned his knife to his pocket, picked up Fluffy’s chain and helped her to stand. As the demon howled in rage and pain, the golden demon brought Fluffy straight to me.

“Friend of yours?” he asked me.

Fluffy looked wide eyed and scared as she stared at me. I kept my mouth shut and thought about what I should do, or even say.

“Okay,” the golden man said with a tired sigh. “I’ll make this easy for you then. I’m fairly certain I know what you are. Because of that, I’m willing to pay a high price for you. And I’m also rather unwilling to torture the information out of you. Your friend here though,” he said with a polite smile. “She’s far, far cheaper.”

Fluffy let out a soft whimper.

“She’s a friend,” I admitted.

“Good. For that, I won’t cut off her pretty ears.” The golden man smiled. “To spare her tail though, I need you to answer me honestly. What are you?”

“Human,” I replied immediately.

He frowned slightly and tilted his head. “Interesting.”

“I’m human,” I repeated. “Human. Born and raised.”

“No, no. I get what you said, and I know you believe it.” The demon paused and stared at me before he frowned deeply. “But just because you believe it, doesn’t make it the truth.”

“What?” I gasped. “No, please not⁠—”

“Shhh, sh, sh.” He held up his hand. “I said answer me honestly. You honestly believe you’re human. You did as you were told. I’m not going to punish you for that. Sets a bad precedent."

“Precedent?”

“You don’t know what that means?” he asked.

I shook my head.

The demon grinned. “A good example is your friend’s former mistress. The next time she sees me, she will understand that refusing me will come with the loss of a body part from one of her lost minions. Something you should keep in mind as well.”

“So you want him?” The large, cow-like demon asked.

“Oh yes,” the golden demon said and grinned. “And if I’m wrong, I can still have a little fun cutting them into pieces.”

Fluffy looked how I felt. But as the cow-like demon detached me from the rest of the chain. I remained in place. Because I believe, wholeheartedly, that this monster would hurt Fluffy the moment I did something he didn’t like.

“You understand the game then,” the golden demon said with a smile. “Up you get. Sooner we leave the better. Time is money, after all.”

With my chains gone, I climbed to my feet. Fluffy stared at me, like she didn’t know if she wanted to hug me or hide.
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KITTY

I grimaced as I climbed out of the wagon in this terrible heat. Wagons went back and forth. Some of them were just cages on wheels on their way to mines, quarries or personal armies. Many would leave this plane and never return. I swore for a moment I even recognized a familiar face. A particular squirrel-like demon I’d wanted to bring home to Dapy. Part of me wondered if I should track down her new owner. Maybe she’d be more receptive the second time around?

I snorted and tossed a coin to the driver. He wasn’t a greed demon, so his rates were fair. The Prince of Gluttony didn’t have a portal to the main city where I expected Dapy to have ended up. My poor, weak little human. If you couldn’t stand on your own two feet, you ended up a slave. This place was ruthless. At least they tended to leave the wagons alone. Dapy wouldn’t have had that luxury. Either he wandered around in the heat until he died. Or someone found him. And I was certain he was still alive.

“Pleasure miss. Want me to wait for you?”

I looked back. The demon. A mixed breed. Part gluttony, part… violence perhaps. It was hard to tell. His eyes didn’t quite match, but there was a fiery gleam in them. Could be heresy even. It didn’t matter. The man took my coin with a nod and asked a question.

“No need. I’ll be leaving via a portal when I go,” I told him.

The man gave me a nod and snapped the reins. As the wagon trundled off, I found myself before the familiar building. It had been rebuilt. Which didn’t surprise me in the least. This place made money and was funded heavily by both Greed and Treachery. Besides, with enough slaves, you could build anything remarkably fast. And if it wasn’t well built, you’d punish the slaves and make them do it again.

“Disgusting,” I spat as I made my way to the front doors.

Eyes watched me. Some of them might have even recognized me. None of them reacted. When I first came here, it was through the loading area in the back and I wore chains. Coming here now, I wasn’t dressed like royalty, but nobody was going to question whether I had a purpose. Slaves didn’t return to their masters like this.

Which was why I wasn’t surprised at all, when a tall, golden woman with blood on her hands approached with a smile.

“May I help you?” she asked, taking a white cloth from a fold in her skirts to wipe her hands clean.

“You can certainly try,” I said. My smile was wide and it held a trace of menace. “I think it would be better to discuss things in private.”

“Very well. I’d ask that you excuse the mess though,” she said and gestured for me to follow.

Two rather large demons closed in from either side. They looked like cooled magma, straight from the pits of violence. Clearly she didn’t know who I was. But taking precautions like this meant she at least understood I posed a threat. Stroking my pride already.

We stopped in front of an office door. There, a pair of demons in shackles hauled out a dead woman. She’d been almost entirely decapitated. Prior to that, someone had cut off her hand, going by the bandages.

“Ah, mess,” I chuckled fondly.

“Bad business that,” the woman said and sighed. “She was offered twice the compensation, but still wanted more. When she insisted, I was forced to act.”

The woman shot me a look that was supposed to me menacing. I just grinned in response and saw the moment she realized I wasn’t the small fish she first envisioned. Still, with the two muscle on either side of me, she led the way. The chair that obviously held the dead woman was knocked over. One of the big guys picked it up and dragged it from the room. By the time the woman had taken her own seat, he was back with a fresh chair for me to sit on.

I did just that and met the woman’s eyes.

“You wouldn’t happen to be the demon who led a revolt here recently, would you?” the woman asked.

I nodded. “That would be me, yes.”

“And now you’re here for compensation?”

I took a deep breath and tapped my nose. “Not entirely.”

The woman let out a sigh and shook her head. “Unfortunately, I am unlikely to be able to help you. Our clients are to be protected. We cannot involve ourselves with revenge plots. We can, however, offer compensation in certain circumstances. That will, however, be after we recoup the losses from your… escape.”

“I see,” I said and nodded politely. “And what if all I sought was information on a particular sale?”

“Again,” the woman said and shook her head conciliatorily, “our clients are protected. Even if we kept that information. I could not give it to you.”

“Human,” I whispered.

If not for how hard I had been staring at her aura, I might have missed it. The subtle fluctuation—a massive spike in greed.

“We haven’t seen a true human here in centuries,” she replied softly. “If there is a human on this plane, I would know. There is a strict order from the prince to bring any and all humans to him.”

“Oh?” I asked. “And how long has that order been in place?”
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DAPY

“Ooof,” I gasped as we passed through the portal.

Not because the feeling was overly strange. I was quite used to passing through them by now. No, this was because we’d gone from the horrible heat of the desert. To… ice. It was freezing here. The air cut through to the bone, and we weren’t dressed for the weather.

The golden demon, after confirming that I would behave, brought the two of us to a wagon. A large thing, with two halves. The first being plush and comfortable. It’s where he sat. The back half was where he put us. No windows, no cushions. Fluffy and I were sharing a bench seat. And while I had been left loose inside here, Fluffy was still collared. Collared and locked to the wall so she couldn’t leave, even if she found a way out.

“Oh no,” Fluffy whispered.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, as I started rubbing my shoulders.

“The cold,” she whispered. “We’re not in Greed anymore.”

“That was Greed?” I asked.

Fluffy nodded. “Greed runs the slave markets where we were sold. This cold though… I…” she clammed up.

I reached over and rubbed her shoulder. I’d done it when we first got in here. She seemed to like the contact.

“It’s okay,” I told her. “We’re going to be fine.”

She shook her head and I wanted to assure her. But the wagon rumbled to a halt. I heard the crunch of boots in snow and the door opened. A waft of cold air hit me. It was so cold it stung, and the demon in front of me was covered in thick fur. He looked almost fluffy as he stared at me with yellow eyes.

“Aye. Both here,” he called to someone. “We’re going to make camp. You can stay here, or the master will have a tent put up. Only got one spare blanket, so you two are going to have to get comfy.”

I grimaced and looked around. The compartment we were in was only just large enough to sit in. There wasn’t enough room to lay down. Especially not with the two of us.

“Tent,” Fluffy whispered.

“A tent,” I told the demon. “Please.”

“Eh,” he grunted and closed the door.

“Dapy,” Fluffy whispered. “I’m scared.”

“We’ll be fine,” I told her.

She shook her head. “We’re not though. You don’t know where we are.”

I nodded. “Where are we then?”

The door opened, and the golden demon who bought the two of us stood there with a grin. “Welcome, both of you. To Treachery.” He chuckled and then held out a key.

I took it, and then turned to the lock that kept Fluffy attached to the wall. I let her loose, and handed the demon back his key. He stepped back and gestured for us to join him. The moment I stepped outside, my feet burned in the cold snow, and my skin felt like I was being stabbed with short knives.

“You,” he said to Fluffy. “Keep him warm and comfortable. Whatever it takes.”

“Y-yes sir,” she said, her own skin prickling with the cold before she nodded.

“First warning. I am the master. Forget it at your peril.”

“Yes m-master,” I said and nodded as my teeth began to chatter.

The tent ended up being… small. Barely larger than the compartment in the cabin we had been kept originally. It was low, angled and partially dug into the snow. The golden demon told us that we’d arrive at our destination by the following evening.

I took one look at the tent and crawled in. The blanket was warm, but not particularly large. The tent did a good job keeping the wind off us.

“Let me,” Fluffy whispered.

She lay down, and then pulled me into her arms. She felt warm, and I held her close. Her fluffy tail that was the inspiration for her name, swept up and curled around my back. I shivered and trembled as she pulled the blanket up and remained firmly pressed into my front.

“I didn’t realize humans were so… fragile,” Fluffy whispered.

“You’re not cold?”

“Not like you are,” she whispered, before pressing herself firmer against me. “I’ll get you warm. Don’t you worry.”

“I’m not worried,” I replied through chattering teeth. “Kitty is coming.”

Fluffy breathed out a sigh. “Dapy⁠—”

“She’s coming Fluffy,” I told her. “She won’t leave me here.”

“It’ll be hard to find you though,” Fluffy whispered. “Treachery is… it’s a bad place.”

“Won’t matter,” I said with conviction. “She’s coming.”

Fluffy nodded, before tucking her tail tighter around my back. I was cold, and she was so very warm. I pulled her hard against my chest and she folded her head under my chin.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what?” I asked.

She shrugged. “That demon who bought me. She owned a brothel.”

I frowned. “Of course she did.”

“You don’t sound surprised,” Fluffy muttered.

“Sorry,” I whispered. “Just… you’re so pretty. But that’s… not right to say about the situation.”

“What?” she asked, pushing off my chest.

I looked down and saw the stunned look on her face. “Did I say something wrong?”

She shook her head. “You… know I’m a demon right?”

I nodded. “Yes. I’ve never seen a squirrel demon though. Kitty’s well… a kitty. Then there’s Heify, Agatha and Lydia are like Kitty too. Then there’s Allmiron. She’s a crow⁠—”

“Wait, wait. So… You… wait.” I smiled at her while she frowned in concentration, and that made her blink at me. “Prince Sagroth… was telling the truth?”

Was she? I have no idea what she would have told her. What did Kitty tell her?

“I… don’t know?” I admitted. “What did she tell you?”

“That she wanted me and a bunch of others to come to the human world and fuck her pet human,” she blurted. “I thought she just wanted to make us her own sex slaves. Which… Well she’s the Prince of Lust. That would have been a fine way to spend a millennia or two but⁠—”

“Kitty doesn’t keep slaves,” I told her. “She said she hates the whole idea of slavery.”

“She said that to us too… I thought… I thought it was a trick, so I said no. Then I ran and…” Fluffy let out a sigh and leaned into my chest once more. “I’m so stupid.”

“I don’t think you’re stupid,” I told her. “Do you think I’m stupid?”

Fluffy looked up at me and smirked.

“Ouch…”

She giggled and let out a sigh, before we both froze as something clattered at the entrance.

“Food here,” came a rough voice.

I squirmed as the blanket shifted and cold air got in. Fluffy scrambled out of view, and then came back with a bowl.

“There’s not much in here,” she whispered. “It’s hot though, so you should eat it.”

I frowned and shook my head. “No⁠—”

“Dapy—”

“Fluffy,” I growled back.

She huffed. “Share it then? Because I’m not going to eat all of this in front of you.”

“Fine,” I conceded and nodded slowly.

Fluffy scooped out some of the mixture. It looked like pudding. Thick and slightly lumpy. It stuck to the spoon and she tasted it first. It mustn’t have been bad because she ate the spoonful and scooped out a second. She offered it to me. I opened my mouth and she fed me while her tail slipped up around my back once more. It was some kind of… meat. Or a stew?

It was like the meat had been lightly seasoned with something. Ground up until it was a thick paste and then scraped into the bowl. It wasn’t the tastiest thing I’d eaten, but it wasn’t awful either. Being hot, I felt it settle in my tummy, bite after bite. It wasn’t much, but the two of us felt better by the time we finished it. Fluffy took another moment to set the bowl down by the door and came back to snuggle.

Beneath the blankets, I was finally feeling warm. Partially from the blanket, and partially from Fluffy. I hoped that Kitty found us soon. I didn’t want the master to hurt her. I was also pretty certain that if I told Kitty to bring her, she would. Then we could go find Trorzid and we could all go home.

“You have a nice smile,” Fluffy said.

“Hmm?” I said, looking down at her.

“I said you have a nice smile,” she repeated. “I wish you’d smile at me like that.”

“I can try,” I laughed softly.

She stared up at me. “I think there’s something wrong.”

“Wrong?”

She nodded. “The food… I… Dapy… They put something in it and… I feel like I have to tell you things I normally wouldn’t.”

I recalled what the woman who found me said. She gave me some strange tasting water, and then asked me what I was. Then her father came in and she told him the serum was useless…

“Ah… it… might not work on me,” I said with a frown.

“Oh,” she said and pouted. “No. It doesn’t matter. I trust you.”

“Do you?”

“Mhm,” she said and nodded quickly. “The master. He would have hurt me. You told him the truth so he wouldn’t. I trust you.”

I smiled and gave a small nod.

“I wanna cum on your cock so fucking bad.”

I froze. “What?”

“I… I don’t…” she said and grimaced. “I’m just going to stop talking. It won’t make me talk, but if I talk I’ll just tell you that I get wet every time you call me Fluffy.”

“Oh… Oh no should I stop?” I asked.

“No,” Fluffy snarled, almost angrily. “I want you to tell me how fluffy my tail is, while you slam your giant, human cock into my virginal cunt and breed me like the fuck-meat I am.”

We both stared at one another. Me in total shock at the words that just came out of her mouth. And her, in horror at what she’d just admitted out loud.

“I’m in so much fucking trouble…” Fluffy whispered.

“Why would they even give this to us?” I asked.

“Further confirmation of my theory,” the master’s voice called from outside the tent. “We’ll speak in the morning. Feel free to take advantage of your pet. The serum loosens lips, not legs.”

Fluffy let out a soft whimper. I looked down just as she raised her mouth. It was unintended, but when our lips met, her hands wrapped around my shoulders and her tongue slipped between my lips.


Chapter 7



KITTY

“VOZROK!”

Everyone in the throne room flinched. I hadn’t quite realized who was here. It seemed… just about everyone was. I’d swung by the village, and then the farm. Only the humans strong enough to work the land were tilling the fields. The rest of the humans, they informed me, had been taken in. Which led me here. My throne room reeked of suffering. Not that I blamed it, with all the injured humans littering my realm.

“Kitty,” Efaris hurried over. “Please tell me you found him.”

“I have a lead,” I growled. “Where is Vozrok?”

“She was just here.” Efaris looked around.

“I’ll fetch her,” Miss Piggy said and hurried to the end of the hall, where the doors boomed open on their own accord.

Miss Piggy slammed face first into Heify’s tits, where my glorious general stood for a moment in shock. With gentle hands, she took Miss Piggy by the ear and gently pulled her back.

“My sincerest apologies, General Vozrok,” Miss Piggy pleaded.

“If you are so eager for my milk, you must ask my lord for permission. Not that I believe he would deny you,” she stated, before stepping past.

I saw the look in Heify’s eye. The playfulness was gone. That might have been because of my return, or the fact my arm was still dripping with that woman’s blood. She kept insisting on some idiocy about client privileged information. It was only because she was so horny over the idea of tracking down a human, that I knew for certain she knew who had him. Greed was a funny thing. It all came back to lust. Whether for coin, flesh, pain or whatever else there was, and desires couldn’t hide from the likes of me. Not for such a lowly demon at any rate.

“Am I addressing you at this moment, by title?” Heify asked.

I nodded. “General Vozrok,” I stated loudly enough for my voice to echo through the throne room. “Gather our army.”

“Then…”

“Not yet,” I growled softly. “I know who. Not where.”

General Vozrok stood at attention. “For our lord.”
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DAPY

“Hey, hey, it’s okay,” I tried to soothe her.

“I know it’s going to be okay,” she nodded as tears leaked from her eyes. “Because you’re here. And while I don’t know what to think about the prince, I trust you. Fuck, just admitting that makes me want to ride your cock. Are all humans this addictive, or is it just you?”

I thought about the other people in my life. Efaris was… well she was a wizard, but that was just a kind of human. Kitty didn’t like her at all when they first met. Then again, she didn’t like me either. But she loves me now. That I knew for certain. Outside of the few humans I’d… somehow brought into our home though… Kitty was a monster. She didn’t like humans, she treated murder like a game. I knew, even if she tried being good, Kitty was a bad person. They all were… Even me.

“I’ve wanted to suck your dick since we were in the slave wagon together,” she whispered.

“What?”

“I’ve never felt a real cock before,” she blurted. “When I realized who bought me, I was upset that I lost my chance.”

“Fluffy,” I tried to calm her.

“I’m your Fluffy,” she agreed and rubbed against me. “I’ll keep you warm. I’ll keep you safe. Satisfied, whatever you want. I’m your Fluffy. Your Fluffy.”’

“Okay, okay,” I said soothingly. “You’re my Fluffy.”

“I’m your Fluffy.” She giggled, then groaned. “I don’t like the stuff he fed us.”

“I know⁠—”

“Because you don’t believe me how badly I want to feel your cock stretch my insides,” she continued.

“I’m just worried that this isn’t really you,” I pleaded with her.

She sighed and shook her head. “What he gave me is just making my inside thoughts come out. I’ve been thinking about what it would feel like for you to throb inside me since I recognized the scent on you. But Mama raised me to be a good girl, so that I wouldn’t be picked up by the first demon with a hard cock who caught my attention.”

The wind rustled the tent and a draft blew in. I shivered as the too small blanket lifted at the edge, and Fluffy pulled me firmer against her.

“This blanket is too small,” she grouched, before rolling onto her back.

Which forced me to lay atop her. She was smaller than me, but her demon body was stronger than my own. She opened her legs, letting her tail pull higher, curling up between both our legs and laying up along my back. Far warmer than the blanket. It also made us take up less room, now we were pressed so close to one another, which helped with the blanket issue.

“What would the prince say, if she saw you laying here between my legs like this?” she asked.

I swallowed nervously and then froze. Because I knew exactly what she’d say. I stared into Fluffy’s pink eyes. She was beautiful. Warm. Very, very fluffy. Like me, she was naked, and I could feel the wet heat of her pussy pressing into my stomach. All I had to do was shift up slightly…

“I’m a demon of The Plane of Lust, Dapy,” she whispered. “I’m not a slave to my vices. If you don’t want me, then just stay here so we can both be warm. But my cunt is screaming for you to fill it.”

Was I being stupid? I’m pretty sure I was being stupid. I knew what the demons were like. Her pink eyes didn’t lie. Kitty’s glowed like this when she was horny. Which could still be the potion, but other than making herself entirely available… She could overpower me without even trying. Instead she was just lying there… hoping.

And she was so very warm. I was already moving, even if I hadn’t admitted to myself what I was doing yet. Some might call this cheating, yet… It was practically expected of me. Even Efaris would agree. I shifted, raising myself up, and Fluffy’s eyes widened as I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and the back of her head. I was just about to kiss her, when she froze.

“Wait.”

“Huh?”

“If you kiss me I’ll cum.”

I stared at her, while she seemed to blush furiously. “You’ll what?”

“I’m so horny right now, if you kiss me, I’ll cum. So don’t kiss me, until you’re inside me, because the first time I cum I want to do it like a good little whore. Wrapped around your cock like you own me.”

“Wouldn’t that mean that… you’ll cum as… soon…”

She nodded slowly.

“And… you’re sure?”

“That I’ll cum, or that I want this?” she asked. “Because if I could buy back my freedom, I’d sell myself back to you for the price of slamming your hips forward.”

“Slam?”

I felt her hands grasp at my hips. She pulled and I felt my cock slip into the crease between her legs. There was a single moment of resistance, before something released and I sank all the way to the hilt inside her. I gasped and then moaned as she pulled me into a kiss. She writhed below me as her pussy throbbed and squeezed. She was telling the truth. About all of it. And I knew what she wanted.

I pulled back and her eyes opened. Only for those same eyes to roll as I slammed my hips forward once more. I timed my thrusts between the squeezes of her internal muscles. Her legs tightened around my hips as she clung to me. Her tail pressed firmly against my back, preventing me from moving away, while her tongue danced along my lips.

My Fluffy was experiencing bliss. Wet squelches spurted from her flower as I thrust into her. She was soaking the bed, but neither of us cared. I was used to this kind of thing, even if I didn’t like to admit it. I took my time with her. Thrusting firmly as she ground up into me, kissing her to keep her quiet. This wasn’t the best place to do this, and I wanted it to be as special as I could. Fluffy didn’t deserve this. None of it. Not like this at least.

So I held her close. And I kissed her softly. I thrust into her and drove her to heights of pleasure she’d never known in her life, and the whole time, I prayed for my Kitty to find us.
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KITTY

“Sagroth?”

“Hmmm?” I turned and looked Vozrok in the eye. “Sorry. I’m feeling a little distracted. Could have sworn for a moment I felt a surge of lust and… I’m probably going crazy.”

Vozrok nodded slowly, before looking out over the formed troops. Every one of them was a volunteer. Half of them knew Dapy personally. Half of those had, if not shared a bed with him, had certainly spent time begging for the opportunity. One and all, they knew their duty and knew what was coming.

This wasn’t an invasion. This was a surgical strike. We had to move quickly and⁠—

“So this is it?” Efaris asked.

I grimaced. “Efaris⁠—”

“Don’t even think it.”

“Efaris—”

“I am not afraid of you,” Efaris growled. “I’m coming.”

“Efaris—”

“I can portal you furry fucking idiot!” she snapped.

I froze, mouth open, and then turned to look at her. She wore her cloak and had that ridiculous hat stuffed under one arm. The one that made her look like an old man. Behind her stood… everyone. Hissy, Miss Piggy. Allmiron, the twins. All of them. All wearing armor, or at least holding something resembling a weapon.

“We find him together,” Efaris snarled at me. “Or separately.”

“And if I break your arms and legs and leave you here?”

Efaris sniffed. “Then when you find him. I’ll tell him what you did to me.”

Shit… “You wouldn’t.”

“I would,” she growled. “I’ll tell him how much it hurt. And how scared I am. At the very least, he’ll give me all the attention for a while, and we both know he won’t accept you not bringing him home to me.”

“You’re evil,” I growled.

“No,” Efaris said with a laugh. “You’re evil. I’m a wife.” I froze and even Efaris seemed to pull back. “I… didn’t mean for it to come out like that.”

“Well it did,” I growled. “But… I also understand your point. So, I suggest a compromise.”

“I’m not compromising about following you,” she warned.

I shook my head. “No, that was already decided, once you threatened to tell Dapy. You’re right. He’d forgive me, but he’d be mad at me for a while and… not in the fun way. No, you’re right. You’re his wife, and I’m not. So after we rescue him, you’re going to preside over our wedding, so he can marry me as well.”

Efaris stared at me, then let out a sigh. “Fine.”

I blinked. “Wait, really?”

“Kitty, that idiot would marry everyone here if you bullied him into it, and we both know that’s how it’d end up eventually.”

Shit… I didn’t think of that…

“Now,” Efaris cleared her throat. “This looks like an effective force. But I doubt you’re about to siege anyone with it. What’s the plan.”

“Original plan was to sneak everyone through a city, cross the continent, and then break into the palace and murder the Prince of Greed,” I told her.

“Okay, and now that I’m able to open a portal?” she asked.

I stared at her and then at Vozrok.
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“You’re cute when you’re grumpy,” Efaris said with a smirk.

I sighed. “And you’re a slut for anal when you’re drunk. While I respect that, we have a job to do, remember?”

“Right,” she muttered. “This hangover is going to suuuuuck.”

I nodded. It was going to suck. For all involved. But it was going to be worth it. What should have taken days, was only a matter of hours. Allmiron, holding a coin imbued with the drunk wizard’s power, was winging her way across Greed as quickly as she could. All she needed to do was drop it into the city, and Efaris could use that coin to open a portal. Since Allmiron had left, all Efaris had done was drink. Something that sounded stupid in practice, but her particular type of wizardry put her on the same scale of danger as… well maybe not me, but I certainly wouldn’t want to deal with her right now.

And the moment that happened, I knew, because Efaris twitched.

“Ready?”

“Fuck yeah!”

She threw her head back and I gestured for Vozrok. She stood and let out a mighty bellow, summoning the rest of the forces to stand. They got into a pair of lines, as Efaris’s eyes swirled with color. The portal snapped open before her and the moment it was clear, Vozrok charged through. The soldiers were only a step behind, streaming into the palace of Greed. That bastard sacked my keep. It was only right that I return that favor.
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DAPY

“Breakfast.”

The flap of the tent shifted and cold air washed in. I shivered as I pulled back from the cold, only for Fluffy’s warm tail to wrap around me once more. That was enough to wake me properly and I looked down at her yawning face as she blinked up at me.

“Good morning.”

“Good…” she paused. “Morning.”

I frowned and tilted my head. “Are you okay?”

“Fine,” she smiled. “The potion has worn off.”

“Oh.” I nodded and then nervously looked down.

“Mmm,” she said and snuggled against my chest. “No. I told no lies. I’d do it all again right now if we had the time.”

“You don’t,” came the master’s voice from outside. “Eat. Then back in the wagon. We have a lot of travelling to do today.”

It was the same strange paste from the evening before. I ate a bite. Then Fluffy ate. We alternated mouthfuls until it was all finished. The master, or at least the fluffy demon that got us from the wagon seemed to know the moment we were done, because he ripped the tent up the moment we set the empty bowl down. Cold wind picked up the blanket making the two of us yelp.

“UP!” he snapped. “Get up! MOVE!”

We scrambled to our feet. The ice burned my toes, Fluffy took one look at me and clung to my side, wrapping her tail around me as I began to shiver.

“Good,” the master said, strolling through the snow. “You remembered my instructions. Into the wagon.”

We hurried over and climbed inside. It had been warm when we were here the first time. Now, it was ice cold. I was staring at the seat with dread, before the blanket was thrown at me. I turned and watched the scowling servant stalk away as the master stood before us.

“Get comfortable you two. It’ll be a day or two until we arrive. Keep him warm,” he warned Fluffy. “And don’t get any stupid ideas, because even a blind, mute torso can keep you warm.”

Fluffy let out a whimper and I nodded. “We won’t cause trouble… master.”

“Good.” He smirked when I used the honorific he wanted.

Then he closed the door. Fluffy nuzzled into me and I pulled the blanket around the two of us. At least as much as I could, before the wagon lurched into motion. We fell into the wall, and then slumped into the seat. Neither of us were cuffed, so we could move about. Not that either of us wanted to, with how cold it was.

“Dapy,” Fluffy whispered. “Whatever happens.”

“We’re going to be okay,” I promised her.

She smiled and shook her head. “No, I just… I wanted to say, no matter what happens, I don’t regret the time I spent with you. None of it.”

I kissed her and she smiled, before snuggling in close. The compartment we were in was cramped. Originally we had sat side by side. In the cold though, we had ended up with me on the bench, with the blanket at my back. That protected my skin from the wood and cold. While Fluffy knelt before me, pressed into my chest, with her tail fluffed out to shield us both from the air.

It worked well, but it also put us into a precarious position. Or… more specifically. Me. It was putting me into a precarious position.

“It’s okay, you know?”

I let out a sigh, before grunting as the wagon went over another bump. There were a lot of bumps, which was the problem. I had a naked woman in my lap, who had a very warm body pressed against me. That warm body, currently had my erection pressed against it. In fact, if I wasn’t mistaken, her clit was lying directly on the head of my cock, with the rest of her pussy pressed against the underside of my shaft. Every bump caused a bounce and her pussy would slide back and forth along the shaft.

“Dapy—”

“I know Fluffy,” I said and stifled another moan. “I know. I just… I know…”

“You’re worried.”

I nodded.

“About me?”

“About everything,” I admitted. “You, my wife, Kitty, Heify, the farm… I’m even a baron now. There’s people back home depending on me.”

“Wow,” Fluffy said and sighed as we went over another bump. “All that.”

“Yeah—”

“You need to relax,” she whispered.

“That’s hardly the point,” I grumbled.

“Sure it is,” she said, before raising her hips.

“Fluffy—”

“Nu uh,” she shook her head as she wiggled her hips, slipping my cock further down towards her opening. “I can’t change any of that. But I can change this.”

“Fluffy,” I gasped as she started sliding down my shaft.

“There,” she giggled as she settled back in my lap once more. “Isn’t that more comfortable?”

I let out a sigh and hugged her close again. She leaned into my chest as the wagon bounced a few times, causing her to bounce on my cock in turn. The two of us moaned and I had to agree, it was fairly distracting. It was hard to focus on the doom and gloom of being sold into slavery in an icy hellhole… when I was being intimate with someone so lovely and warm.

The wagon rumbled, and Fluffy let out a soft whimper as she ground against me. Despite everything… I didn’t hate this. My life had turned into a chaotic fever dream of attractive women, sex and strange magical powers. None of it made sense, and the longer it went on, the less I cared.

After all the teasing from having my trapped cock rubbed for hours on end, it only took another bump in the road before I was pushed too far. Fluffy jerked and spasmed in my lap. My hot seed flooding her body. Her pink eyes glowed in the dark of the compartment as we came together.
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KITTY

I stormed towards the great doors. Vozrok had already dealt with the guards. Even as I approached, hand clutching Efaris’s as she staggered along beside me, Vozrok raised her foot. The kick she delivered shook the door, and served only to piss her off. Greed was a funny thing. Hard to find quality whenever someone was willing to cut a corner. Expensive didn’t mean efficient, nor did it mean strong. This wood might have cost the prince a fortune, but it splintered under her anger and the doors flew open.

Behind, were the gathered guards of the keep. They weren’t prepared for an attack like this. Their forces were depleted from the attack on my plane. That wasn't a reason to show them mercy. They started this. They picked the fight and they involved themselves too deeply to ignore. And I wasn’t feeling particularly merciful.

Spear in hand, I hauled my wizard into battle. She let out a girlish snort, even through her old man disguise and twirled her hand. I watched as a portal opened, though it did so horizontally, about a foot off the ground, in the middle of the room. Everything below the portal remained in place, while everything above, fell into what appeared to be a silent void.

When Efaris closed the portal, she giggled as dozens of severed ankles bled on the floor where the soldiers of greed once stood.

“Get ‘em Kitty,” Efaris said and promptly patted my head.

I wanted to growl at her for that. But honestly, I’d never been so aroused by another woman before. Vozrok must have felt the same as she launched in alongside me. Her with a blade in each hand, me with my spear. The soldiers of Greed were lambs to the slaughter. I stabbed one, only to impale three more. A swing to throw them clear sent them flying into their comrades. Efaris, after a drunken stagger, unleashed a blast of kaleidoscopic energy that tore through the middle of the room, carving a hole through the wall in the far side, killing dozens more.

With the battle underway, my soldiers streamed into the keep, and took immediate hard turns for the wings and stairs. They had their own fun, while I had mine.
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TRORZID

I wept. It hurt. Everything hurt. The bandages, my wounds, even my heart. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold on. They wouldn’t even let me sleep. Something kept booming down the hallway. Just loud enough to disturb my rest. I was losing my mind and I didn’t know what to do. When the screaming started, I joined in. I let the rage, the grief and my pains consume me. I howled to the sky above and howled some more.

When the door burst open and the familiar woman stormed in, I could only rage further. She had a strange look in her eye though and rushed to my side. I thrashed when she reached for me. Nothing would ever make me welcome her. I despised her. Hated her. Wished for her to suffer endlessly like she made me.

“Now, now, none of that,” she said in a strange worried tone. “Need to get you presentable.”

“NO!” I shrieked. “DON’T TOUCH ME!”

As if my words were prophetic, the door burst in. Not like they did at times to shock me. This time, the door came off its hinges. Figures flooded into the room, weapons drawn and I watched as each of them froze as they saw me.

“Is this real?” I asked as I saw the pink glint in their eyes.

“I-I’ve been caring for her⁠—”

“DON’T YOU TOUCH ME!” I yelled at her.

That was all I needed as Prince Sagroth’s forces surged forward. My tormentor let out a terrified shriek as they hauled her away from me. There was more shouting, and then my relief doubled as the huge form of General Vozrok entered the room. She stared down at me with a look in her eye. One that I’d never quite seen before.

“Oh, Trorzid.”

Her hands were gentle. I flinched anyway. She stared at me for a long moment, before whispering sweet words in my ear. It was the first real tenderness I had experienced since I had arrived in this place and I’m not ashamed to admit I wept as she carried me. The scent of blood filled my nose and I took comfort that they had finally come.

“My prince!” Vozrok’s voice snarled. “A moment, please?”

“What… Vozrok, who is that?” Prince Sagroth sounded angry.

Vozrok set me down, on a padded bench, and I stared up at the prince. She had horror written across her features as she stared at me.

“T-Trorzid?”

“My prince,” I tried to smile, but it came off as a grimace.

“No, no,” she said and leaned down at eye level. “Rest. rest now. You… You did well.”

“Not well enough,” I muttered.

“What did you tell them?” she asked.

I glared at her. “Nothing.”

She stared at me for several moments, before nodding. “We will see you healed. And then rewarded in any way you see fit. I… don’t know if I can make this right but… Dapy will be pleased to see you alive regardless.”

“Even like this?”

“You think Dapy so shallow?” Sagroth asked, before shaking her head. “You fool, you don’t know the half of it.”

I was out of that hell hole. The attention of the prince’s human, would be nice. But I wasn’t going to hold my breath. I was barely a thing, now.
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KITTY

“So he’s not here,” I said and nodded as I sat in the throne of Greed. “Not Dapy, nor Greed himself. I thought at least one I’d find.”

“We found the escape tunnels too. They weren’t used either. Greed must not have been here at all when we arrived,” Vozrok told me. “We have scouted the entire keep. The slaves have been removed, the soldiers dealt with. The staff are being interviewed.

“You think they know something?”

“Maybe,” Vozrok said. “I was just curious which of them knew anything about Trorzid.”

I grimaced at that. The poor thing. I hired her due to the skill of her sword, back in the first campaign against Greed—when that fool invaded my plane. Seeing what was done to her… I had seen limbs reattached, but… there were no limbs left to attach. Then there was the experiments done on her. The demon responsible had already succumbed to her injuries. Trorzid’s options weren’t great. The demon had been shaving the damaged flesh, and shaping the scars. It would have been agony for her and it only made it harder to figure out a way to give her back some mobility.

They had utterly destroyed her. For whatever purpose, I knew not. Dapy would care for her regardless. Just for now, it was hard to convince her to eat, and even while she slept, it was fitful and panic inducing. Every time she closed her eyes, they must have come for her.

“Vozrok,” I caught my general’s attention. “When we leave, I want the keep destroyed. Let nothing remain. When we find Dapy, we will return here, and finish whatever remains. All of it.”


Chapter 8



DAPY

“Please?”

“Hmm?” I blinked and then regretted waking, since cold air wafted down my back.

“Wha—?” Fluffy blinked up at me, before pulling her tail tighter around my back. “You say something?”

I blinked and looked around quickly. All that reached my ears was the sound of the wind. It didn’t quite howl, but it picked up, and the air got colder the longer we travelled. That voice though… It wasn’t Fluffy. I knew her voice quite well by now. She was just… insatiable.

“What’s wrong, Dapy?”

“Nothing,” I lied.

She let out a soft sigh and gave me a nudge. That nudge turned into a firm push, and I rolled onto my back, laying atop her tail. If that hurt her in any way, she didn’t show it as she wriggled atop me.

“Talk to me?” she pleaded softly.

“It’s nothing,” I tried again. “Just… hearing things.”

“You heard something?” Fluffy asked before sitting up.

I felt the wash of cold and she realized what she had done. As quickly as the cold arrived, I had a warm body pressed down on me once more.

“Sorry,” she whispered as she wriggled. Which had the unfortunate effect of smooshing my erection between her thighs… “I should warm you up.” Or… it was intentional.

“Fluffy—”

“Shh, shh,” she interrupted as she squeezed her thighs and gently rocked. “Tell me what you heard?”

I let out a sigh as I tried to ignore the growing slickness between her legs. “Just a voice.”

“A voice?” Fluffy asked. “The master?”

“No,” I said and frowned. “I didn’t recognize her.”

“Her?”

I shrugged. “Sounded like a woman.”

“And what did she say?”

I frowned and shook my head. “She said, please.”

“Please?” Fluffy frowned. “What, like… Please don’t hurt me? Please choke me a little?”

“Just the one word,” I replied, trying and failing spectacularly to ignore her.

“Well it wasn’t me,” Fluffy whimpered as she rocked her slick thighs back and forth. “Because if it were me, I’d have finished with, ‘Please tell me how good I am at cumming on your cock,’ like the cum addicted slut I am.”

I glanced down, and saw the look on her face. She said it. She meant it. But that almost sounded like they’d given her… whatever it was that they put in her food that first night.

“Fluffy—”

“I know,” she whispered. “I know. That just… came out.”

“I didn’t think they were giving you that stuff anymore?” I asked.

“I… I don’t…” She looked conflicted. “I don’t think they are.”

I stared at her. I wished I could see auras like everyone else. Something that might tell me what was wrong with her. I was broken though. Defective in my own way. Which left me little choice.

“Okay,” I said, rolling over.

Fluffy flopped onto the floor and tried to wrap her arms around me. Which I stopped, by sitting up. She stared at me like I’d slapped her, before I yanked the blanket off and stuffed it between us.

“Dapy?”

“Stay,” I warned her as I crawled over the frozen ground to the tent exit.

“DAPY!”

I ignored her and made my way out. The wind bit into my skin. I was still nude, but I needed to find her help. She wasn’t acting right. I’d heard of people getting sick after eating fruit, or being stung by certain instincts. This might be similar. What took me by surprise, was how blind I would be in the snow. My skin burned, and my eyes did too. Squinting in the dark, I couldn’t see anything. Just mounds of snow piled up all around me.

I couldn't even see the tent where I’d just come from and when I turned around, I couldn’t quite make out where I’d come from. My footsteps were already gone. Which meant I was in real trouble. I’d seen the snow before. But not like this. My teeth chattered and I looked around, right as a large hand wrapped around my neck.

“You damned fool!”

The pulled and lifted. I almost came off my feet as the figure dragged me. It was only moments before light erupted in the dark and I was thrown to the ground. I gasped and looked around, before spotting the golden demon who had bought me.

“What is the meaning of this?” he snarled. “You tried to run?”

“No!” I shook my head. “I mean, no master. It’s Fluffy! Something’s wrong with her!”

The golden man frowned. One moment he looked angry enough to kill, the next, he just looked confused. “Wrong?”

“She’s not acting right,” I blurted. “That… that meal you gave her. That made her act funny. She’s acting like that, but she doesn’t think you’ve been giving it to her.”

“I haven’t been,” he admitted. “We only needed that first dose to test a theory.”

“But—”

“Never you mind,” he scoffed, before shaking his head. “Fetch her.”

“Yes Master.”

I turned and spotted the furry demon who seemed to be the one actually looking after us. He stormed out into the snow once more, leaving me on my knees before the master. Who stared down at me.

“You’re just full of surprises, aren’t you Dapy,” he said in a bored tone.

“I… don’t know what to say to that, master,” I replied with a shrug.

“No. If you did, things wouldn’t have worked out like this,” he muttered.

The tent flap whipped open, and Fluffy fell to her knees beside me. She was shivering and there were frozen tears stuck to her cheeks.

“Oh, oh Dapy,” she said, pressing herself close.

“Gently, you idiot,” the master said with a shake of his head.

“Sorry sir,” the furry demon apologized.

“Now, Fluffy,” the master addressed her. “How do you feel.”

“Fine, master,” she replied quickly as she wrapped her tail around Dapy to keep him warm.

“Is that the truth?” the master asked.

Fluffy let out a whimper, before lowering her head. “I’m… struggling with impulses.”

“To mate?”

She nodded.

“Him specifically?”

She nodded again.

The demon leaned back. He thought for a moment, before getting up. He walked over to a nearby set of chests, before prying one open. He reached in, shifted a few things out, and then plucked out a small, drawstring bag. Out of which, he extracted a small, glowing crystal. That glow increased until it hurt to look at, as he moved closer.

“Dapy,” he called me. “Stand on the far side of the tent.”

I looked at Fluffy and she nervously looked at me.

“Don’t make me order you again,” he warned.

I swallowed and got up. Fluffy’s tail slipped away and I moved to the far side of the tent to wait. As I got further from him, the glow of the crystal dulled. The master stared at it, before approaching me. That glow increased once more. Then he moved away, and strode back over to Fluffy. As he did, the glow diminished once more. He moved closer to the furry demon, where the glow began to increase once more.

“Well, this is a fortuitous turn of events,” he muttered. He then looked up at the furry demon. “Take them back to bed. We leave early in the morning. Fetch them an extra blanket or two if they want it.”

“Yes sir,” the furry demon bowed.

“And, gently. Do not harm them.”

“Yes sir,” he bowed once more.

“Dapy, Fluffy. Back to bed, both of you.”

“Yes master,” I nodded as Fluffy said the same.

I hurried to her side and helped her up. She took my hand and immediately pressed to my side. Her tail wrapped around us both, and the furry demon gestured for us to follow. He didn’t grab, but he moved at almost a run. We practically sprinted through the cold, back to the tent. I shoved Fluffy ahead of me, and she scrambled in with me right behind her. The two of us dove into the bed and Fluffy clung to me like she needed me to live.

The furry demon outside marched off, and then returned, only stopping long enough to shove a pair of blankets under the edge of the tent. I snagged them both and pulled them over us. They weren’t any larger than the one we started with, but now, with three, it felt much warmer. Warm enough that Fluffy let out a soft purr of happiness as she nuzzled into my chest.

“I told you to stay,” she whispered.

“I needed to make sure you’re okay,” I insisted. “And… I guess whatever is wrong with you… is a good thing?”

“He sent extra blankets,” she purred. “If I was dying, he would have just killed me.”

“Really?”

“Greed demon,” she said and shrugged slightly. “Keeping me fed costs him money. So I’m worth keeping alive, and now apparently I’m worth extra.”

“Why would you now be worth extra?” I wondered aloud.

Fluffy shook her head. Neither of us really understood what was going on right now. We just had each other. And the knowledge, that somewhere out there—Kitty was coming.
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KITTY

“Is…”

“She’s not a snack,” I growled at the Prince of Gluttony. “She’s my… steward.”

“I see,” he replied, sounding slightly dejected.

The look on Trorzid’s face was priceless. Then again, I’d be worried too, sitting in front of a creature like him. Hell, even now, he was eating something the size of a whole cow. It… no, it definitely was a whole cow. How did he get a cow down here? Must be farming them somehow?

“It still leaves me with questions,” I said and sighed as I took my seat beside Trorzid.

Efaris wasn’t going to join us. After the battle, she was too drunk and then too hung over to attend a feast like this. Vozrok had remained with her, so I came along with Trorzid. Limbless or not, she was still an important figure in my plane.

“How am I supposed to feed myself?” Trorzid asked.

“I’ll feed you,” I told her.

“That’s… humiliating,” she said and frowned.

“Isn’t that a good thing?” I asked, feeling her lust fluctuating.

“Not when you do it,” she admitted. I paused, and looked her in the eye. She blushed and lowered her gaze. “Okay, maybe a little.”

“Dapy?”

Trorzid frowned. I could tell, even without the aura she was a twisted ball of emotion about that one. She didn’t know what to think about her situation. I couldn’t remember if I had told her about the time Efaris put my limbs through portals. Dapy seemed fine with it at the time. Knowing him, even if her current situation bothered her, he’d still care. If there was one thing my pathetic little human was capable of, it was compassion.

“So, Prince Sagroth. Your exploits were… valuable?” The Prince of Gluttony asked.

“I achieved half the goal,” I replied evenly.

“Half?” Trorzid asked.

“Dapy wandered into the plane of Greed, searching for you,” I explained.

Trorzid turned and stared at me. “He did what?”

“That’s why we’re looking for him,” I told her. “That’s why we came. He went searching for you. That’s what started all this.”

“He… for me?”

“That idiot has such a big heart. It’s the second nicest part of him that throbs.” I smirked.

Trorzid stared at me for a moment, before letting out a giggle. Then she frowned. “Wait… then…”

“You know something?”

She shook her head, then frowned. “I don’t know. They… they kept trying to get me to turn on you.”

“That would be normal,” I said and shrugged. “And I trust that you did not. You have a certain amount of pride over the fact, despite it all.”

“No,” Trorzid shook her head. “My prince, they were very, very insistent. Like they needed it. The… the things they did.”

I looked over and saw the haunted look on her face. I thought of my Dapy, and with a sigh, I pulled her into my arms. She curled against my shoulder and I rubbed her back while the Prince of Gluttony continued to eat.

“I… I think, I know where he is,” Trorzid whispered.

“Tell me.”

“Treachery.”

I froze. Every part of me wanted to scream defiance at that. I wanted to shout, and curse and deny she said those words.

But where else would he be, but that accursed frozen wasteland?
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DAPY

The soft crunch of snow, made a sudden shift to something hard. The entire wagon began to rumble, and Fluffy and I took notice. We came to a stop, and the two of us held one another. Bundled up like we were, it was far more comfortable. Still cramped. Still naked. But we were warm and had one another. Fluffy’s condition hadn’t changed much. She didn’t feel sick, nor did I. But… well we had a lot, and I mean, a LOT of sex. To be honest, it was a little smelly, even for a farm boy like me.

The wagon lurched into movement once more. And then within a few seconds stopped. Then started again. I was confused about what was happening before Fluffy frowned.

“We’re in a line,” she whispered.

“A line?”

She nodded. “To get into a city. Some cities, the guards stop everyone coming in or going out. Check their wagons and packs. Make sure they’re not smuggling anything.”

“Oh,” I said and frowned. “Then… that means…”

“Wherever he was taking us,” she whispered.

“We’re here,” I added quietly.

The wagon lurched a half dozen more times. We could make out voices now. Orders shouted, instructions given. The wind continued to howl, so we couldn't make out the words, just the authority they commanded.

When the thump came from the wagon, both of us flinched. We huddled together and heard more shouting. That was followed by a door opening, and then the door to our compartment followed. Wind howled in from outside. Our blankets flapped and the door slammed shut once more.

I could only assume that we’d been checked by someone. Another door opened and closed, and then the wagon lurched forward once more. This time, it didn’t stop. I figured we’d been let into wherever it was we’d been taken. The wagon made a few turns. Fluffy and I held one another, and then our breaths when we finally came to another stop. Somewhere out of the wind. Somewhere quiet.

“Finally,” the voice of the master echoed outside. “Get them out. We’ll stay the night and see the prince in the morning.”

I had a dim hope that the prince he mentioned was Kitty. But I doubted it.

“Get them out, and then to the baths,” the master ordered.

“Separately, or⁠—”

“No, no. Send them together. They’ve been compliant. They can have this last night of peace.”

I frowned and Fluffy began to tremble as she squeezed herself into my side.

“No matter what happens,” I told her. “I’ll find you. I swear.”

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep, Dapy.”

“I’m not,” I said, kissing her head. “If I’m alive, I’m coming. No matter what.”

She looked up at me, and I stared into her pink eyes. “Okay.”

I went to kiss her, but the door to the compartment yanked open. Outside was dark, but it felt more like we were inside somewhere. The furry demon glared at us both.

“Bring the blankets. You’ll need them,” he ordered.

I pulled the closest one around Fluffy, then bundled the second around myself. The third, I held in my arms and made my way out. The demon waited for Fluffy to exit, before closing the compartment. We were indoors. A warehouse, filled with wagons. There were other demons walking around. More of the furry ones. A few others, mostly greed demons, though they weren’t as nicely dressed as the master.

“This way,” our guide ordered as he started to march.

I looked at Fluffy and saw her nod. Then made my way after him. The air here was cold. Not the biting cold of outside, but cold enough my feet stung on the stone floor. We hurried to the far end, where we were brought into a narrow hallway, that turned around. And promptly exited into something that looked like a tavern.

Music reached my ears. Demons laughed and sang. Ale flowed, meals were delivered and… I looked away from the nude women dangling from the ceilings. Bound so they couldn’t move, they looked like the victims of giant spiders. From the way they shouted prices at the patrons below, they were supposed to be there, but… Well that was a bit much, even for me.

“Stick close,” our guide ordered.

He led the way and Fluffy and I found ourselves guided to a flight of stairs. We hurried up behind him and he took us into another hall. Here, he opened a door and ushered us in. The room was small. There was a lust demon inside, who smiled politely at the three of us.

“Two,” the furry demon told her.

“And—”

“Slaves,” he muttered. “No services. They’re to bathe, and then be delivered to room thirteen.”

The lust demon nodded. “At once, sir.”

The furry demon shot us a warning glare, before storming back out the way he came. Leaving us with the lust demon. She looked us over and then let out a long sigh.

“Come on. I can’t bathe you, but I can show you where to go. Do you have clothes under the blankets?”

“No,” I replied softly.

She nodded. “I thought not. If you wash the blankets, I can put them over by the fire. They’ll take some time to dry, but you’re welcome to wait as long as you need. Or until your master comes to fetch you.”

“Thank you,” I told her.

She smiled and gestured for us to follow. It wasn’t far. A few twists past what looked like private rooms, before we arrived in a large bath. It was communal. Dozens of demons were in here. Many of them lust demons, but there were others too. Furry ones that seemed to live in this icy place were the net common. A handful of greed demons dotted about. There were a few rather large demons who… were being fed. And some others I didn’t quite recognize. None of them paid us any attention as we arrived.

“Now, my suggestion. Get in with those blankets,” she said, pointing to the bath. “There’s soaps placed around the edge. Those are complimentary, so please use them. On the blankets first. Then—” she pointed over to the many fireplaces around the room. “—find a spot for the blankets. Hang them up, then come back and enjoy the water until they’re dry.”

“Thank you.” I smiled.

She nodded politely, and after looking at us both, she scurried away like she needed to do something. We watched her go without comment, before Fluffy nudged me.

“C’mon. I want to get clean.”

I nodded and the two of us went over to the bath. It felt odd getting in with blankets, but we’d been told to do just that. The two of us stepped into the water, and found it delightfully warm. We hurried then. Tossing the blankets aside to drop into the water. It was almost shoulder deep, letting us swim if we wanted to. I didn’t know how to swim, but Fluffy did, and she giggled as she paddled out and came back again.

She kept going until she bumped and then nuzzled into me. I laughed at her antics and kissed her, before she pulled out of my arms and paddled to the side. She grabbed the blanket and then snatched the soap off the side, before giving me a look. I nodded and headed over to help. It took some time to wash a whole blanket by hand. We managed it though, and I picked it up, before giving it a squeeze to remove the water. Then carried it over to the fire.

When I turned and walked back to the bath, I had the feeling that someone was watching me. Ignoring that, I helped scrub the second blanket and repeated the action. It was on the third blanket, I realized that while walking back, almost all the lust demons were staring at me. Though when I noticed, they all looked away like they’d been caught doing something wrong.

I frowned, but kept it to myself as I made my way back to the bath. Fluffy had been joined by one of the lust demons. In fact, it was the same one who had brought us here. Though now she was nude too and helping wash Fluffy’s tail.

“Dapy,” Fluffy said with a blissful smile. “I hope you don’t mind. But Jolroth here volunteered to wash my fur.”

“That’s fine,” I replied as I got into the water. “You… do remember⁠—”

“I volunteered,” Jolroth said and gave a small nod. “Your friend…”

“Fluffy,” Fluffy stated.

“Fluffy. Yes. Nickname?”

“It’s what he calls me,” she blushed. “It’s not my real name, but… I think I like it more.”

“You didn’t tell me your real name,” I pointed out. “That’s why I call you Fluffy.”

Jolroth watched us both with amusement. “You’ve been together long?”

“A couple weeks,” I admitted. “Our master brought us together. Put us in a wagon and brought us straight here.”

“Right,” Jolroth said in a tone that made me think she didn’t quite believe us. “Regardless. I’m here to keep the others away. You’re causing quite a fuss.”

“We are?” I asked. “We haven’t said anything to anyone.”

“You… don’t know?” Jolroth asked.

I shook my head, and Fluffy began to blush like she might have.

“Men, am I right?” Jolroth giggled. “Your wife here, absolutely reeks of lust. I do hope that you aren’t separated. Something this potent should be cherished.”

“She’s not…” I frowned. “Wait, cherished?”

“Of course,” she said, frowning slightly in confusion. “Pregnancies are rare enough as it is. That this one is causing such a reaction in your wife⁠—”

“Wait, wait, wait,” I shook my head. “Pregnant?”

“I normally wouldn’t go for the dumb ones,” Jolroth said, turning to Fluffy, who was staring at her. “Wait… you really didn’t know?"

“I’m… pregnant?” Fluffy asked.

“I’m… sorry if this isn’t something you wanted,” Jolroth replied nervously. “Is he… not⁠—”

“Dapy is the only man I’ve slept with, in my life,” she trembled. “The… the master gave me something and… I got all hot… is…”

“Ah,” she nodded. “Yes. Likely what he gave you increased your fertility. Expensive. I hope his intentions… well…”

“You’re pregnant?” I blurted.

Fluffy looked at me and her face twisted slightly. Fear was written across her features, and I swallowed my disbelief as I faced facts. This… this didn’t matter. She was my Fluffy. Kitty… Efaris… They’d probably be furious, but… no. They’d be fine. They’d probably want to be pregnant too.

“Okay,” I breathed a sigh and slipped into the water. “Okay, you’re pregnant. I’m the father.”

“I’ll give you two some space,” Jolroth said, before paddling away towards a gaggle of lust demons who sat nearby.

“Dapy?”

I looked up, and saw her. Fluffy. Terrified. Trembling. I slumped back in the water and leaned on the edge of the bath as she pressed close.

“You’re pregnant,” I whispered.

She nodded slowly. “I… I didn’t think… After what they gave me… Dapy, I’m so sorry, I just⁠—”

I grabbed her and pulled her into a kiss. She molded herself to my front. Her arms grabbing me tightly, her legs squeezing my hips. Something splashed in the water beside us. I froze and looked over. It was… a waxy cloth, with some kind of goop on it.

“It’s lubricant! For the water!” Jolroth shouted from where she waited with the others.

It was Fluffy that snagged it. She was like a woman possessed. It made me think of Efaris, when she was drunk. Fluffy must have had the same idea. She scooped out some of the goop. It clung to her hands and she reached down before smearing it along my penis. I rose to the occasion as she massaged me, before giving me a shy smile as she rocked her hips forward.

I accepted the invitation. Taking her by the hips, I lifted her into position and listened to the hitch in her breath as I found it. Not wanting to hurt her, I only gave a small amount of pressure and she relaxed quickly.

“Oh, oh Dapy. I-I… Oh by the hells.”

“Huh?” I frowned and looked up, seeing her panting and wide eyed. “Fluffy, are you okay?”

She blinked and then tilted her head. “I’m getting used to it Dapy. If you were any other man, I’d be really upset that you put your cock in my ass without asking first.”

I froze. “But… oh.. Oh no.”

“You…” She tilted her head. “Dapy?”

“Whenever we’ve had lube, it was for anal,” I blurted. “I’m sorry. You must be in so much pain⁠—”

“Pain?” Fluffy grabbed me. “Hold on. There’s no pain,” she took a deep breath, before looking me in the eye. “This was a mistake, right? You thought I wanted this?”

“I did,” I admitted. “I’m so sorry⁠—”

“Shh,” she hushed me by placing her finger on my lips. “Let me just…” she wiggled, and slid up and down slightly, before letting out a soft gasp. She had adjusted her legs and wrapped her arms around my neck for support. “Okay.”

“Okay?”

She nodded. “I’m ready.”


Chapter 9



KITTY

The Prince of Gluttony paused, mid bite and stared at me like I’d grown a second head. “You can’t be serious.”

“But I am,” I insisted.

“You know this is suicide,” he said, before taking a bite of the pastry that may or may not have contained an entire pickled demon within it.

“That’s why I'm asking for help,” I pointed out. “I’m going regardless. But if I can gather help, there’s a better chance of success.”

The overly large prince stared at me for several long moments, before scratching his chin. “Sagroth, we have been friends, for a very, very long time.”

“I know. I’m asking a lot⁠—”

“This human of yours,” he said, interrupting me. “You are willing to throw everything away for him, are you not?”

I scowled, but he wasn’t wrong. “Everything.”

“Why?”

I froze then gritted my teeth. It felt like a loaded question. One I couldn’t, or at least shouldn’t tell to another demon and yet… I knew Greed. He didn’t scheme, he didn’t care. He just ate and managed his affairs. We did a lot of trade. Mutually beneficial stuff. The things people did with food, we complimented one another quite well already.

“Sagroth?”

“I love him,” I snarled and shot him a look filled with every ounce of my fury. Only for him to stare right back, as if the words barely registered with him.

“Love?”

I heard the question, and my blood boiled, but I held myself in check. “Please, my friend?” I got off my chair and knelt on the floor.

“Get up,” he scoffed. “I’m not your human, there’s no need to kneel before me.”

I grimaced and slowly got up again. “Then⁠—”

“I want something,” he said evenly. “Or, more accurately, I want to give you something.”

“Not your armies?” I asked, suddenly confused.

Gluttony chuckled before smashing one meaty fist into the wall beside him, like he was knocking on a giant door.

“In return for my armies,” he replied evenly, as he heaved his great bulk into the air.

I’d never seen him move before. The great fat caterpillar he was, it seemed he never shifted around. Always sitting, always eating. An endless void for sustenance. I never knew there was a door hidden behind his great bulk, and I was even more surprised when it opened. A servant bowed, and an unfamiliar woman stepped through, walking under the enormous prince to stand before him.

“Father,” she said and bowed. “You summoned me?”

“Prince Sagroth,” the Prince of Gluttony said, with a devilish smile that defied his many jowls. “I’d like you to meet my daughter.”

“Oh,” the young woman straightened and turned to face me, before bowing politely. “My apologies, Prince Sagroth. Father speaks highly of you.”

I looked up at the prince, and then at his daughter. There wasn’t much of a resemblance, but then again… that was a good thing. She was shorter than my Dapy. But easily three times his size. Most of her bulk was in her tits and her ass. She had bear-like paws for feet while the fuzz on her head was black and white.

“A rather determined mistress of mine, gifted me a daughter. One that defied my expectations, and therefore my stomach,” The Prince of Gluttony chuckled.

“And you… want me⁠—”

“Not you,” his mirth cut off as he narrowed his eyes. “Your human.”

“My…” I froze. “You want Dapy to…”

“For my armies,” he droned as he set his enormous bulk back on the ground. “I wish to bind us, tighter than friendship and mutual agreements ever have before.”

“Dammit, he’s going to fuck her without even looking at me,” Trorzid bemoaned.

The Prince of Gluttony froze, while the princess’s eyes widened. I just slowly shook my head and let out a long sigh.

“H-he will?” the princess asked, in a soft, but hopeful voice.

I looked her up and down once more. Curvy figure, nice tits, shy attitude…

“He’s going to love you,” I admitted softly, while Trorzid moaned in anguish that was… only slightly sexual for her.
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DAPY

“Oh, fuck yes,” Fluffy whimpered. “Wreck my naughty hole.”

“Fluffy—”

“Sold like a toy,” she continued as she bounced up and down. “Bred like a slut.”

“Fluf—”

“CUMMING WITH A COCK IN MY ASS!” She said between clenched teeth.

All around us, in the bath, the lust demons were staring. Jolroth was the closest, doing her best to shoo away the others. All the while her eyes lingered on the water where my hips met Fluffy’s. My squirrel girl was trembling and squeezing as she orgasmed once more. Her latest though, took a lot out of her. She slumped into my chest and trembled as she drooled against me.

“Fluffy?”

“Hmm?” she lifted her head and smiled adorably at me. “Am I a good anal slut?”

That sounded just… awful, yet, Jolroth and a few of the others were nodding at me like I was supposed to agree.

“Ah,” I swallowed. “You’re the best anal… anal slut.”

She giggled softly, before shaking her head. “You’re just saying that.”

“N-no,” I protested weakly. “I’m not⁠—”

“Then why haven’t you cum in me yet?” I stared at her and she tilted her head. “Dapy? Why haven’t you cum in my ass yet?”

“I… ah…” Truthfully, I was really nervous about the whole thing. First being pregnant, then the little mistake with the lube. I hadn’t intended any of this, and now we had an audience of dozens of lust demons and a few disgruntled clients.

“She wants it.”

I blinked and Fluffy trembled against me. “I want it.”

For a moment, I wondered where that other voice came from. It sounded.. just like the one I’d heard before. But that wasn’t right. The voice sounded as close as Fluffy’s had. Like it had been whispered directly in my ear.

“Don’t you want…” Fluffy looked up, suddenly appearing concerned. “Have… I done something wrong?”

“NO,” I blurted and grabbed her. “No, no, I just…”

“Just?”

I thought for a moment. The strange voice was one thing, but right now Fluffy was genuinely distressed. I had never been more confused than this moment. The idea that someone would be upset about not having enough anal sex just… it confused the hell out of me. But… It also gave me a solution. For at least one of those problems.

I remembered how Efaris liked it. And I wondered if Fluffy might be the same. I scooped my arms under Fluffy’s legs and gently lifted her. She trembled as my penis slid out of her.

“Let’s try something,” I told her.

Whatever worries flashed through her mind vanished and she smiled instead. She was so adorable, I almost felt bad for doing this. She wanted it though. Of that, I was certain. I set her on her feet in the water. It would help. The lubricant was perfect in the bath, I just had to ignore the weird stares of the other lust demons. With a gentle nudge, I turned her around. The others moaned in appreciation as they recognized what I was about to do.

Ignoring them, I took hold of Fluffy’s hips and pulled her back towards me, then sat up. I turned, holding her against me as I faced her towards the edge of the bath.

“Hold the edge,” I told her.

She leaned forward and gripped the rim of the bath, before looking back at me. I shot her a smile and lifted her hips. She gasped and I let go of one side, to take my cock in hand. It was still slick. I needed to find out what kind of lubricant it was. Efaris would love it. Right now though, I just steered myself into position, and pressed myself to Fluffy’s well lubricated ass.

She accepted me without any trouble. Fluffy rolled her head back and let out a soft moan of pleasure. That moan deepened as I slid into her, until finally I stopped. Fully seated inside her, I didn’t stop there though. Fluffy panted as her wet tail twitched slightly. I brushed it aside to make room as I slipped my free hand below the water and cupped her sex with my fingers.

“Dapy?” Fluffy trembled.

I didn’t speak. Instead, I curled two fingers into her pussy. There was barely any room. The effect it had, was instantaneous though. Her ass squeezed, her pussy throbbed. Her knuckles went white as she gripped the edge of the bath, as I slowly thrust into her from behind.
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KITTY

“Your own forces are greatly diminished,” The Prince of Heresy droned. His burning body dripped puddles of fire as he paced. “Gluttony backs you. Greed is⁠—”

“Destroyed,” I said with a vicious smirk. “What’s left of Greed will likely back my enemies.”

“Which includes the Prince of Wrath,” Heresy noted.

I nodded. “The Plane of Anger, struck against me once already. I cannot help but think it was under the instructions of someone greater.”

“Yes, it is that greater, that is the problem,” Heresy mused.

He was a fickle demon. Their kind burned. Scorned even. Always grating against the norm. Having his backing would be both a blessing, and a curse. A blessing for their numbers, but a curse since he was normally on the side that lost. Grating against societal norms was not a popular choice. Nor a smart one. You couldn’t fight an idea.

“What can you offer?”

I grimaced. That was the main issue. I had nothing. Nothing most of these demons wanted. My farms grew plenty of food to give Gluttony. Our plains worked well together. Heresy though? How do you work with that which does not wish to work with you?

“I… cannot help you.” He finally said.

I frowned.

“But I will not aid them, either,” he stated. “I cannot speak for the others, but you know that already.”

“I respect your decision,” I told him. “I hope we both live long enough to regret it.”

He smirked, and gave me a nod. “It’s time you left, Prince Sagroth.”

And that was it. I turned around. Efaris stared at me with a strange expression. I had done my best to temper her expectations of coming to this place. Truthfully, this wasn’t all that bad either. I led the way, back to the exit. The Prince of Heresy watched us go with a blank expression.

“That’s it?” Efaris asked.

“Yep.”

“What do you mean, yep?” Efaris hissed, before shooting a glare back at the other prince.

“Don’t look at him. Right now, he’s not our enemy,” I growled and pulled her around to walk forward once more.

“What do you mean right now?” she asked, this time in a softer tone.

“Heresy,” I murmured. “To go against strong belief. To go against the church. To simply, go against.”

“Then…” Efaris frowned. “He’s… what?”

“If he takes a side now, he might not be able to later,” I whispered as we made our way out of the rather small cathedral he used as his throne room. “We demons have our centers. Mine, you already know.”

“You’re a slut⁠—”

“Yes, lust,” I corrected her. “You’ve met the princess.”

“Still not happy about that. How many more are you going to bring to our marital bed?”

“I’m just glad you said our, like I’m included in that.” I smirked.

“How could I not?” Efaris huffed. “That stupid little man of mine loves you at least as much as he loves me. I just stole him first.”

“Of that we can agree,” I said and nodded. “Back to the original point. We all have what makes us, us. And if he took our side, it’s because he didn’t think we’d win. Which is dangerous.”

“But… he’s not taking their side either?” Efaris asked.

“Exactly,” I said with a nod. “He’s staying out of it. Which means he believes that it could go either way. And his intervention might nudge things in a way that doesn’t favor him.”

“Then where are we going now?” Efaris asked as we climbed into the awaiting wagon.

General Vozrok, who waited inside, gave the roof a knock. The driver snapped the reins and the wagon lurched.

“We are making our way to the Plane of Violence,” I announced.

“I hate that place,” Vozrok grumped.

“Wait, I thought we weren’t going there?” Efaris asked. “They attacked you already?”

“No, that was the Prince of Wrath,” I pointed out.

Efaris frowned. “Isn’t that the same thing?”

Vozrok chuckled and shook her head. “Have you ever been given an order by your king, that you did not want to carry out?”

“Of course,” Efaris said and frowned. “Quite recently in fact. Keeping me away from the farm.”

“So you were angry?” I asked.

Efaris’s eyebrows twitched, before she nodded slowly. “Yes, I suppose I was.”

“But you didn’t decide to cut him down for it, did you?” General Vozrok asked.

I slumped back in my chair. “Then… why does the Prince of Wrath live in the Plane of Anger, but The Plane of Lust, is the Prince of Lust?”

“Because he’s an impotent, useless little fuck,” I snorted. “Makes himself talk big. Most of it is a show.”

“Also he wants to fuck Sagroth,” Vozrok snorted.

“He… he what?”

“Petty jealousy.” I shrugged. “That’s the basis of anger. A wailing child not getting what he wants and being too petulant to recognize the fact. So he gets a fancy new title, throws a fancy sword at Greed, starts an insurrection and it all blows up in his face.”

“Wait, he did all that?”

“He’s not entirely useless,” General Vozrok pointed out. “But he’s predictable.”

Efaris looked at me then at Vozrok and then rolled her eyes. “Is all of this just because someone wanted to fuck you, and you turned them down?”

“Even you want to fuck me,” I pointed out. “Now imagine with the urges of a demon behind it.”

Efaris looked like she was going to argue for a moment, before crossing her arms. “I don’t want to fuck you.”

Vozrok looked at me, and I smirked. The two of us knew better. But we also knew her hangup. She was Dapy’s. First and foremost.

And that just made me wetter.
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DAPY

The door opened and I jerked awake. Fluffy let out a squeak of protest, only to realize where she was. Standing in the middle of the room was the fluffy demon who had been keeping us fed since we’d come to this place.

“Get dressed,” he ordered, tossing a pair of bundles onto the floor. “Now.”

I nodded and got out of the bed. The demon stepped back, but didn’t leave. So, I picked up Fluffy’s clothing and handed them to her. She smiled appreciatively at me and began to dress while still under the blanket. I ignored the demon as best I could as I pulled on the outfit he’d given me. It wasn’t comfortable. Thick pants, a heavy shirt and a fluffy jacket to go over the top. And if I had my guess, the jacket was actually a demon. It looked just like the fur on the demon staring at me from across the room.

Lacking shoes, I stood by and helped Fluffy out of the bed. She wore something similar, though hers was a little baggy. Like they only made one size. That didn’t seem to matter though. The demon grunted and opened the door.

“C’mon.”

We followed behind. I took Fluffy’s hand and led the way. Room thirteen was small. Just a bed and a basin filled with water. After our rather energetic show in the bathing room, we’d been brought back here. It was followed by a simple, but filling meal, and then Fluffy and I had gone to bed. This time, just cuddling as we worried about what today would bring.

We kept close to one another. Taking a winding path, down below and outside into that cold room once more. The one where the carriage had been parked. For the first time, we were placed into the back, dressed and dreading where we would end up.

“Dapy?” Fluffy whispered.

“It’s going to be okay,” I told her.

“But, if it’s not?”

I took a deep breath and turned to face her. Her eyes glinted pink, right as I kissed her. She pulled herself into my arms and we held one another. We didn’t know what was happening, or where we were going. Fluffy ended up curled in my lap as the wagon lurched. She clung to me, terrified and trembling. I held her tightly, trying my best to reassure her that everything would be okay, but not quite knowing how to get out those very words.

When the wagon stopped, so did my heart. It felt far too soon, and yet, the sounds of boots outside told me we were here. The compartment opened, and that same furry demon grabbed Fluffy by the arm.

“Dapy!”

“Gentle!” I shouted.

The demon ignored me and reached in to shove me hard against the wall. The wind flew from my lungs, and I heard Fluffy screech—only for a heavy slap to echo out. That same arm that struck me, reached in and took my ankle. Then I was swiftly yanked out of the carriage and dumped on the ground. Fluffy sat there, beside me, holding her face where a thick red handprint outlined her pretty face. She cried softly and reached towards me as the furry demon yanked me to my feet.

“Don’t fuck around,” he hissed.

“Fuck you,” I growled.

“Dapy,” came a firm voice.

I turned and spotted him standing there. “Sorry master.”

He nodded, then looked down at Fluffy. “Get up.”

She whimpered and did just that, only for the master to kick her in the back of the knees. She fell to the ground and I stepped forward to stop him when his golden eyes flashed in my direction. In the next instant, there was a knife in his hand and it was resting against Fluffy’s neck.

“You dare?”

I froze. My heart leaped into my chest as he reached across with his empty hand and firmly gripped Fluffy’s ear. I didn’t know what to do. He was going to cut her ear off. If I tried to fight him, he’d do worse. This was my fault. Fluffy let out a terrified squeak as she realized what was about to happen.

“Calm.”

The voice again. I blinked and took a deep breath as a door opened.

Everyone turned at once to see a furry demon like our guard standing there. This one glared at the master with narrow eyes, and the master lowered his knife.

“Ah. I wasn’t expecting to be greeted quite so soon,” the master said and smiled as he tucked the knife away.”

I took the opportunity and ducked down to grab Fluffy. She clung to me as I pulled her up. If looks could kill, the master would have murdered me a dozen times over. I was taking a huge risk doing this, but something told me it was going to work out.

The master glared at us both and said just one word. “Move.”

I nodded and kept Fluffy at my side as we scurried towards the furry man at the doorway. It was only now, that it was obvious that this wasn’t just a doorway. It was a side entrance, to a huge structure. Larger and grander than even Kitty’s castle. This place looked oppressive in a way that made my heart beat faster. And yet, there was no choice but to head inside as my feet burned from the cold.

As if the furry demon recognized my thoughts, he looked down and sighed, before directing Fluffy and I to stand on a nearby rug, just inside. He then stalked off without a word as the master and the other furry demon came in as well.

“What did he say?” the master asked.

“He didn’t say anything,” I answered. “He just pointed to the rug and left.”

The master stared at me, then at Fluffy, who shied away and pressed herself to my side. He seemed about to say something, when the other furry demon arrived, holding two pairs of slippers. One in each hand. He held them out to me and I took them slowly, before bending and setting the first pair at Fluffy’s feet. She stepped into them and I stood, before stepping into my own.

“Follow,” the demon instructed. “The prince is waiting.”

“Lovely,” the master said and grinned.

Fluffy and I were marched ahead of the master and his friend. We kept quiet and I held her close. The furry demon leading the way didn’t deviate. It was a straight shot. The halls were filled with artistry. Paintings, tapestries and statues. Strange things, mostly the signing of parchment, or people crying while holding scrolls. A few showed large battles, fought between demons, man and… angels. It didn’t make sense to me, but I didn’t think it was supposed to. I was new here, after all, and I soon found myself in a large room.

Soft music played from somewhere I couldn’t see. The tones echoed and I found myself drawn to the music. Along the walls stood guards. All shapes and sizes, wearing heavy armor and wielding massive spears. Fluffy didn’t respond at all, but her eyes flicked forward as a demon I’d never seen stared back at us. He almost looked human. Except for the pair of twisted horns that extended from his head, and his eyes, that were black as coal.

He sat in a chair. Large, but without much decoration. Just solid wood. Dependable. Like he knew he didn’t need to show the power that others felt as we approached. For the first time, I found myself standing in front of a demon I actually feared. For the first time, I wondered if Kitty really was coming.

“So,” the demon in the throne called out. “You’ve brought me a present.”

“Tested him myself,” the master said with a small strut. I came to a stop a respectable distance from the demon, as the master strode past. “He’s healthy, fertile and exactly what you’re looking for.”

“Forgive me for the lack of trust,” the black eyed demon said with a tilt of his head. “But I’ll check him myself, if you please.”

“Of course,” the master nodded. “Girl⁠—”

“Quiet,” the seated demon cut him off, before climbing to his feet.

I held onto Fluffy, and he obviously took in that as he strode towards us. I had the distinct impression that the master was no longer in charge. This demon. He was something… else.

“What is your name?”

“Dapy,” I said.

“And yours?” he asked Fluffy.

She swallowed nervously and glanced up at me. “M-my name is Fluffy.”

The master hissed. “Tell the⁠—”

“Enough,” the man said, stalling the master. “Fluffy. Named by the man you hold yourself so tightly against.”

Fluffy nodded, and he smiled gently. “Love. Such a precious thing. Now, if I promise not to harm you, or let anyone else here come to harm, would it be okay if you stood over there—by that table with the snacks?”

He gestured over to the side of the room. There was in fact a table, and it did indeed have a plate of food on it.

“You are more than welcome to eat.” He gestured for her to go.

I knew what was happening, so I gently pried her free. Fluffy seemed even more scared than I was, but with a reassuring smile, she slipped away. She paused twice, as she left, casting her eyes back in worry, only for the demon before me to gesture for her to continue. When she was finally at the table, the demon turned to me and smiled.

“Hold out your hand.”

When I did so, he reached into his pocket and took out a familiar looking gem. It glowed brightly. I squinted and he placed it in my hand. It felt cool to the touch, and I felt it begin to hum, before the demon let out a soft chuckle. As quickly as he placed it, he took it and stepped back.

“Now for your friend.”

I took a deep breath as he strode away. Like the master’s gem it lost its brilliance as he got further away from me, and then brightened once more as he reached Fluffy. We both held still as he examined the gem, before tucking it back into his pocket.

“Well, that’s all in order then,” the black eyed demon smiled, before strolling back over with a polite smile.

“Wonderful,” the master grinned widely. “Now, our agreement was for a fertile nephilim. I’ve upheld my end of things, and while I would not dare suggest additional payment, I was hoping that I might take custody of,” he turned and looked at Fluffy. “The offspring.”

“What?” I blurted.

“NO!” Fluffy froze and started looking for somewhere to run. “Dapy!”

I rushed over to her. She was panicking, holding her stomach as she looked around in terror. Only… nobody was watching her. They weren’t even watching me as I looked for an exit. Instead, they all stared at the demon in the middle of the room, who was holding something metallic and round.

“What is this Treachery?” the master demanded.

“Come now, you didn’t see this coming?”

The master turned and sprinted for the door. His furry companion stood frozen, a fierce grimace on his face, as the speaker who showed us into this room stepped into view. The master threw out his arm, as if to knock the demon aside. Only for the furry demon to bat his hand aside, step across and in a remarkable display of dexterity and skill, flipped the master over his shoulder, where he landed in a heap on the floor.

Then followed up with a fierce stomp, to the golden demon’s face, shattering his nose.

“Very well done,” the black eyed demon chuckled.

“No!” the master pleaded as he was physically dragged across the floor. “NOOO!”


Chapter 10



KITTY

“And just who the fuck—” His head snapped back as my fist cracked his cheekbone.

Demon or not, he went down like a sack of potatoes and lay in a heap. The demon standing behind him glanced down at his unconscious companion, then looked me in the eye.

“Reason for visit?”

Violence was a hell of a plane. Vozrok didn’t like it, truthfully I didn’t much either. That being said, this wasn’t the worst place I’d visited. Once you got around the local customs it wasn’t all that bad. All you needed to do was prove you were the biggest, nastiest, toughest son of a demon whore out there. The better you did that, the less likely it was that people would mess with you.

As a prince, I was right at the top of that food chain. Which, while the masses would think twice before even crossing my path, it made me a sort of a target. Even attempting to attack me could be seen in a positive light. Which put Vozrok on the defensive. Violence was indiscriminate. A head-on charge was as likely as a knife in the dark. As long as the goal was violence, it counted. Which is why I hoped this would be amenable to my plans.

I had the backing of my own people, of Gluttony, and at the very least, a neutral pact from Heresy. Anger would side with Treachery. Fraud might as well. Violence would likely join either way. Who they fought didn’t matter. So long as they got to fight. And it was my job to figure out how to make them fight for me.

“Inviting the Plane of Violence to war,” I told the demon.

He nodded. “Mercenary guild is⁠—”

“I’ll need to speak to the prince.”

The demon shot me a look, and I punched him too. That left the guards at the end of the hall. We’d come through the portal. Myself, Vozrok and Gluttony’s daughter, who held Trorzid in her arms like a babe. I led the way to the closest guards, who eyed the two portal attendants, before giving me a quick nod.

“Prince is at the mercenary guild,” the guard stated, while the other nodded in agreement.

Honestly. I felt almost embarrassed.

Almost.
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DAPY

“And this is where you’ll be staying.”

I looked up as he opened the door. Nothing here made sense. I’d been bought, then traded and now… brought into… this. It was probably the nicest room I’d ever stayed in. Nicer even than my whole home after Efaris rebuilt it. When the master was dragged and collared by the Prince of Treachery, he bid Fluffy and I farewell. Then just left.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Forgive my manners,” the furry demon said and bowed. “You may call me Beelzebub. I am the steward of the keep. If you need anything, you need simply to find me, or ask one of the staff to pass along a message.”

“But…” I froze as he strode into the suite and gestured for us to follow. “What… what is this?”

“Your room.” The furry demon attempted a charming smile, which… looked more like a vicious snarl, with all his pointed teeth. “This is where you will be staying.”

“B-but…”

Beelzebub tilted his head slightly and nodded. “What if you escape? Run amok? Break something? Hurt someone?”

“Ah…” I frowned. “Yes?”

“What exactly would that accomplish?” he asked.

I frowned. Then realized his point. They were demons. They didn’t care much for wealth outside of Greed. If I hurt someone, it would be a miracle, since they were all demons and I was a human. If I wanted to escape then… Either I’d have to steal a carriage or go on foot and… well I didn’t even know where I’d go in a place that seemed to be all blizzard.

Beelzebub noticed the look on my face and nodded slowly. “Let me show you around.”

He led us in. It was a suite. Just a small one. The main room was a sitting room. A nice fireplace, a dining suite fit to entertain a dozen guests. There were windows, though they were drawn closed to keep out the cold. Through an archway was a bedroom, with the largest bed I had ever seen. Even if it did have a weird footboard, with three holes drilled through it. Large ones too. Almost like a stockade. This was a strange place.

On the other side was a dining chamber. A large bath, though not as large as the ones we’d shared already. It was filled with steaming water already and Beelzebub made no mention of having to fill or empty it.

“You will find clothing has already been set aside for the two of you,” the furry demon gestured to the wardrobes. “You’ll find everything you need. A servant will be assigned shortly. They will handle the cleaning and guide you where you wish to go.”

“That’s it?” Fluffy asked, speaking up for the first time.

Beelzebub gave her a long look and cleared his throat. “The prince, will be busy for some time. If you’ll take my suggestion: bathe, then suck his dick.” He gestured towards me. “You can only get so pregnant.”

Fluffy tensed for a moment, while I stared. There had been many, many shocks since I’d set off from home. Many more than I was able to keep up with. Including the latest that I’d heard only once. And it wasn’t until Beelzebub left the suite, that it came back to me.

“Fluffy?”

“Yes Dapy?”

“What’s a nephilim?”

Fluffy froze, and for a moment there I honestly thought she was frightened, before suddenly calming and getting to her knees.

“Fluffy?”

“Nephilim means getting to cum down my throat,” she replied quickly. “So… C’mon.”

I didn’t think that sounded right, and I voiced that concern, but Fluffy… she had a one track mind.
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KITTY

The mercenary guild was… quite unlike what many would expect. It was less of a hall, or a bar where those who wished to be employed for battle would congregate. Instead, it was a coliseum of brutal and constant battle. Normally when I’d visited in an official capacity, I’d met the prince in the keep. Today, being a surprise visit, meant coming here.

Honestly, this felt more natural. The crowd let out screams of approval. Which meant someone was dying. At least, knowing this lot, it wasn’t a horrible death. Torture wasn’t their mode. Sure, torture could be violent, but it was slow. Far better to hack your victim’s head off. Then you could move to the next one and do the same thing.

I pushed my way through the crowd. Someone turned and growled. My fist shattered his knee and he went down screaming, much to the roars of delight for those who witnessed it. This place was a converted pit. An enormous hole in the ground with seats arranged around the top. There was a box on one side, with some important demons within. But the prince…

“WHO NEXT WILL CHALLENGE ME!”

She was down below, waiting as attendants dragged off the trio of corpses she’d left behind. I was still making my way to the rim of the hole, when the next challenger jumped in. The Prince of Violence was red as blood, with firm, muscular arms and a pair of short horns protruding from her head. She wore an outfit consisting of a band of fur around her hips, leaving her muscular tits to swing freely.

Her entire body was a tapestry of scars, though I knew for certain, most of them were centuries, if not millennia old. Nobody had touched her in as long as I could remember. Though her love of battle had never diminished. Before my eyes, a pair of figures slipped over the rim of the pit. The first shot towards her, fast as an arrow. No hesitation, no warning.

I watched them flash out with a pair of blades, seeking to strike from behind. A second figure moved in at a much slower pace. The fast one struck first. It almost looked like they were going to achieve what nobody else had. The prince to tilted her head to one side. The knife coming for her temple clipped her horn, misdirecting the strike and spinning her assailant off course.

That wasn’t the end of them though. They tucked their knees, rolling, and hit the far wall feet first. Then kicked off with enough force to crack the stone wall. Their feet struck the sandy ground, which exploded upward as they kicked once more. I’d seen techniques like this before. They hit hard and fast, trying to stay light on their feet. Mobile. Deadly and efficient. It also meant they were only lightly armed and armored. Which wouldn’t matter too much with an ordinary opponent wearing nothing but furs.

Except this opponent was the prince and she was anything but ordinary. The blades were batted aside, faster than most eyes would have been able to comprehend. Likely even the attacker. The Prince of Violence was fast. She grabbed the flying demon and spun, hurling them straight at their counterpart who had finally reached the bottom of the arena.

The two of them crashed together and slammed into the wall. There was a moment of silence before both demons collapsed, showing that they had impaled each other on their own weapons.

I had to admire that.

“Vozrok,” I called softly.

She stepped up, and held out my spear. I took it and felt the eyes of everyone turn to me at once. This weapon wasn’t divine. Not like the sword I had tucked away back home. But it was mine. Crafted by a master, specifically for me and imbued with the power of my entire plane. With it in my hand… I doubted it would be enough to subdue the Prince of Violence, but if I could just scratch her, I might sway her to my side.

“Is this an invasion, Prince Sagroth?” she called as I hopped over the ledge and landed in the sand across from her.

“Not quite.” I smiled. “I had something I wished to discuss.”

She grinned at me. Then blurred. I had only the blink of an eye to react. Stabbing out straight, she caught the tip of my spear on the flat of a knife. The deflection was perfect and she twisted to the side as I whipped my spear around to ward her off.

“It always surprised me how good you were with that spear of yours,” the prince said with a grin. “Who knew, the Prince of Lust, was such an apt pupil of violence?”

“It serves me well, to have something to fight for, rather than simply to fight,” I said with a small shrug. “Not that I’m opposed to the latter.”

Violence grinned, and swept her foot up. I saw it coming. The shower of sand. Whether to blind or distract, it didn’t matter. I raised my elbow and swung my spear by the end, over my head like I was warding off rain. Which kept the prince from pouncing as she leaped over me with a grin on her face.

Anticipating where she would land, I was ready with my own attack. I kicked off, not as fast as the ones she dealt with. But with my spear in hand, I had the reach. Violence caught the tip of my spear on her knife once more. Only I was still moving. Pitching my spear up, I levered her knife away and stepped in close. Then punched with the haft of my spear, right into the Prince of Violence’s pretty face. She saw it coming, and snapped her head forward.

Rather than striking her face, her horns stuck my spear. The impact jarred my arms and I dropped to one knee as the prince’s smile widened.

“And why should I join you?” she asked. “Why not fight for him?”

“You know why,” I grunted as I hauled myself to my feet.

She tilted her head. “I suppose I do, but that doesn’t change anything, now does it?”

I frowned at her odd reply. “What do you mean? How does it not change anything?”

“Because then I’d have my armies in the Plane of Treachery.” She giggled. “After fighting you, he’ll naturally betray me.” She licked her lips. “Battling with Treachery himself.”

“So that’s it?” I asked, lowering my spear. “You’re against me?”

“It’s nothing personal,” she said and shrugged. “I always did enjoy your company. Even if you’re a little soft for my tastes.”

I scoffed. The woman was only interested in sex if she was fucked hard. That either meant beating her half unconscious, or binding her so tightly that every move caused her physical discomfort. It wasn’t so much that I was soft, but that she was so brutal she was almost impossible to please.

“That’s your answer?” I asked.

The Prince of Violence shifted her stance, and gave a small nod. “I do believe, our next confrontation, will be much more eventful.”

I couldn’t help but agree.
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DAPY

“Sir, do you need anything?”

I flinched when I was questioned. Part of me was worried about what would happen if I was found wandering around. When I looked, it was one of the furry demons that seemed to be everyone in this place. Though this was the first time I’d seen a woman. She was tall, slender and… svelte. While the men were extremely furry, she was sleek and… almost predatory.

“I… I’m not in trouble am I?”

“No.” She said, tilting her head in confusion. “Why would you be? Have you taken something you shouldn’t have?”

“No, just… lost.”

“Do you need help getting back to your rooms?”

I wasn’t lost. I’d made it down three corridors and a flight of stairs. The smell of food wafted up from where this woman had come from. Clearly the kitchens.

“If I say no?”

She shrugged, then lost interest in me. I watched her go and only when I realized she wasn’t actually coming back, or calling for the guards, did I set off once more. I didn’t know what it was. Something seemed to pull at me. I felt the urge to seek it out. I didn’t know if it was to do with the strange voice that I heard from time to time, but… Well even I wasn’t stupid enough to ignore the idea.

I circled around where the kitchens were. Whatever I was searching for, it was low. Lower than I was. So when I found a set of stairs, I took them. The stone was smooth, polished and carved with precision. There were lamps on the walls, lighting the way as I went down another level. The stairs continued, before levelling out and continuing in another direction. I realized that I was now beneath the kitchens themselves, and only getting deeper. There were a few doors, but I didn’t check them.

Lower. That’s what called to me. There was no need to go anywhere but down. So down I went. Floor after floor. Level after level. Torch after torch. It felt like I was descending forever. And the deeper I went, the colder it got. My breath puffed before me. White clouds obscured my vision. If not for the constant exertion of walking, I would be freezing. My movements kept me warm, and yet I pushed on.

Lower I descended, around and around, until finally… I reached a door.

The stairs just stopped, and in the wall, was a door. Made of dark metal, it was as ominous as it was unlocked. No bar, no lock, no sign of a place to put a key. Yet I knew, with all my being, that what lay beyond, was more important than anything I had seen before.

With that in mind, I reached for the handle, only for it to pull away from me. The door swung inward and before me stood the Prince of Treachery. He smiled when I stood frozen in front of him.

“Dapy,” he said jovially. “What brings you here?”

“I… was looking for a way out,” I said, not wanting to admit the truth.

He tilted his head. “You wish to leave?”

I swallowed, before nodding. “If… yes.”

“The front door is far above us,” he answered evenly. “You are not a prisoner here.”

“I’m… not?”

“No,” he said evenly. “Nor are you a slave.”

“But—”

“Oh, you were a slave, yes,” the demon said and smiled gently as if I was a lost child. “But no more. Now you’re just… Dapy.”

I nodded slowly. “So…”

“If you wish to leave,” he said, stepping out of the room, before closing it behind him. “There’s the front door. I’d recommend against it. The wind is enough to turn a man to ice in minutes.”

“So I’m trapped?”

“Not at all,” he said patting my back as he led the way back upstairs. “You are free to leave when you wish. Should you not, you are welcome to stay. I have some guests coming, so that might even be in your best interests.”

This was a trap. His words sounded calm and even. Reasonable even. But I knew from Kitty that the princes got their name from what they were. Kitty was… a… slut. She liked sex. She liked having sex. She seemed to really like having sex with me, in particular. A lot of demons did… So when this one called himself Treachery… I knew not to trust a single thing he told me. And with how friendly he was being…

“What… happened to the master?” I asked. “You… put a collar on him and…”

“Ah, well. You might be free to go about your life, but the Prince of Greed needed to be reined in. For his own good, you see.”

“For… Wait…” I frowned, putting a few dots together. “The master… is the Prince of Greed?”

“Exactly,” Treachery said with a nod. “Good thing too. He said where he found you. Such an awful waste.”

“So—”

“Don’t you worry about him,” Treachery said, while patting my shoulder. “He’s being looked after. And so are you.”

“Okay,” I nodded, before wondering if I should ask him about the nephilim thing… I’d asked Fluffy three times, and she insisted it meant that she had to suck my cock.

Before I could muster the courage, I heard the clomp of heavy footsteps coming down the stairs.

“This is where I leave you.” Treachery smiled, as a pair of soldiers appeared on the stairs above us. “They will escort you back to your rooms.”

I looked up at the soldiers and had to wonder what it was I was getting myself into. They didn’t look the friendly sort and yet…

[image: ]


“Who’s that?” Fluffy called as the guard opened the door and bowed politely as I wondered if I was going to be thrown in.

“It’s me,” I called, stepping into the room, only for the same guard to close it behind me. I didn’t hear a lock turn, keys or anything else. I even reached back and turned the handle, just to make sure it would still open, and that it hadn’t been locked somehow.

“Oh, we’re in the bedroom,” Fluffy called.

“We?” I whispered to myself as I hurried into the bedroom, only to pause at the sight before me.

Fluffy was on the bed. Mostly… slightly, dressed. She was upright and leaning back on the pillows, to prop herself up. She wasn’t looking forward though. Her head was rolled back, clearly enjoying herself. All thanks to the familiar demon at Fluffy’s feet. Jolroth smiled and gave me a polite nod as she flexed Fluffy’s foot while rubbing the heel.

“Her hands are wonderful,” Fluffy whimpered.

“I take pride in my training.” Jolroth smiled.

She was a lust demon, but not one that I recognized. Most of the lust demons I’d met so far were animalistic. Kitty was… well Kitty, Fluffy was a squirrel, Heify was a cow, Miss Piggy was obvious too.

Jolroth though was… not. She looked almost human, though more like a living marble statue. Like she’d been carved to be perfect. Her pink eyes glowed, her smile perfect. Even the swell of her chest and hips beneath the clothing she wore. Like she was built for sin as she stared up at me through hooded lashes and long dark hair.

“If you like, sir. I could massage you as well⁠—”

“Hey,” Fluffy growled cutely. “Concentrate on me, thank you. If anyone’s going to massage Dapy, it’s me.”

“Would you like some instruction?” Jolroth asked.

Fluffy froze, and then looked right at me.
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I felt like a puddle. I’d never had a massage before. The touching started softly, and then got firmer. I expected it to hurt and yet everywhere they poked and prodded only felt better. Warm. I melted into the bed and kept still while they worked. Fluffy, as much as I adored her, was outclassed by Jolroth. But Jolroth was a swift teacher. By swapping sides, they rubbed my shoulders, back, hips and legs evenly enough I was pretty sure I was drooling.

“Now, we roll him over,” Jolroth instructed.

I felt firm hands grip me and I let them turn me over. Fluffy smiled down at me, Jolroth had a schooled expression.

“He looks like he’s liking it,” Fluffy giggled.

“You’re so pretty, what’s not to like?” I said.

Fluffy blushed and tried to hide her face, while Jolroth let out a chuckle. “You two are delicious.”

“Delicious?” Fluffy asked.

“Don’t worry about it,” Jolroth said with a shrug. “He likes you. Quite a lot.”

“Awww,” Fluffy blushed and looked at me.

“And it doesn’t take a miracle to know that you like him just as much.”

“Well that’s a relief,” Fluffy whispered. “‘Cos I like him a lot.”

I smiled as she gripped my hand, only to pull it between her legs. There, I found only heat, as she sat her pussy directly onto my fingers.

“Maybe more than a lot,” she admitted.

“It’s okay,” Jolroth said, as her eyes pulsed softly. “Don’t hold back on my account. I knew what I was getting myself into when I volunteered to be your servant.”

A warm hand wrapped around my cock and slowly stroked. But from Fluffy’s panting as she humped against my fingers, it wasn’t hers. I glanced down, seeing Jolroth’s hand holding me—slowly stroking up and down.

“H-hey,” Fluffy growled as she noticed what was happening.

“My sincerest apologies, miss.” Jolroth bowed and stopped stroking. “I was simply preparing him for you.”

Fluffy shot the lust demon a look, before leaning in. I gasped as Fluffy’s warm mouth enveloped my cock. She slid down, sucking hard, before drawing her lips up to the tip once more. I rewarded her by curling my fingers. Fluffy shuddered as I plunged them into her pussy, curling them towards the front wall the way I knew she liked. And soon she was sucking, while moaning gently as we sought to please one another.

“Please miss?” Jolroth whispered. “As unworthy as I am. Would you permit a servant, a taste?”

Fluffy paused, cheeks pulled in, having been on her way up when Jolroth spoke. She eyed the lust demon for a few moments, before releasing my cock.

“Under one condition,” Fluffy growled cutely.

“Of course,” Jolroth agreed immediately.

I didn’t hear that condition as Fluffy got up. She turned fully around, and my ears were muffled by her thighs as she sat her pussy directly onto my face. She twitched as I stuck out my tongue and licked her, before she leaned down and took my cock into her mouth once more. I licked over her clit, and her legs trembled and tightened.

I felt my cock slip out of Fluffy’s mouth, and then into Jolroth’s. Fluffy was enthusiastic, and I loved how she made me feel. Jolroth was something else though. Her mouth conformed to my shape as she bobbed her head. Her tongue slid out, lapping at my balls as she nuzzled her nose into my crotch, before pulling to the tip once more. She was no less enthusiastic, but her technique was… something else.

I pulled Fluffy closer, wrapping my lips around her clit. She was drooling constantly and I had to stop and lick to clear her juices that were collecting on my face. Jolroth sucked me for a few moments, before my cock slipped free, and then right back into Fluffy’s mouth once again. She sucked furiously, like she was trying to make up for what she thought she lacked. I felt the bed move and a shadow appeared over me.

Jolroth shot me a wink as she leaned in. Her mouth opened and her tongue slid over Fluffy’s rosebud. Fluffy slammed her face down into my crotch and the juices she was producing doubled as Jolroth licked her ass, while I sucked on her clit. When she let out a choked squeal, I finally erupted. I pumped jets of seed into her mouth as she swallowed. She hit her own peak, humping down against my face, while Jolroth and I continued to feast.


Chapter 11
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“It’s not enough.”

I wanted to argue, but she was right. And wrong. Efaris looked worried… Most of them did. Particularly the ones who knew they weren’t coming back. The legions of Lust and Gluttony were a force to be reckoned with. But against Treachery, Violence and Anger? Nobody would bother with fraud. The coward wouldn’t have been reliable. In fact, if he showed up and picked a side, it was almost guaranteed to be a false front. Not worth considering.

“Efaris,” I tried once more.

She looked at me. That same, determined scowl. It told me more than her words ever would. So I turned my attention back to Gluttony’s demons by the portal arrays.

“We’re ready,” I told them.

The demons exchanged looks. They wouldn’t have even tried this without a literal army standing by. Only a few places would take the risk in this place, and most of them still wouldn’t open this many portals of this size.

“Let’s hurry this up,” Efaris muttered. “I’m boiling in this outfit.”

“Just you wait,” I told her, before waving my hand to catch Vozrok’s attention.

I might lead this army, but my general carried the flag, and with it a horn to signal the advance. As the portals snapped open, the chill hit us like a wall. Not even the magical doorways were capable of pushing back the cold when opening it to the endless storms of this plane.

The horn blew and the army began to advance.

It was time to retrieve my human.
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“They are coming.”

I opened my eyes and looked around the room. She wasn’t here, yet… she sounded so close. Like I could almost reach out and touch her. But the only two people with me were Fluffy and Jolroth.

I almost felt embarrassed after the night we’d shared together. Almost, since nothing we’d done was something new. Just… the order of it being done. I think my cock had ended up just about everywhere a cock could end up. And then a few I wasn’t terribly sure about. Still, Fluffy and Jolroth enjoyed themselves. Which seemed to be the point in the end. I looked down at them both. Fluffy on one arm, Jolroth on the other. They were snuggled in where I’d fallen asleep after… I don’t know how many times we’d… finished.

Here, now in the morning light though, I felt that call once again. I pulled away from Jolroth first. She loosened her grip as I shifted and let me slip away. Fluffy grabbed ahold a little more. She stirred as I finally escaped, so I gave Jolroth a prod. Still asleep, the lust demon slid across the bed and once in Fluffy’s arms, the two of them entwined once more.

Now it was time to get dressed. I did so quickly and quietly. Then slipped out of the room. As usual, there were no guards. The castle was quiet, but this felt unusually so. Like someone holding their breath. It felt strange, and maybe that might have been why I felt the need to go.

It wasn’t long before I found myself at the top of a familiar set of stairs. Like before, they were silent and slightly foreboding. And yet, whatever was down there, called to me. I looked around, paranoid that someone was about to jump out, and found nothing. So I descended.

Step after step, I made my way down. The temperature seemed to do the same. Lowering to match my stride. White puffs escaped my lips as I went around and around. Part of me wanted to stop, part of me didn’t dare. I felt obsessed with what I was trying to find and soon found myself before that familiar door.

Here, I expected someone. Or something. Anything, to try and stop me. Whether a guard, a lock or for the Prince of Treachery himself to open it and shoo me off once more. Instead I was left alone to reach out and grasp the handle. The clunk as it unlatched echoed in the silence, and yet nothing stirred. Before my spine could fail, I pushed the door and it swung open on silent hinges.

Beyond lay more stairs, descending into darkness. I cast my eyes about, looking for something, anything that might distract me. But there was nothing. Whether I wanted it or not, I felt committed to what I was going to find. And so, I stepped inside and closed the door behind me.

The tunnel was silent, dark and echoed with each of my footsteps. The stairs went down for what felt like forever. My legs burned, my heart raced, my breathing came in heaves and puffs. I was a farmer, used to effort and long days, but the eternal descent was tiring me out.

I’d almost lost my nerve, when I spotted it. And that was the point. This tunnel was so dark, I couldn’t make out a thing, until suddenly I noticed I could. Just the polished gleam of the tunnel roof. Such a minor thing, but light meant the end and so I pressed on.

It wasn’t much light. Not a torch or even a candle—just constant and getting slightly brighter. By the time I could make out the stairs, I could make out where they ended. When my feet touched flat ground, I almost laughed with the relief I felt.

Instead, I froze at what I saw before me.

An archway led to a large room. The inside was illuminated by the soft glow of white feathers. Wings, stretched out and held steady by massive twisted chains, descending from the ceiling. At the center of those wings, a figure knelt on the floor. Long hair fell forward, obscuring all but the chains that kept them in place.

“They’re coming,” she said.

I froze as I recognized her voice. The one from my head. She didn’t move. She didn’t look up, but I felt the pull. And so I moved closer. She came into view. Barely illuminated from the glow of her own wings. Nude, though I could make out where clothing had once been. The tattered remains seemed to have worn away over many years, yet her flesh was unmarred by the chains that held her. One collar around her neck, keeping her pinned and kneeling.

Shackles around her legs to pin her in place. Her arms crossed with her wrists bound to opposite ankles, preventing her from being able to sit up. She breathed slowly, completely restrained, unable to move more than an inch in any direction. Even her massive wings, now I was closer, were anchored both to the ceiling and to the floor. Forever extended. Forever unable to move.

Worst of all, was the bowl positioned below her downturned face. There was a shimmer of liquid within. Clear, and with a glow not dissimilar from her wings. I hurried closer and she moved for the first time. Her head raised and I saw the glow of a tear rolling down her cheek. It dripped from her chin and landed in the bowl. It created a ripple in the silent room.

“Dapy,” she whispered, staring into my eyes with so much intensity it almost hurt to stare back. “They’re coming.”

[image: ]


KITTY

“GET DOWN!”

Efaris ducked as the claw whistled overhead. The beast almost had her, but I pulled her back from harm. Here, even the very snow would cut you down. If not the cold and biting wind, than by the blizzard itself. The wind howled as the storm raged. An endless blizzard to cut through even the most hardened of armies.

Worst of all, were the beasts. You could find your way in this place, only with the blessing of Treachery himself. All else were doomed to wander the storm, forever hunted by the beasts. They resembled a sloth from the human world. Only much, much larger. Their arms were longer than their entire bodies and they moved on all fours like a gorilla. Those arms were tipped with a single claw, three feet long and curved like a hook. One slash and they could tear a demon in half.

To make matters worse, their misshapen, lumpy bodies, covered in white fur made them almost impossible to spot. Not until it was too late. This plane was hell, even for those who dwelled in it. The only thing that kept me going, was that I could feel him, finally. Dapy. With every step, I drew closer. Every step brought me to him.

So when the beast reared and tried to cut down Efaris, I pulled her back. The creature, while a specialist for ambush, was not intelligent. It didn’t know the danger it placed itself in. Efaris was too stunned to react, but I wasn’t. My spear caught the beast in the arm and it reared back as scarlet blood froze to icicles in the howling wind. Like a pink mist, it spread over the wall of demons, who fell on it, hacking and stabbing the beast until it stopped moving.

“How much more of this is there?” Efaris called over the howling wind.

I felt for him. My human. Were it not for the wind, I would think I could practically see the frozen castle from here.

“We’re close,” I assured her. “Get ready with your flask. You’ll need it soon.”

Efaris looked me in the eye. Her skin was red. Her eyelashes were white and heavy with trapped ice. Honestly, I was proud of her. She wasn’t built for a place like this, and yet she was determined to walk alongside me.

“Kitty,” she said. “If I don’t make it⁠—”

“Then he’ll never forgive me, and I’ll spend eternity trying to make up for the fact,” I told her. “Your job is to survive at all costs. Because I cannot be what you are.”

“What I am?” Efaris asked.

I nodded. “I will always be a demon, Efaris. He will be my human, and I shall love him. But short of turning him into a demon myself, one day he will die. There will be an afterlife for him. An afterlife for which I cannot follow.”

Efaris stared at me like I’d slapped her. Honestly, I hoped that it wouldn’t come to that. That when the time came, I could change him. Change them both. Eternity without my human felt like torture. I already felt his loss, just from his captivity.
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“Who is coming?”

She blinked and then sagged in her chains once more. I couldn’t help but feel concerned as I hurried to her side. She hung limply. Unable to stand, unable to lay down. I didn’t want to touch her in her state. She was bound, nude and quite possibly the most beautiful creature I had ever seen.

“I’m sorry.”

I heard those words and frowned, but I didn’t get a chance to question them, before I heard the soft clearing of a throat. When I looked back, the Prince of Treachery was watching me.

“What is this?” I asked.

“An angel of relatively low ranking,” the prince replied.

“Low…” I frowned as I looked at her. “No, what is she doing here?”

“Failing to uphold what I envisioned,” he said, striding closer. “Though, she has been rather helpful in other ways. I’m hoping that with time, you may be just what she needs for that next little push.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“Forgive me,” he said and that fake smile of his bloomed. “I’m getting a little ahead of myself. Rest assured, plans are in motion. I had hoped to have a little more time to prepare you. Seeing her like this must be quite the shock.”

“I… what?”

His lips curled with a smirk, only for a low thump to echo through the room. “Forgive me,” he said quickly. “I believe I’ve made a small miscalculation and need to accelerate a few of my plans.”

“Wait,” I demanded as he turned and headed for the stairs.

Before I could follow him, a stone slab slammed down between us as he stepped past the threshold. I skidded to a halt, not realizing I’d started to run. I was now trapped down here. With her… The angel.

“They’re coming,” she repeated.

“Who?” I asked as I looked around, for a switch or a lever. Some way to open this, or better yet, free her. “Who is coming?”

The angel shook her head and I let out a sigh. “Is it Kitty?” I asked, before thinking about her. “Prince Sagroth… Lust. Is… is it her?”

“No,” the angel whispered.

I paused as another low thump echoed from above. “Then… who?”

The angel took a shuddering breath before slowly looking up once more. Tears continued to roll down her cheeks as she opened her mouth and said one word.
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“CLIMB!”

The demons hit the wall. I could see Vozrok further down, already directing her forces. Efaris remained at my side. The monsters grew only thicker as we moved on. I’d lost dozens, if not hundreds of my people to their surprise attacks. Cutting one down, only invited two more. They were thickest where the walls of Treachery itself came into view. The numbers swelled as they formed a ring around the city.

We cut through them, but not without our own losses. Then we charged the walls. The demons who had claws, carried ropes. They scrambled up. I would have been with them, but I remained with Efaris. She was practically frozen to the bone and slightly tipsy already. My human’s wife was not in the right state to climb a rope, and that’s just how it had to be so that she could bring her power to bear.

I watched as the first demons slipped over the walls. The first of which fell back, screaming as blood poured from their chest. An arrow stuck deep in their ribs as they tumbled to the ground. Others were more lucky; climbing over, and sending their attackers back. One of which landed beside me, only to howl as Efaris, in a panic, formed a portal where he lay. Part of his body simply vanished in a swirl of multi-colored light.

She ended the portal as quickly as she started before frowning. “What if I just…”

She opened another portal, right against the wall. Then, before I could stop her, she stepped through.

“Efaris!” I yowled and rushed after her.

I crashed into her back as she stood atop the wall. A dozen demons surrounded us. A dozen more in my own colors fought them back. Efaris threw out her arms, and a blast of flame washed out. Most of it was caught in the wind and blown back without harm, but enough of it got near the fuzzy bastards that it turned the tide.

Being on fire was an unpleasant experience, even for a demon and they reacted appropriately. Which gave my forces the chance to cut them down. With the way clear, I pushed further into the city. We moved quickly. And I hoped that not all of Treachery’s allies had arrived yet. They knew what was coming, of course. There was no chance to back away from that. This wasn’t the place for deceit, that was Treachery’s realm and doing so only strengthened him.

Instead, I remembered my vow. War. No quarter. This was to be a slaughter to the man. One way or another. So when I found one of the furry demons still alive, I drove my spear into his heart. Death was quick. He did not deserve to suffer. At least, not for the actions of his prince.

Around me, my people surged through the portal. They spread along the top of the wall, pushing out and taking control. All the while, the demons down below in the city streamed away. Both to arm themselves and to retreat to safer parts of the city. This wasn’t going to be a rout. We were far too few. This needed to be surgical. Push in, hit the keep and push out.

“Vozrok!” I roared when I spotted her atop the wall. “We move!”

“Yes, my prince!” she roared over the wind.

She, better than most, understood my haste. While climbing took time, getting back off the wall was quick. I took Efaris by the arm and held her close as I stepped off the edge. The wind howled almost as loudly as the wizard did as we fell. I braced for the impact though and with Efaris in my arms, I landed as softly as I could. She was still jolted from the impact, but seemed fine as I stood her on her own feet once again.

“Fucking, bitch!” Efaris snapped.

“Soon as we’re done here and have Dapy somewhere safe, I’ll definitely fuck you.” I smirked.

“You know what I meant!” she snapped.

“Also yes,” I replied with a smirk. “Now, come along. We have a keep to destroy.”

Efaris tilted her head, and then smirked. I saw her eyes swirl with that kaleidoscopic color and heard an almighty crunch behind us. The wall shattered and demons threw themselves from the top in a panic. Efaris snarled as she threw her arms in the air, and my eyes bulged as I saw what she had done.

The other end of the portal was high in the air, well above the keep where I knew Treachery was keeping Dapy. Even before my eyes, the first massive stone from the base of the wall tumbled free. The wall buckled behind us as the impromptu siege weapon slammed into the roof of the keep.

[image: ]


DAPY

I gave up on the walls. There wasn’t a way out. No levers, no switches, no pressure plates. Just the mostly silent room, me, and the angel. What was worse, I could feel the temperature getting lower. I couldn’t hold back the shuddering as I breathed hard and turned to face the angel. Face still down, unmoving as white puffs wafted down towards the bowl placed between her knees.

So I turned my attention to her instead. I moved closer. Mindful of the slight tremble in her shoulders. The only visible sign that she was cold. She hadn’t spoken since. Only returning to her original position. I tried not to gawk. Her dark hair fell over her face and her skin was pale and smooth. The wings were the color of starlight and in any other situation I'd have thought her a statue of a goddess.

Ignoring her state of undress, I examined the chains themselves. The ones touching her skin were bare metal. The ones further away were forming frost. A thin white coat covered the metal.

“You should go,” she whispered.

I smiled, and shook my head, despite the fact she couldn’t see me with her head tilted forward to stare at the floor.

“There’s nowhere to go,” I told her. “The door won’t open. I’m stuck here with you.”

She didn’t say anything to that. I didn’t think she would. I looked for some kind of release. A lock. A pattern. There didn’t seem to be anything. The chains appeared to be forged in place. Like they’d held her down and welded everything into place while she knelt, leaving her permanently trapped. Which meant either she was even stronger than a demon, to have no injuries, or I was missing something. Efaris was a wizard, maybe it was just magic?

The chains were too solid. Too… much. They bound her perfectly, but the more I looked at them, the more I couldn’t wrap my head around how they were made. I’d never seen chains like this. They were flawless. Perfect and unmoving.

Impossible.

I heard something crash, high above me in the castle. The walls shuddered and the ceiling vibrated. Dust fell from the ceiling, drifting down around us. Which made me pause in confusion.

Because the whole room shuddered from some enormous impact. And yet… The chains didn’t. They were strung out, in all directions. And they didn’t budge. Not a quiver, not a clink, not a single movement at all. Without thinking, I walked around to one of her enormous wings. Here, a chain thicker than my wrist sat wedged between her feathers, holding her in place.

I reached out slowly. Something felt wrong and I couldn’t help but want to…

“Oh,” I said as my fingers brushed her feathers.

But that’s not what my eyes were seeing. My eyes saw my fingers touching the chain. But that wasn’t right. The chain was metal and yet… All I could feel was softness. Like the pillow on my bed. Yet she acted like they were solid objects. Like…

I swallowed my nervousness and grasped her wing. One of my hands appeared to be holding the chain. My eyes screamed that my hand was holding metal, yet all I could feel was the angel’s wings. Rather than fight what I could see, I closed my eyes.

Then I pulled.

Her wing shifted. The angel gasped.

And I felt the wind driven from my lungs, as a lance of pain shot through my back, punching a hole out the front of my chest.
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Things… were not going well. Demons screamed, walls crumbled, horns blew. Magic struck out, destroying homes and businesses. The world was chaos and the further we pushed, the worse it got. A stream of furry demons charged our front line and Efaris sent out lances of lightning. Dozens of them fell, most dead. The rest screaming. Limbs burned away, holes in torso’s, the power of a drunk wizard at its might.

Amongst it all, I knew worse still came. Two horns blew in the distance. Two horns I had hoped wouldn’t be ready. Anger and Violence had joined the field. My only hope was that the Prince of Wrath would be impotent with rage, and Violence would chew into their forces simply for the opportunity to do so.

We were stuck between a rock and a hard place, pushing ever onward towards my dear Dapy. The storm swirled around us and lightning not of Efaris’s creation boomed in the distance.

“Sagroth!” Vozrok called. “We need to hurry!”

I grimaced. We were already moving as fast as we could. The plan was simple. Get Efaris in. Find Dapy, and then open a portal to leave. Because we weren’t going to fight our way out. Not now, and not from this.

What was worse, was a sense of wrongness in the air. I didn’t know what to make of it. But the demons we fought could feel it too. The only one that didn’t seem to notice, or care, was Efaris, who drunkenly blasted holes through the ground as she sent beams of destructive energy down the street.

“PUSH!” I roared. “PUSH!”

My forces charged. I saw my own people. Lust demons charging along with pink eyes blazing with power. With them came those of Gluttony in all their forms. Some, resembled Miss Piggy, others resembled the princess. More resembled the prince himself. They were large, deceptively powerful and just as eager for blood as they surged in alongside us.

Demons fell all around us, both friend and foe. Lightning boomed above and for just a moment I could make out the top of Treachery’s keep. And that sense of wrongness deepened.

“They are coming.”

I almost tripped when I heard the voice. If I didn’t know better, I’d say it was whispered across a silent room. What was more, I don’t believe anyone else heard it.

“They are here.”

I froze and my gut twisted as my eyes raised up. Lightning crackled and through the howling wind and snow, I saw them. The white shimmer of beating wings, bearing hundreds of beings descending towards us.

“They can’t be,” I froze in horror as I recognized what they were.

“HURRY!” The voice screamed in my head..

One of the figures, high up with the largest span of wings threw something down at the ground. A boom rang out as a lance of light slammed into the ground. My heart thumped in my chest, as a wave of holy energy struck me like a crashing wave. I staggered. My demons were thrown to the ground. Only Vozrok and Efaris remained on their feet. Vozrok looked how I felt, while Efaris tilted her head up.

“OI! KNOCK THAT SHIT OFF!”

“Vozrok! Grab the idiot!” I ordered.

My general launched to her feet. Efaris squawked as she was swept into the larger woman’s arms. I led the way, sprinting past fallen demons, leaping over those who had not yet regained their feet. I felt a twitch and dodged to one side as a spear of light cracked into the pavement beside me. The angel who had thrown it sneered and whipped their hand forward, sending another spear.

I didn’t have time to stop and fight. There were many hundreds more descending around us. And the only thought I had was whether Violence knew this would happen. And if she would see fit to take on Heaven’s Cohort.


Chapter 12
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“What are you doing?” she asked.

I couldn’t answer. I wasn’t sure what happened. Everything hurt for… just a moment. That pain stopped, and now I just felt numb and heavy… and sticky. I wasn’t paying much attention to that right now. Because the angel had one of her wings free. Only the one. She beat it awkwardly as she struggled against the chains that bound her.

I just… felt heavy. Breathing was hard enough. Trying to talk made it worse. I was… on the floor and I wasn’t sure why, even as I crawled over to her. The bowl filled with liquid was in my way. I tried not to spill it, but my arms weren’t working quite right. As gently as I could, I pushed it aside, but I think I spilled some. Still, I had the room to reach up and grab the chain around her neck.

“You don’t have to do this,” she whispered.

I pulled. She gurgled, and like the chain around her wings, it slipped free a moment later.

“What is this?” she gasped as the chain holding her vanished from view.

I was already moving though. My vision was dimming. My heart pounded in my ears. I felt cold, but that might have just been the floor. Despite that, I was sweating as I finally got my hands on the final chains around the angel’s wings.

And that’s when I felt her, for the first time. A warm hand on my shoulder. “Stop.”

I ignored her as I tightened my grip. My vision was going dim. My eyes were losing focus. With all my strength, I pulled on those chains as warm arms wrapped around me.
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Efaris threw her hands forward. The doors buckled and screams echoed from within. The wizard was panting and I was in awe. She was in her element… and also quite drunk. I had Vozrok holding her steady and pointing her in the right direction. Efaris, in a drunken stupor, was doing the rest. I just hoped she didn’t bring the place down on our heads.

“Another one?” Efaris huffed. “You fucking want some?”

I grinned at her slurred speech and patted her shoulder. “That’s right. That door is fucking asking for it.”

“No door is gonna get between me and my man,” Efaris huffed and threw her arms forward once more.

Her eyes pulsed in that strange kaleidoscope of colors and a blast of force blew the ice off the stairs before it slammed into the doors once more. The buckled doors flew open and the demons who had been bracing it were crushed against the walls. The shockwave also disrupted the archers who stood beyond. They had been lying in wait, and loosed their arrows the moment the doors failed. The shockwave blasted those arrows high and wide. We were spared, but the few surviving demons against the walls were not.

“CHARGE!” I roared as I rushed in.

Nothing mattered any more. I had a horrible feeling in my chest that we were too late. That something awful had happened. That the heaven’s had intervened here, meant that this place was going to be left barren. For the cohort to enter hell itself, meant a cleansing was coming.

I reached the first of the archers and impaled the demon on my spear. His pained screams were sweet in my ears, but I didn’t stop to savor them. Twisting hard, I threw him against the wall, sweeping aside his comrades, before ducking under a short sword aimed at my head. I used the spin to pull my spear free and whipped it around over my head. In my hands, the tip may as well have been a cleaver as I hacked through throats, faces and limbs with ease. When I stood, there was not a single demon within the range of my spear that wasn’t horribly wounded, or outright dead.

Only for my display to be outdone by a blast of flames as Efaris unleashed hell on the survivors. I wanted to complain about burning the keep to the ground, but I was already on a time crunch and fire would take time to spread in this place of ice and cold.

There was just one problem, as I stepped through the haze of smoke and flame. He stood in the middle of the throne room. His shoulder singed from holy energy, with a hole blasted clean through the roof and into the floor.

“Sagroth,” the Prince of Treachery bowed his head.

“Where is my human⁠—”

“Downstairs. Take the door on my left, go right, pass the kitchens and you’ll find a spiral staircase leading downward. Ignore the dungeon, and keep heading down. It’s the last door. You can’t miss it.”

“W-what?” I tensed as I looked for whatever betrayal came.

He shrugged. “Believe me or not. None of this is anything to do with you. The nephilim.”

I froze and put the connections together. The look must have crossed my face, because Treachery smirked at me.

“You didn’t know?” he asked. “I had wondered.”

“If… If you did anything⁠—”

“Me?” He chuckled. “No, not I.” Treachery kicked the hole by his foot and let out a sigh. “No, that was nothing to do with me. But if you’d like to greet the one responsible, I wouldn't be opposed to the help.”

I stared at the hole in the floor in horror. The sick feeling in my gut. The cohort coming and… If Dapy really was a nephilim…

“SAGROTH!”

I twitched and glanced back. Which is what saved me. The blast of white energy, rather than taking me in the back of the head, tore across my cheek. I hissed as the holy energy burned into my face. I would live, but it would scar. Vozrok was already retreating as the archangel lowered his arm. Efaris was looking bewildered at being yanked aside once more.

“Go, Sagroth,” Treachery said, drawing a long blade from his hip. “Or stay. The choice is yours.”

“My oath to fight you would be negated should I help you. Even against heaven, I wouldn’t risk it,” I hissed.

Treachery smirked and gave a small nod. “As expected.”

I wanted to spit at him, but the soft flapping of an angel's wings echoed behind me. Vozrok looked like she wanted to panic, but she was angling towards the door that Treachery had told us to take. I promised myself I would be back for Treachery as soon as I had Dapy. Without looking back, I rushed for the door. Treachery launched off the ground and the clash of steel echoed in my ears as Vozrok ran ahead of me.

We burst out into a hallway. Several demons screamed in fright. Not warriors, just staff. They took one look at us and ran in different directions. They weren’t a problem right now. Vozrok led the way, with Efaris hoisted over her shoulder. And that’s when I spotted a familiar demon rush down a flight of stairs and into view. She had a panicked look on her face and froze at the sight of us, before placing her hand on her stomach almost like…

“He was telling the truth,” she squeaked.

“Follow,” I snapped. “Now!”

She nodded and rushed to my side. One hand on her belly. I’d deal with that later. Right now, I had my Dapy to find, before we fought our way out of the city. We reached the stairs and began our long march down. The floor vibrated and something boomed. The sound of fighting got momentarily louder before quietening down once more. Whatever game Treachery was playing, I could only hope it didn’t come at the expense of us all.

We hurried down the stairs, and felt the floor bounce. I slipped and hit the wall. Vozrok fell on her ass. The squirrel demon that likely held Dapy’s child screamed. I could have let her fall, but I lunged and caught her around the waist, preventing her an injury. She looked grateful for a moment, and then scared when light skewered through solid stone beside us.

“GO!” I roared as Vozrok climbed to her feet once more.

We rushed down the stairs, and found the bottom, sealed by a solid looking door. Vozrok lowered her shoulder and the wood shattered, before she vanished down a dark tunnel.

“It keeps going!” Vozrok called.

“Come on,” I said, grasping the squirrel demon’s hand. “What does Dapy call you?”

“Fluffy.”

I rolled my eyes. Of course it was something cute.

“And I’m…”

“Pregnant?” I asked as we hurried through the darkness.

“Yes,” Fluffy whispered.

I nodded. “You know that you’re going to send the rest of us into a frenzy when we get out of here, right?”

“Is… that a bad thing, my prince?”

“If you’re pregnant with my human’s child, you call me Kitty. And as to it being a problem. Have you ever had a cock in your throat and a tongue in every other hole?” I asked.

“No.”

“Would you like to?”

She squeaked, but didn’t pull away. I grinned just thinking about the taste of pregnant demon pussy.

“There’s a door!” Vozrok called from ahead of us. “It won’t open!”

“”Then break it down!” I snapped.

[image: ]


DAPY

“Hello son.”

I stared at them. My parents. I tried to hug them, but… I couldn’t move. When I looked around, there… there wasn’t anything to move. I didn’t have a body⁠—”

“Calm!” my mother called. “Calm, my son. Please, there isn’t much time.”

“Mom?” I said, thankful that at least my voice worked. “Dad? What is this place?”

“A place to make a choice,” my father said, smiling at me kindly.

It had been so long since I’d seen him smile. The years got tougher on him. The aches and pains got on. He looked just how I remembered, but… happier. Mom did too. I hardly believed that I was seeing them but…

“I’m dead,” I said, coming to the realization.

“Maybe,” my mother said, that familiar smile tugging at my heart strings.

“It’s not that straightforward, son,” my father admitted. “We were sent for a reason.”

“Sent?”

My parents nodded as they stood before me. “You have a choice to make.”

“What choice?” I asked.

“To come with us,” my mother said, offering her hand for me to take.

“Or to go back,” My father said, looking at something behind me.

When I looked back, I could see my body. I was dead. That much I knew from the massive hole through my chest. It looked like someone had heated up a long metal rod and pushed it right through my middle. What was strange though, was the angel. She held me in her lap as tears dripped from her cheeks.

“So I am dead.” I nodded.

“Part of you is, yes,” my mother whispered.

When I looked back, she smiled, and then extended her wings. Father didn’t have any. He still looked human, but my mother…

“You’re…”

“An angel. One of the fallen, though not one of the lost. I gave up my wings to live with the man I loved. I chose a mortal life.”

“And what happens if I go back?” I asked, turning to the vision of my corpse.

The angel wasn’t crying over me now. She looked scared. And the reason was apparent moments later. It was like someone had taken time itself and slowed it down. Kitty came into view. Her face twisted with rage. That spear of hers was held high as she charged the angel, who looked to be trying to kill her.

It was obvious, even to me, that she intended to harm the angel. Before I knew what I was doing, I stepped forward. I didn’t even think, I just knew I had to stop Kitty before she made a terrible mistake.
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KITTY

“I’LL KILL YOU!”

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Whatever we tried with the door didn’t budge it. Only for it to suddenly slide open and reveal what was inside. And I couldn’t believe it, even now. My Dapy. My dear Dapy. Skewered through the chest, in the arms of a fucking angel. Fluffy let out a pained screech beside me, as Vozrok bellowed. Even Efaris, in her drunken stupor, let out a shriek of pain and rage.

I was the first to react. The first to lunge. To kill and keep killing until all the angels lay dead at my feet. My spear felt heavy as I raised it up. I steadied it with my off hand and picked the point where I knew the angel’s heart beat. One stab. One death. An eternity to carve my revenge into the cohort.

I thrust the spear forward. The angel blinked up at me, with tears rolling down her cheeks.

“KITTY!”

I flinched as Dapy shot up. It was too late. The spear aimed for his killer, now sank into my dear Dapy’s chest. His eyes bulged as red blood spurted from around the wicked point.

“NO!” I screeched, and yanked it free. “NOOOOO!”
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DAPY

“Huh.”

“Hello again, son.” My father’s sigh sounded exasperated. “That was rather fast, don’t you think?”

“I…” I frowned and turned to look at the image of my body once more.

Kitty held me in her arms this time. Tears rolling down her cheeks. The angel lay off to one side, unharmed, thankfully, but wary of what she had just avoided. Behind Kitty, was Vozrok. The large woman was on her knees looking grief stricken. Efaris was just standing there, with a dazed look on her face, like she had seen something impossible. And then there was Fluffy. She just looked so sad.

“I don’t think that was supposed to happen,” I pointed out. “I don’t think she meant to stab me.”

“Well, she did,” my mother said. “So… let’s go then.”

“Yes son, let’s go,” my father urged.

I frowned and turned back to face them. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” my mother said. “You’re dead, so we need to move you on now.”

“I was dead a moment ago, and you told me there was a choice,” I pointed out.

“Yes, and you made it. Now you’re dead again,” My father said, holding out his hand.

I wasn’t buying it. This felt… well not as rushed as my first death, but still kinda like they were hiding something from me. This felt like the time my favorite pig was bitten by a venomous snake and hadn’t survived the night. They thought that by hiding the fact from me, I might handle it better.

“What aren’t you telling me?” I asked.

“Nothing,” mom said with a forced smile. “It’s time to go.”

“Listen to your mother Dapy,” my father said sternly.

If anything, that was what really set me off. I glared at them both and despite still not having a body, I crossed my arms. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing son,” my father urged. “We need to go. Please?”

“Not until you tell me what’s wrong,” I replied knowing for certain they were hiding something from me.

“There’s no time,” my mother urged. “Dapy please, before it’s too late.”

“Too late for what?” I asked. “Why are you so pushy⁠—”

“Because if you stay here much longer… it won’t be a choice any more. And we’ll never see you again,” my father blurted.

“Never…” I frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Son please?” My mother begged. “You have a chance. A ticket to an afterlife. You just have to come with us right now.”

I stared at her, and then turned and looked back at Kitty, whose tears were dripping onto my chest, near my stab wound. Then I saw the angel and she was staring at me. Not the corpse of me in Kitty’s arms. She was looking at me. In the eye, right now.

“It’s your choice.”

I caught a brief shimmer, out of the corner of my eye. Time had slowed once more, and I could see one of Kitty’s tears. It fell slowly. A tiny orb of liquid that slowly fell towards my chest. Directly in line with the awful wound.

“Son?” My father called.

I turned back to them and let out a sigh. “I can’t.”

My mother’s expression almost broke my heart. She lunged for me, but I felt it, like a… well a stab in the chest. My body throbbed and my vision swirled. I hacked and coughed and flopped onto my stomach as I vomited up foul tasting bile.

“DAPY!”

“Gahhhh!” I vomited once more.

“DAPYYYYY!” came several more screams.

But I drowned them out with my own. My head ached. My forehead burned. My skull felt like it was splitting open, and so did the back of my ribs. I punched the floor and ground my fist into the sand… sand? I blinked and looked. The stone had shattered and the sand was the grit between my fingers. Everything burned and I clenched my eyes as my shirt suddenly felt like it was squeezing me.

“What’s happening to him?” Fluffy’s voice reached my ears.

“Dapy, I’m sorry,” Kitty pleaded. “Please be okay. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

“Dapy!” Efaris cried out in a tone that told me she was drunk.

“Deep breaths,” came the angel's voice. “It will pass.”

I tried to take a deep breath. My shirt strained and then split with a tearing noise. Several gasps rang out. Whatever was going on, I choked as I tried to breathe. It didn’t feel right. Nothing really did right now. My head felt heavy. My shirt seemed to… strangely catch the wind, now that it was torn open. My neck strained as I tried to roll my head around to see what was going on.

“That’s right,” the angel’s voice echoed. “You’re doing fine.”

Moments might have been minutes, as the pain slowly diminished. My body felt more normal, but also heavier. It felt… right, even if something was off. The room had fallen mostly silent, with occasional booms and clashes from somewhere above. I didn’t know what was going on, but something told me I needed to leave. That urge to move increased, until I slowly pushed myself to my feet.

“He’s magnificent,” the angel whispered.
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KITTY

I didn’t know what was happening. I killed him. My human. One moment that bitch angel held him, the next he shot up right in front of me. Didn’t have time to pull the blow, before my spear went right into his heart. Whatever force brought him back, I didn’t know, but I certainly killed him again. The angel let me take him, and I felt my world implode.

The fighting above had grown more intense, but it didn’t matter. I was only here for one reason. And that reason lay dead in my arms. I slumped as I took him from the angel. His lovers howled his name, just as I did. Our grief came in waves and I cried for the first time in many, many years. For the dumb little human that I’d fallen so very⁠—

*COUGH*

He flipped over, falling out of my arms and landed on his hands and knees, before vomiting up bile.

“DAPY!”

“Gahhhh!” he vomited once more.

“DAPYYYYY!” came several more screams.

And then we froze. His shirt bulged, like something grew within. His head began to distort, like his skull was shifting. A faint glow appeared over his head.

“What’s happening to him?” Fluffy asked as we stared in confusion and worry.

“Dapy, I’m sorry,” I pleaded, begging for whatever was happening to stop. “Please be okay. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

“Dapy!” Efaris cried out, still terribly drunk.

Then, his shirt split. Slowly at first. A small pop, the crackle of a seam and then the fabric burst as the strangest sight flowed out around him. And then he started to rise. My Dapy my… my…

“He’s magnificent,” the angel whispered, echoing my thoughts.
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I blinked slowly, and rubbed my eyes. My head felt heavy. I reached up and touched my forehead, and… on the right side, was something… hard. It spiraled up, from above my eyebrow, to a… point. It was maybe a foot long and I could feel it when I touched it. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling the protrusion and frowned.

“Have I grown a horn?”

I opened my eyes and looked around the room. The angel trembled as she stared at me. Heify fell to her knees. Fluffy did too. When Kitty collapsed, I began to panic, while Efaris stared at me like I’d grown an extra head. For now, I knelt to Kitty and grabbed her shoulders to steady her.

“Hey, hey,” I pleaded. “I’m okay. What’s wrong?”

Kitty’s head rolled back as she reached out and squeezed my arms in return. Her breath came in short bursts as she breathed through whatever was happening.

“Kitty?”

“Cumming.”

I blinked. “What?”

“I’M FUCKING CUMMING!” Fluffy screamed.

Kitty began to tremble and gasp, as Fluffy knelt on all fours, with her hips jerking back and forth. Vozrok was on her back undulating her hips slightly. I could smell female excitement and even the angel was panting heavily as she refused to look at me.

“Dapy?” Efaris’s voice reached my ears.

I turned and saw her stagger slightly. I stepped up, feeling something odd in the way my balance shifted, but I caught her in my arms.

“Dapy, what happened to you?”

“We happened,” the angel spoke aloud, perhaps for the first time. “May god have mercy on my immortal soul.”

“What does your god have to do with this?” Kitty said, sounding almost pained as she choked out those words.

“Because I gave him the same as you did,” the angel muttered. “How could I not?”

“What did you give me?” I asked, turning to face them, with Efaris still in my arms.

She made a noise and I felt an odd tugging. Like she was pulling on my arm, but it wasn’t my arm, nor was it… anything else. When I turned to look, I continued turning, looking to see the origin of what it was I was seeing. This… couldn’t be real but…

“That’s… me,” I said, my confusion evident. I turned my head and on the other side, matching my horn was… another. Though different.

“Fuck every time I look at him, my cunt clenches up,” Heify groaned.

“Is it always going to be like this?” Fluffy asked. “I’m not complaining, but I’m going to have to take breaks to raise our children.”

“We all will,” Kitty moaned.

“He just needs to learn control,” the angel whispered.

Then she was before me. One hand on Efaris’s back to hold her steady as she clung to me. The other on my chest. Her wings spread out and… for whatever reason, I did the same.

One wing, on my left, covered in soft white feathers, stretched out. Further than the angels. On the other side, another wing. This one, of a strange, dark, leathery appearance.

“How fucking drunk am I right now?” Efaris asked.

I looked her in the eye, and kissed her. She melted into my arms and her legs wobbled. I found myself supporting her, as wetness ran down her thighs.

“Okay, enough,” the angel prodded me. “You’re too much for them right now. You need to get control of yourself.”

“Do I?”

“Not particularly,” a new voice echoed.

The angel froze and turned to look. There, in the doorway, was an angel. Not one like the woman in front of me. This was a man, for starters. He looked like some noble born son of the king, perhaps. Except with wings. And armor. The look on his face was about right though. Like he was sneering at everyone around him.

“Isda, you disappoint me,” he said.

The angel frowned but stepped aside. “I don’t see how that is possible.”

“You created this… thing,” he said, looking directly at me.

“His heart is filled with love,” Isda argued. “It’s still full of love.”

“And yet, he is an abomination, that I cannot allow to leave this place,” the angel stated.

“Michael, please⁠—”

“This is your only warning,” the man said in an even tone, as he summoned light to his hand.

I recognized that light. It felt welcoming. Enough that I stepped forward. Isda, the angel, almost struggled, and I pushed Efaris into her arms to give them something to hold onto as I stood before the man now threatening my family.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“It’s not important,” the angel replied. “I will make this quick. For all of you.”

His hand thrust out. Light filled the room. Screams echoed and I felt searing heat, washing away to warmth as it enveloped me. I felt the light twist around, warping and clinging to me, before I noticed that it wasn’t coming from the angel any more. It was just… here. With me.

“Ah…” I frowned, holding up my hand as the light danced over my fingers. “What’s… what is happening?”

“Impossible,” the angel blinked back his shock.

“Fuck!” Kitty snarled.

“I’m cumming again!" Fluffy wailed.

“Dapy, please kill him,” Heify begged. “Because right now I can’t stand, and I really need a good fuck before I do something stupid.”

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“It’s your aura,” Isda whispered as she stared at the floor. “Even I’ve never felt like this before.”

There was a crackle. Like the sound fabric makes when you shake it in the wind. I turned and the angel was coming right at me. His eyes ablaze with anger and a sword at his side made of the same light he’d throw at me. He raced across faster than the eye could see, and yet… I reached out and caught his wrist in my hand, halting him in place.

“Why are you trying to kill me?” I asked.

“Because you cannot be allowed to exist,” he snarled as he yanked a knife out of his belt and stabbed up into my ribs.

“Why is it warm?” I asked as he stabbed me twice more.

There wasn’t any pain, I was mostly just confused. He seemed confused too, since the knife wasn’t harming me. Not even a scratch. I looked back at the ladies behind me. All of them were collapsed on the ground, save Efaris and Isda. Though Isda looked to be standing, only because Efaris was holding her upright.

“Look,” I said, turning back to the angel.

Only he’d moved. Gotten in close when I looked away. So when I turned back, I bumped him with my shoulder. And to my horror he flew back with a pained howl, skipping across the floor, before slamming into the wall on the far side.

“FUCK!” Kitty shrieked. “CUMMING!”


Chapter 13



DAPY

“Oh, oh shit,” I cursed as I hurried over to the angel. “Hey, are you okay?”

“DIE!”

I flinched as he launched towards me. Like an arrow from a bow, or… more like one of Efaris’s spells. He blurred like he was made of light and slammed into me. The impact pitched me back and I landed on my ass, while he stood over me.

“Ouch,” I muttered. “Can you stop?”

“What is this?” he demanded. “What are you?”

“Ah…” I frowned as I picked myself up. “I’m… Baron Dapy. I… was a farmer, and then I met Efaris, then Kitty and⁠—”

“Shut up!”

I frowned at him. “You asked.”

The angel stared at me for a moment, before switching his attention to the other angel in the room. “Fine, what if I kill the one who gave you this power?”

I reached out and grabbed his wrist. “How about we talk about this?”

The angel slapped at my hand, while growling and pulling. It… felt strange, like watching a child try and pull away from their mother in a crowd.
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KITTY

I almost screamed when Michael attacked. That bastard turned himself to pure energy and flashed across the room before anyone could respond. Dapy, my dear sweet Dapy… fell on his ass. Michael looked stunned, Dapy just looked annoyed. Like he’d been given a little shove. He wasn’t even mad, hells save him my cunt burned to hear the angry rumble in his voice.

Instead he stood there. Trying to reason with the most dangerous being walking the planes of demon and man.

“Fine, what if I kill the one who gave you this power?” Michael snapped as he locked eyes with the angel huddled beside me.

I glanced at her, saw the tremble in her wings as she realized what was about to happen. Only for Dapy, to reach out, faster than I could see, and grasp Michael by the arm. Michael reacted explosively. He tried to slap Dapy’s hand away, before fusing his hand with holy energy as if he could burn it away. Dapy, my dear, sweet human stood there like a calm parent…

“Oh, fuck I want to have his babies,” I groaned.
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DAPY

“Huh?” I glanced over at Kitty. “You… you what?”

“BABIES!” Kitty cried out, before…

I stared at her, recognizing her orgasm face, but not why she was making it…

“Can you stop for a moment?” I asked the angel. “This is getting out of hand. There’s something weird going on.”

“THE ONLY THING WEIRD IS YOUR ABOMINABLE SELF!” The angel roared back at me, before he lashed out, patting my cheek in a weird way… using the knuckles of his fist.

I was extremely confused about all this. But… “Did you just try to punch me?” He did it again. His fist whipped around, and sorta… patted my cheek. “Stop that,” I frowned. He did it again. “Look, you’re acting aggressively. Which is weird because you’re an angel,” even as I spoke, he patted my cheek once more. “STOP!”

I gave his arm a yank when I snapped and… the angel slammed into the floor.

“Shit,” I cursed. “C’mon, I didn’t mean to pull you that hard.”

I lifted him and he blinked up at me. His pupils were different sizes and he was bleeding from his nose.

“Awww,” I frowned. “Hey, Kitty. I think I hurt him.”

Three guttural cries reached my ears as Heify, Kitty and Fluffy collapsed on the ground, twitching strangely.

“Okay, I need to check them. So just…” I sat the angel down. “Stay here a moment.”

I hurried to Heify, who was closest by this point. Her eyes were rolled back, but she didn’t look hurt. She just rolled from side to side with… Most of her hand… inside herself. That was strange, but she didn’t look hurt. When she opened her eyes and saw me standing there, all that escaped her lips was another soft moan.

I then moved over to Fluffy. She was on her hands and knees. Her ears flicked back and forth as her tail quivered in the air. But when I approached, she looked up at me with wide eyes.

“D-Dapy,” she whimpered.

“Hey,” I crooned and bent down to take her shoulders. The moment my fingers touched her warm skin, I heard the patter of dripping liquid on stone, before noticing the rapid jerking movements of the squirrel demon’s hips.

“What’s going on?”

“It’s your aura,” the angel beside Kitty said in a strange tone. “It’s… impossible.”

“I don’t have an aura,” I said and frowned. “I’ve never had one.”

“You do now,” Kitty grunted, as she carved small furrows in the stone floor with her claws. “Fuck, if only you could see what you’re doing to us.”

“What am I doing?” I pleaded. “Am I hurting you?”

“HA!” the angel snorted before covering her mouth.

“He’s like that,” Kitty moaned.

“ENOUGH!”

I turned and saw the angel rushing towards Heify. She was behind me, and still on her back. I had to hurry if I was going to stop him from… doing whatever he was going to do. When I spun around though, he changed direction. Now he was heading for Kitty. Which forced me to spin back around quickly. One of my wings flicked out and I felt it slow me down. Which gave me a moment to realize he wasn’t aiming for Kitty. But the angel beside her.

I knew Kitty was tough. But the angel? She’d been chained in strange magic for… I didn’t really know. I doubted she had the strength to withstand a harsh word, let alone the annoying shoves this bigger angel was handing out. So, ignoring the wings on my back, I hopped forward and shoved the large angel out of the way.

And just in time too. The female angel screamed as the larger angel almost grabbed her. So I didn’t feel too bad as he bounced across the floor and hit the far wall again. Which left me looming over her, while she was on her knees. One hand over her head like she was trying to defend herself, only now, staring up at me with a strange look on her face.

“Are you okay?” I asked. “He didn’t hurt you, did he?”

She blinked slowly and shook her head. “Impossible.”

“Ah?” I tilted my head. “I don’t…”

“Dapy, listen to me,” Kitty croaked. “Because I only have the willpower to say this once.”

“I’m listening,” I said, turning to my Kitty. “What’s going on?”

“There is a massive battle upstairs,” Kitty grumbled. “Lots of demons. Lots of my friends. They’re getting hurt. And this man,” she threw her hand in the direction of the angel who was picking himself up. “He’s killing everyone. And he wants to kill you.”

“He’s not doing a very good job,” I pointed out. “Is he really that tough?”

“Dapy, every move he’s made would have killed me,” Kitty pleaded. “I don’t know how you’ve stopped him. If that were me, I’d be dead ten times over by now.”

“Wait,” I frowned… “Is he the one that killed me the first time?”

Kitty blinked and the pretty angel nodded. “He was.”

The angel roared as he jumped at me. I turned and held out one hand, which thumped against his chest, stopping him. “You need to stop.”

He blinked and then twisted. His hand glowed as a long white blade came into view. I thought he was going to attack me, but the blade came down on the pretty angel beside us. I don’t know why he was trying to hurt everyone. We hadn’t done anything to deserve this. I sorta understood that angels and demons didn’t get along, even if the pretty angel seemed to get along fine. Which meant hurting her was even worse.

I gritted my teeth and… threw a punch. He didn’t react to me moving. In fact, he was going really slow. My fist whipped out, and I thumped it into his head, kinda like he was doing to me. Only my punch cracked something and slammed him, head first, into the stone floor several feet away. I was a little concerned that the stone was cracked where his head hit, but… He was holding a sword when I hit him.

I watched the angel for a few moments, before turning to his prettier counterpart, kneeling beside Kitty. “Are you okay?”

She twitched, and then looked back at the angel on the ground. “Father, I have decided.”

He raised his head. “No.”

“Wait,” I frowned. “Father?”

“My father,” the angel nodded. “Michael. Commander of Heaven’s Cohort. My jailer.”

“But… He just…”

“He wanted me to⁠—”

“Isda, no!” Michael cried.

“Choose,” she whispered. “And when I would not. He placed me here.”

Kitty giggled, and then smacked her palm on the floor. I stared at her, and she must have noticed, because she started groaning softly instead.

“Choose what?” I asked.

“A master.”

“Isda, please?” Michael pleaded as he got up. “You are better dead than bound to that thing!”

I realized he was pointing at me, and slowly moved to stand between them. “I think we all need to calm down,” I tried to reason. “First,” I turned to Isda. “I’m nobody’s master.”

“Tell that to my aching pregnant cunt,” Fluffy whimpered.

I blinked and shook my head. “I’m just a man, with… some issues.”

“Issues?” Efaris blurted. “Dapy, you’re arguing with… someone who might be god?”

“NO!” Michael snapped. “I am not god, merely his vessel! Which is why I cannot allow my daughter to fall into the hands of evil!”

He thrust his hand forward. And a beam of white light flashed out. I saw it coming and recognized it now I had a chance to see it properly. This was the light that struck me. The flash I saw before I died. Then the same thing he hit me with before. I shifted sideways, opening my wings and let it strike me once again. That warm feeling flooded me and left me bubbling with energy.

As the light faded, I felt almost giddy. Like I wanted to bounce.

“This can’t be,” Michael gasped.

A raspy chuckle echoed from behind us. I turned and looked back, with a frown, as Treachery came into view. He was… a mess. A hole in his chest. I’m pretty sure I could see his heart, beating away in the open wound. He moved with a limp, but was alive.

“Betrayed by your own faith,” Treachery chuckled. “It’s so thick, I can taste it in the air.”

“You should be dead,” Michael glared. “I killed you.”

“And yet, I am here,” Treachery chuckled. “Funny, how that works, isn’t it?”

“Dapy,” Kitty whimpered.

When I looked at her, she was staring at Treachery with horror. When I looked at the prince, he was grinning from ear to ear as the hole in his chest closed up.

I had a bad feeling and turned to Efaris. “Portal, now.”

“What?”

“Home,” I pleaded. “Go, take the others.”

Efaris frowned at me, but her eyes began to glow.

“Uh, uh, uhhh,” Treachery wiggled a finger, as Efaris’s power refused to manifest. “None of that now.”

“Dapy,” Kitty whimpered. “We need to go.”

“Oh, but you’ve only just arrived.” Treachery smiled.

“What is this, demon?” Michael demanded.

“My ascension,” Treachery chuckled.

Then he burst into motion. Michael reeled as the demon lashed out with hazy, black claws. Michael dodged and ducked, twisting around to avoid each strike. He grunted and hissed as the claws nicked him.

“Kitty?” I asked. “What should I do?”

“We need to find a way out,” Kitty hissed.

I nodded. “Efaris?”

“It’s not working,” she snapped. “Fucking portal won’t open.”

I nodded and looked at the entrance. Then at Fluffy on her knees. I hurried over to her and bent down. She grabbed me as I scooped her into my arms. She went over my shoulder. Then I moved to Heify, who moaned softly as I put her over my other shoulder.

“Can you help Kitty and Efaris?” I asked Isda.

“I can try,” she admitted as she looked back at Treachery and her father, clashing across the room.

I nodded and led the way. The tunnel was dark and narrow. Heify and Fluffy were only able to moan and… dribble something down my chest as I carried them up the stairs. It didn’t even occur to me how I’d been able to lift them. Behind me, I could hear Isda climbing, with Kitty and Efaris stumbling behind like they were both drunk. I knew Efaris was, but Kitty was staggering too.

When we finally burst out onto the stairs, I accidentally bumped into a random angel. He flew into the wall, cracking his head against the stonework.

“Ignore that,” Isda said, pressing past. “Efaris, was it?”

“Huh?”

I turned. “Portal, dear wife.”

“Dear?” She tilted her head. “Nothing dear about me,” she muttered, and frowned as she summoned her power once more.

And this time, it worked. A portal snapped open. The edges of it wavered and on the other side, I saw the farm. Or, what had been constructed. Demons were moving about, while humans mingled. There were guards and some of them whirled on the portal as it arrived. Right before the demons began crying out, one by one.

“Dammit,” Kitty grumbled as she stepped through. “Get away from the portal!”

“WHY AM I CUMMING SO HARD!?”

“Ahh,” I frowned, recognizing Miss Piggy’s voice.

“Here,” Isda said, helping Fluffy off my arm. Fluffy was panting and red in the face, like we’d just made love. But her eyes locked onto mine as Isda pushed her through the portal. It was a little rough, but Fluffy caught herself and sat on the other side. I got Heify off my shoulder. She wasn’t much better, and Isda helped her across too.

“Come on,” Efaris muttered. “I have an ass you need to destroy before the demons get into you.”

My wife stepped through the portal as Isda gave her a strange look. “She’s a slut for anal, when she’s drunk,” I explained, repeating the words she’d said time and time again.

“I see,” Isda said nodded hesitantly, before looking me in the eye. “My lord⁠—”

“Not you too,” I groaned. “I’m just a baron, but even that wasn’t intentional. The king just gave me a title. I’m nobody special.”

Isda blinked at me like I’d said something dumb, but she cleared her throat. “In that case… Dapy?”

“Thank you,” I said, relieved that she wasn’t using honorifics. “Now, can we go, I’d like to get away from all this.”

“Before we do,” she whispered. “I have to ask.” I stared at her and she firmed her stance. “I offer my wings⁠—”

“No.”

“But,” she froze. “Dapy please. He’s my father⁠—”

“Wait,” I held up my hand. “What does your father have to do with your wings?”

“I… I am an angel, my wings are valuable.”

“Uh huh,” I nodded. “What’s that got to do with your dad?”

“I was… going to offer them to you… if you saved him.”

I frowned. “He tried to kill you.”

“And he’s my father,” she pleaded.

“How long were you down in that dungeon?”

“Long enough, that while I have no desire to ever speak to him again, I don’t want to see him dead.”

I stared at her and she stared right back. “You want me to save him.”

“I’m offering my wings⁠—”

“I don’t want your wings,” I snapped. “They’re part of you, aren’t they?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’m not taking them… what would that even mean? Would I cut them? No. No, no, no, just…” I growled and shook my head. “Go back to the farm, I’ll save your dad from Treachery just…”

“Dapy,” she said, reaching out to touch me.

I stared at her hand and then looked her in the eye. “You’re the one who has been in my head, aren’t you?”

“I am,” she agreed. “I felt you coming, and I wanted badly to believe you were my savior.”

I sighed. “I’m nothing special. But I hope that whatever you see in my head, you know that I’m going to help where I can. Even if I don’t understand why.”
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KITTY

“No! Stop it!”

Agatha and Lydia mewled as I pulled them apart. They were in the process of ripping off one another’s outfits. Bare breasts and soaked pussies were everywhere. The humans looked concerned, though a few were getting into it.

“Mistress please?” Agatha begged.

“No,” I growled as I batted her hand away from my crotch. “You are Dapy’s playthings. You will wait for him to…”

The portal closed. I whirled around and saw Efaris sitting on the ground, staring at the point where the portal had been, moments before. Isda stood beside her, wings drooped and head bowed.

“Teasing only,” I warned the twin cambreons, ignoring their mewling pleas.

I hurried over to Efaris, even as I looked around. “Where is he?” I demanded. “Where is Dapy?”

“He’s staying behind,” Isda whispered.

“WHY?” I moaned. “Fuck, doesn’t he know how he’s left us?”

“Probably not,” Efaris muttered. “Stupid farmer. Gets me all hot and bothered… What’s with the wings, anyway?”

“He’s a nephilim,” I muttered.

“Not quite,” Isda murmured. “He’s part demon as well.”

“He doesn’t taste like a cambreon.” I frowned.

“And he doesn’t taste like a nephilim,” Isda said. “He’s something else.”

“He’s…” I froze.

The angel. Trapped in Treachery. She held Dapy and she cried on him. Then he woke up, I stabbed him, and then I cried on him. If both our essence got into a mortal, they’d die. It took a special ritual to ensure their survival, similar to what I’d done for Lydia and Agatha. Even then, it was mostly luck they’d survived at all.

But what if it wasn’t luck? There was no ritual. No soul energy just… a nephilim, and the essence of two immortal beings.

“He can’t be,” I muttered.

“If you have a better idea, I’d love to hear it,” Isda muttered.

“W-where is he?” I asked. “Did you send him back?”

“No,” Isda said and lowered her head. “I was selfish, and… asked him to save my father.”

“The man who handed you to Treachery?” I snapped.

“Dapy said that in the exact same tone,” the angel said and smiled softly.

I shook my head, then frowned. “Wait… Why are you here?”

“Because I chose to be.”

“You know what I am?” I asked.

She smiled. “You’re the Prince of Lust. A foul monster of a demon. Everything you touch is poison. Everything you speak is heresy. Everything you are is abominable…” she took a deep breath, and let out a long sigh. “And yet, you love him as purely as he loves you. As much as he loves so many of the demons and… humans, here.”

“And you?” I asked.

Isda blushed and bowed her head. “I made my choice, Prince Sagroth,” she whispered. “When my lord wishes it of me… I would ask for your presence, so that I may please him best.”

“You want this?”

“For a thimble of the love he grants you, I would voluntarily chain myself back in Treachery’s keep for all time,” she whispered, before relaxing.

Her aura flowed out, showing me for the first time how she honestly felt.

“I just hope you know what you’re getting yourself into, angel,” I muttered. “Because that man only has one cock.”

“And a tongue,” Isda said and smirked.

“That’s where I was going with it,” I chuckled. “Because we all have tongues too.”

Isda blushed and looked away. But I noticed she kept glancing back at me. Because foul demon I was, and never in my wildest dreams did I think I was going to have the opportunity to fuck an angel.
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DAPY

I sighed as I tramped down the stairs. It took so long to get down, then all the way back up again. It felt ridiculous to go all the way back down again. Worse still, when the portal closed…

“Just tell me your name?” she begged.

I ignored her.

“Please?” she begged. “I just want to know what to call you.”

“Dapy,” I murmured.

“Wait,” she staggered. “You’re Dapy?”

“Yes,” I muttered as I finally hit the bottom of the stairs.

“Ah…” she sounded nervous as I marched forward, towards the large door where I could hear fighting going on. “You’re… Sagroth’s pet?”

I paused, just outside the door and looked back. “I’m… fairly sure she’d want me to say that she was my pet, actually.”

I turned back to the large room. The red-skinned, twin horned woman looked flustered as I marched back inside. Michael and Treachery were… not looking good. Michael might have been a little worse off, since he’d taken a beating from me as well. Treachery was still moving strong, despite his collection of bleeding wounds. Treachery lunged and Michael spun. They clashed, a punch for a kick. A slap for a scratch.

The gasping, panting from the woman following me was… confusing, and a little annoying.

“Alright,” I said, marching up to the two of them. “That’s enough.”

I grabbed Treachery by the scruff, and Michael by a wing, before yanking them apart. Treachery yelped as I held him off the ground, while Michael flipped onto his back. Where he struggled to regain his feet.

“Sorry,” I told him, as I loosened my grip a little.

“Kill him,” Treachery snarled. “Quickly! While he’s distracted!’

“No,” I told the demon.

“THEN KILL HIM!” Michael lunged.

“NO!” I snapped and gave them both a shake.

Treachery gasped, and something in Michael’s wing cracked. I winced at the thought, but figured Efaris could fix it later. Right now, I just needed them to stop. Except I had a pair of arms wrapping around my waist.

“Do it again.”

“What?”

“Break them,” she begged. “Then break me.”

“There is something wrong with you,” I muttered as I pulled out of her arms and led the two men away. “Now, Isda⁠—”

“Don’t you say her name!” Michael snarled. “What have you done with her!?”

“Nothing,” I grumped. “And you’re one to talk. You tried to kill her!”

“Better than falling to the likes of you,” Michael snarled.

“Just listen to him, Dapy,” Treachery snarled. “He’s more of a demon than I am. Murdering his own blood! Why I⁠—”

“You’ve orchestrated the deaths of every child you’ve ever sired,” Michael spat.

“SHUT UP!” I roared.

“Gnn,” the red-skinned demon whined.

I looked back and she… had a hand worked between her legs. Her pants were caught around one ankle and she was biting her knuckle.

“I’m going to ignore you for a moment,” I said, turning away.

“Mean,” she hissed. “Why am I into that?”

I ignored her as I looked at Treachery, still kicking slightly and Michael, grimacing from each twitch of his wing.

“Now, Isda asked me to save you,” I explained to the angel. “So… can you leave⁠—”

“Return her to me!” he snapped. “Give me back her wings!”

“What is with the wing thing?” I asked. “She tried to give them⁠—”

“NO!” He cried and lashed out with a sword made of light.

That weapon struck me, and I had a moment where I thought about the sword I used to stab that other demon. The one that came to the farm and gave Heify and Kitty a hard time.

“He cannot be trusted,” Treachery hissed. “Even now, he wants to harm his daughter, she will never be safe, so long as he lives!”

“Alright, you need to shut up,” I snapped at Treachery.

“You owe me,” Treachery snarled.

“Really?”

“I helped make you,” Treachery snarled.

Michael froze. “You created this abomination, intentionally?”

“Of course I did,” Treachery sneered. “What better way to honor my plane, than to defy its very existence.”

Michael twitched and that caught my attention. I looked at him, and for a moment it looked as if he was listening to something. Only to lock eyes with me. Michael pulled back, and when I resisted, he lunged forward. A blade whipped out, long and sharp, aimed right for Treachery. With my hands full, I couldn’t do anything but stare as the sword plunged into the demon’s chest.

Treachery froze, impaled before Michael yanked the blade free. And that’s when his feathers began to darken.

“What?” Treachery gasped.

“I am the sword of the heavens,” Michael hissed as his pristine white feathers faded to a dull gray, before slowly turning brown. “My mission is to eradicate the demons. And I start by cutting off the head.”

I threw Michael back and he hit the floor. But when I turned to Treachery, he was pale and grimacing. His chest wound looked awful. Spiderwebbing lines stretched across his skin. Etching into his flesh.

“Ha,” Treachery grinned, in amusement. “Ha, ha.”

“You’re dying,” I told him. “Why are you laughing?”

“It’s a little ironic, don’t you think?” he choked out another laugh. “I defied the heavens themselves, created the perfect being and rather than aid me. You’ve killed me.”

I spotted movement and sprung away from the dying prince. Michael’s sword whipped around and I caught it, just at the strange red demon’s neck. She saw it, and fell back, a little squirt of demon-girl cum pulsing out between her fingers.

“How can you not feel disgusted watching that?” Michael snarled as his sword vanished. “I cannot believe you fornicate with them.”

“I… forn…” I frowned. “Sex?”

“YES!” Michael snarled.

“Oh,” I said and nodded. “I’m not having sex with her. I don’t even know who she is.”

“Hurtful,” she whimpered. “But I’ll forgive you if you rough the angel up a little more.”

I shook my head at her and turned to Michael. “You need to go.”

“Go?”

“Your daughter, remember. After I saved her and got her back to the farm⁠—”

“THE FARM!” Michael turned and sprinted for the stairs.

“Hey!” I turned to chase after him.

“Wait, before you go,” the red-skinned demon grabbed my leg. “There’s still a lot of angels up there.”

I paused, then looked at her. “Wait, how bad is it?”


Chapter 14



“Excuse me!” I called , shoving one of the angels aside. “Coming through!” I said, bumping another.

I was charging up the stairs after Michael. Clinging to my back like some kind of marsupial bear, was the red-skinned demon, who was making shrill noises as I ran. The angels just gave me strange looks as I bumped them aside. The path they’d made for Michael to run had only barely closed as I rushed up the stairs after him.

I had almost caught up. His wings flowed out behind him and if I could just reach out and grab them, I could stop him. But I was distracted by a terrified scream. One of the demons from earlier. Sprinting away from an angel who stabbed at her with a glowing spear. She fell, clutching her side and rolled onto her back. I took one look at Michael as he turned towards the exit, and instead, turned to save the woman.

She let out a scream as the angel stabbed down. Right as I hopped and kicked him square in the nads. The angel didn’t have time to scream. He simply folded into the ceiling with a horrible crunch, before falling to the floor.

“Gnnnn! Dark princes in fucking hell!”

I glanced down as the cook trembled and groaned. Half in pleasure, half in pain. I didn’t really understand what all the demons were going through. But it also showed me the utter destruction behind me. The angels on the stairs. One and all, were crumpled bleeding and injured. Like something had followed me up the stairs and slammed them into the walls. From the panting of the demon on my shoulders, I had to figure it was her.

“Can you stand?” I asked, bending to pick her up. I didn’t even think about how I was capable of doing so, with a demon clinging to my back.

She whimpered as she slipped into my arms and I let out a sigh. Then marched back towards the kitchen. Here, I found more chaos. Two angels inside, trying to get to a bunch of kitchen staff. At the front of the group, holding a large pot as a shield and a giant meat cleaver in her other hand, was Jolroth. She was doing a remarkable job, fending off both angels. Behind her, the kitchen staff were doing their best. Throwing knives, pans. Several of them were just cowering.

It felt like a few quick steps, but from one moment I was at the entrance, the next I had both angels by the scruff of their necks. They let out squawks that reminded me of the sound a chicken made when you frightened them.

“Stop that!” I snapped.

One of the angels twisted around and I watched him stab a blade into my chest. I didn’t know if it was going to hurt me, but I prevented it from landing, by knocking their heads together. Immediately, they went limp and I dropped them to the ground, before looking up at Jolroth.

“Oh shit,” she trembled. “Oh shiiiiiii…”

She hit the floor twitching and moaning as the rest of the ladies went through similar situations. The whole time, my limpet continued to hold onto my back like she needed me to live.
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KITTY

“And you just left him!”

“I don’t know!” Efaris moaned. “I thought he was right behind me, and then she came through and gave me a nod. I thought he was through!”

I wanted to shout, to curse and maybe to spank her a little. But the latter would probably just turn her on, and she was honestly too drunk to deal with the first two. Which left me the angel. Isda stood nervously in a group of demons. They surrounded her like a cat, who found something they weren’t quite sure about. One of which was Miss Piggy, who sniffed, while Agatha and Lydia got themselves together.

They were looking more normal now. Cambreons could be a little extreme in their emotions. The demon part didn’t play well with the human part. They must have had powerful motivations to survive what they’d gone through, to become what they are. The fact they were so devoted to my dear Dapy only filled me with glee. Especially now…

He was it. Not just any it. The it. The one thing that heaven feared above all else. A union between our kinds. Demon and human made a cambion. Angel and human made a nephilim. A nephilim and a cambion weren’t compatible though. It never worked. Life would not seed, it was like they were built to repel one another. And yet, the attempts never ceased.

It was one of the reasons demons had been cast from the world. Treachery, in his continuous attempts to defy order itself, used his sway on humanity to make attempts. Those monsters had various results. Most of which led to wars, violence and the worst atrocities known to man or demon. Beings of extraordinary power, or guile to get themselves into positions of power and wreak havoc on the world at large.

It was those actions that drew the attention of heaven. Which in turn led to demons being exposed, hunted and cast off the world of man and into our circles of hell. For the most part we stayed there. But our shackles were not permanent. One by one, we learned to slip between them. Gaining further access to the circles. And then finally back to earth.

We knew the angels watched. Through trial and error we learned what we could and could not get away with. Violations came swift and for most, it was safer to remain at home. Only a seldom few maintained any link to the human world, and those who found their place, guarded it jealously.

Like me.

This farm was everything I needed to calm down. The quiet, serenity of this farm. The sun on my fur. The screams of those stupid enough to visit. My version of heaven… now turned to this. And I’d never been happier, because the man who made it so, was now the one thing who could make it work.

The bridge between two worlds, anchored in the third. He, who was not a demon, but not an angel. He who had the heart of a man, and the love of his people.

He, was it.

And I would spend my eternal life, worshipping at his feet.

Lightning crackled in the distance, and I opened my eyes. A storm was coming. As unnatural as the last. Thick, black clouds rolled in from all directions and I looked up into the sky. I could almost imagine god himself staring back at me.

“You’re too late,” I whispered into the wind that howled over the trees. “He’s perfect.”
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DAPY

“Stop!” I snapped before slapping the angel across the back of her head.

She slammed face first into the wall, while the demon, huddling over his wife, stared dumbly at me. His wife was whimpering softly and I felt a little bad for that. I didn’t have time to stop and deal with it though.

“Go,” I told them. “You’ll need to carry her. I can’t touch her.”

I left them behind, while the red demon inhaled sharply in my ear. “I’ve never been so aroused.”

“You’re really weird,” I pointed out as I followed the carnage.

I tried not to look at the dead demons. I know… that they were demons, but most of them didn’t appear to be all that bad. At least not bad enough for an angel to swoop in and cut them in half. Or stab them… burn them. Club them, or whatever else they’d done to kill them. I shuddered as I saw some of the bodies, and hurried along in the direction I thought Michael had taken. It seemed to be the path through most of the angels, who I tried to deal with quickly.

The more I dealt with, the more dead demons I found. Many of whom were the natives of this plane. Furry, and huddled from the cold, they’d been cut down where they hid. Others were thicker, chunkier demons that reminded me of Miss Piggy. Then there were the few I recognized. Not in name, but by familiar faces around Kitty’s castle.

There were so many of them. A few were alive. Badly wounded, or about to be cut down when I intervened. Others were less fortunate. I found many, many dead. Many more than I would have liked. Both angels and demons, I didn’t want to see bodies and my passenger always complained when I refused to kill.

But I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t hesitate, because I knew he was moving. I had to catch up. He said he was going to the farm and I needed to stop him. I knew that demons were stronger than humans. The angels seemed stronger than the demons. If an angel got to the farm… I didn’t want to think about what was going to happen if I wasn’t there. I didn’t know why he couldn’t hurt me. I just knew that I was the only one who could stop him.

So when I saw a winged figure lifting into the sky ahead of me, I knew I had to follow him. The only problem was using my wings to begin with. I hadn’t really thought about them. I knew they were there. I kept knocking them into things. But I didn’t know how to use them. They felt like trying to move a limb after it fell asleep. Awkward, and not quite real, despite being firmly attached.

I pushed them out. Flexing them as hard as I could, just to straighten them. I reached the edge of the city, and saw the bodies. Demons had killed demons. Thousands upon thousands slaughtered, before the angels even arrived. Only they too were lifting off, in pursuit of Michael. I jumped into the air, and…

Tipped head over heels, before slamming face first into the ground.
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KITTY

“Portal, now,” I hissed.

“Huh?” Vozrok glanced at me. “What?”

“Portal!” I hissed. “Start with the humans. Get them through.”

“Humans in lust⁠—”

“IT’S THAT OR THEY’RE GOING TO DIE!” I snarled angrily.

Vozrok saw the look in my eye, before shouting orders. There was a lot of confusion. The humans had obviously gotten comfortable, or at least accepting of the demons in their midst. When those demons shifted rapidly to shoving them into a dark hole, small fights broke out.

I didn’t think about that. I could feel what was coming. Right over the farm, magical power was building. The likes of which I had never thought I would feel in this world.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please be okay. Please just be some new ability you’ve worked out. Let me be wrong.”

“You’re not wrong,” Isda whispered. “And you should go with them.”

“No,” I shook my head. “If I’m wrong, then Dapy is either…”

“Dapy is fine,” she whispered.

“Wait,” I turned to see Efaris. “We can go get him.”

But when I saw her, she had collapsed. Face down in the grass, while Agatha pried her up. Lydia took the wizard by the ankles. That woman was a powerhouse, but only as far as she could hold her liquor, and it had been several hours of drunken rambling. She was done and that meant no portal.

At least, not until the sky cracked open above. The wind shifted once more. Pulsing back, before rushing back in once more. Screams echoed around the farm as the angels began to descend. A few humans held up their hands, only to be greeted by blasts of holy energy. Their dying screams only urged the remaining humans to run for the portal.

“No,” I whimpered as Michael himself dropped into view.

He didn’t look good. Like someone had taken his head and smacked it into a stone wall a few times. He was bleeding and his hair was ruffled. But he was here, and he was mad. White energy collected at his fingers and he thrust his hand forward. The farmhouse, freshly built for the third time, exploded in all directions, the wood going up in smoke and flame.

People were dying. Dapy wasn’t here. Vozrok was doing her best, while the rest of the demons were as frightened as the humans were. The dead were already piling up and I knew I had to do something. I still had my spear. But if I threw it, then I’d be defenseless. It probably wouldn’t even hit him either.

“FATHER!” Isda screamed. “Stop this madness!”

“DAUGHTER!” Michael howled, and folded his wings.

I braced, but he was coming too fast. I wanted to stab out at him. But his body turned to light and my vision of him became a streak as Isda let out a shriek of fright.
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UNKNOWN

*sigh*

“C’mon Dapy…” I watched as the man flapped around like an idiot. “You’ve got all the ingredients. Super strength, super speed, immunity to holy light and an affinity for demon lust. Just… put on your big boy pants, flap those….”

He flailed. Beating one wing harder than the other caused Dapy to fall over. Spin about. Or in one case, flat out knock over a small building as he carelessly flung himself sideways.

*sigh*

“Fuck it. Y’know what?”

I walked over to the desk, and shifted the mouse over to the second tab. Once selected, I scrolled down and shook my head as I pulled the strings of fate and typed five magic words.

And. Then. He. Could. Fly.
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DAPY

I let out a cheer as my wings came down together. The red demon clinging to my back let out a pained cheer. I knew that last one hurt, but she still refused to let go. So when I found myself going up, I felt fantastic. The glowing portal ahead of me flickered and I realized it was getting smaller. The angels had all left. The few still here were too injured to fly, or unconscious. I’d need to return and make sure they were okay. I didn’t want them ending up in a basement like Isda.

Instead, I beat my wings with all my might, and surged through the portal. I felt my feathers brush the edge of it as I passed through. My vision blurred, the demon on my back slipped and I snatched her wrists as she flailed. All around us were white buildings, glowing clouds and swirling energies. They seemed to be hurting her as she screamed in pain and confusion.

The exit wasn’t far. Just a short distance away, I could see it. A familiar portal, flooding with angels. Some of which looked back, while others streamed in. I saw Michael winging his way through before throwing out a beam of energy. I felt destruction reining on the other side and glared at the man attacking my home. When he pitched forward into a dive, I surged on to catch him.

I couldn’t hold the demon if I wanted to also keep up with the angel. Which gave me an idea. She was already in my arms and I rolled hard one time. Releasing her at the portal with all my might. Her screams pierced the heavens themselves as she flew ahead of me.
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KITTY

The flash materialized as Michael brought down his sword. Isda’s eyes widened in shock as the blade swung towards her neck. I was already on the move, but it wouldn’t save her. She was dead, and there was nothing that could save her.

At least, that was my thoughts, before a red blur slammed into Michael’s back. One moment he was there, mad and righteous. The next…

“Violence?”

“DIE!” She cackled as she bit down on the back of Michael’s arm, before twisting her head around to tear a chunk of flesh free.

“Get off me demon!” Michael howled, reaching up to grab her.

He pulled her free, and hurled the prince aside. I realized I’d lost my moment of surprise as he turned towards me. I didn’t think for a moment I would have my chance, as he raised his injured arm and pointed the blade right at me.

And staring at my doom, I realized that Violence wasn’t the only one, as a second flash of light slammed into the angel.
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DAPY

“KITTY!” I roared as I tackled the angel.

He slammed into the ground, beating his wings as I wrapped my arm around his neck. I pulled back, rolling onto our backs where I could wrap my legs around his waist. Then I squeezed. He gasped, then something popped and those gasps turned into whimpers of pain. I felt something thump into my side and realized he was trying to stab me with light again.

None of this made sense, but I could still see angels pouring in.

“Tell them to stop!” I ordered.

“Never!”

“Michael!” I snarled. “I really don’t want to kill you!”

“I’m already dead,” he snarled. “My life is over and I will take you with me.”

“Father no!” Isda screamed as Michael threw out his arms, arcing white energy all around.

I watched as several demons fell and even Isda was injured as the blast washed over her front. Her clothing burned away revealing horrible burns across her chest from the wound.

I rolled hard, shoving him into the ground. Even with his face down, he didn’t stop. The glow came back and he threw his arms out. I looked over and saw that Michael was pointing at a group of distant figures. Agatha and Lydia, both holding Efaris. With them was Fluffy, who was trying to push through the crowd towards the portal.

“Michael!” I roared.

“I’LL KILL THEM ALL!”

“MICHAEL!”

The white energy pulsed.

And I squeezed. More things popped. Something cracked. Michael made a horrible sound as Isda screamed in horror. And then Michael fell limp.

“FATHER!”

I breathed hard before sitting up. Isda stared at me with wide eyes. But things weren’t over. Demons were still fleeing, and angels were still coming. More than that, the wind and rain began to pound down on all of us. I stood, as Isda dropped to her knees. Kitty stared at me with a strange look on her face, and I inhaled.

“ENOUGH!”

The world shuddered. The rain stopped. The wind calmed and every face turned towards me.

I looked up at the angels. They stared at me, then at Michael and realization dawned on their faces. Whispers broke out, then murmurs and then panic. The angels beat their wings as they fled towards the portal once more. They were leaving, but this didn’t feel like a victory.

“Dapy?”

I looked down at the angel as she turned her father over. His face had gone slack and she took a moment to close his eyes. I’d broken something in his neck but with a small adjustment, he almost looked asleep.

“I need to take him,” she whispered.

I took a deep breath, before nodding. “You’re free now.”

She glanced up at me. There were a lot of conflicted emotions in her eyes. I didn’t know if she would be back, but I didn’t stop her as she gathered her father into her arms. She sent me to save him, and it ended up being me that killed him. I didn’t say a word as she beat her wings. Nor as the rain started falling once more. The angels flitted through the portal, one by one—calming when it became obvious we were letting them leave.

The last to go… being Isda.

“Was that smart?”

I turned, and saw my Kitty. She was staring up at the portal, as it slowly closed above us. In two steps she was close and by the third, she was in my arms. All at once, she was squirming and moaning.

“Fuck, Dapy,” she moaned. “Your aura.”

I grimaced. “How do I fix it?”

Kitty let out a grimace and shook her head. Then sobered, as someone cleared her throat. The red-skinned demon stood nearby. Battered, muddy, but whole.

And like her presence alone was enough to settle Kitty, she let out a grumpy sigh. “And why did you bring her here?”

“I couldn’t really leave her,” I protested.

“You could have⁠—”

“No, no, like… She was clinging to my back so tightly I couldn’t shake her off.”

Kitty glared at the red demon, who gave a small shrug. “What? Can you blame me? Look at him.”

“Did she tell you who she was?” Kitty asked. I shook my head. And Kitty rolled her eyes. “Dapy, I’d like to introduce you to the Prince of Violence.”

“Violence?” I hesitated before looking at the red demon. “Is that why you wanted me to kill all the angels?”

“Mostly,” she said nonchalantly.

“She’s also going to be easy for you to handle,” Kitty muttered darkly.

I shook my head. “Not if she’s going to be violent,” I pointed out. “I don’t want her out here fighting people. Fluffy’s pregnant, what if she gets hurt.”

“Dapy,” Kitty said, stalling my argument. “Violence comes in many forms.”

“I don’t follow,” I replied. “And that’s not the point right now. There are injured. We need to help them,” I said, putting Kitty down.
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KITTY

I watched him hurry off. My cunt ached just thinking about him. It took all my willpower to not moan like a whore in heat when he touched me. The way Violence shifted around too, I had to wonder.

“Did you know?” she asked.

“Did I know what?” I asked.

“That…” She hesitated for a few moments. “He was like this.”

“There’s always been something about him that made my cunt wet,” I admitted. “But his aura is as new as his visit to Treachery.”

She nodded slowly. “If I’d known⁠—”

“It wouldn’t matter, you’d challenge me, or him either way. Only now, you know you wouldn’t live through it.”

She frowned. “You think it’d be worth challenging him anyway?”

“Is it better to fight against overwhelming might as it takes its pleasure from you? Or to simply submit to it, knowing the fight isn’t worth it?” I asked.

“I could fight you,” She pointed out.

I shook my head. “Waste of time and energy. It won’t do anything but upset him, since we both know you’d win and you will have no satisfaction without causing me harm. Harm that will upset him.”

“Shit,” she frowned. “Then I’d be struggling with… myself.”

I caught the gleam in her eye. “I’m glad you understand.”

She took a shuddering breath. “How do you deal with it?”

I smirked. “I get consistently more depraved as the day goes on, and hope that by the time he gets me alone, he’s beyond reasoning and takes me how he pleases.”

“And how often does that work?”

I shrugged. “If it doesn’t I just wait until he grabs someone else, and join in.”
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DAPY

The rain was still coming down. Most of the people and demons had gone over to Kitty’s plane. Only those who were for the dead, remained behind. I helped dig before we draped the bodies with cloth. Some of the finest, supplied by Kitty herself. Once covered, hiding the horrible injuries, I lowered them into the ground. Then covered them up once more.

Families stood, huddled in the rain. The howling wind long gone at least. The first I buried was a child and mother. They’d been struck together, by what, I couldn't be certain. The injury wasn’t bad enough to be of Michael’s work, but being human, it didn’t take much. The next was an old man. One I’d rescued from the destruction of the village. He was still sporting half healed wounds from the last atrocity.

I didn’t know what to think about that. These people had struggled twice now. I hadn’t been there to help them the first time, and I simply failed the second. Though… none seemed to blame me. In fact, many of them were thankful I’d driven the angels away. Which on its own felt strange. Angels—supposed beacons of light. And they were the monsters, while the demons clustered around had helped.

When the last of the bodies were in the ground, the still living moved back to what remained of their camp. I watched as Fluffy, accompanied by Agatha and Lydia, who seemed to have attached themselves to her, smiled softly as she turned and headed away.

I was about to leave as well, when I felt it. The disturbance like before, but… on a smaller scale. When I looked up the portal was already closing. And a familiar figure descended on white wings.

She came down softly, landing in the mud directly in front of me. Head bowed and her hands clasped to her chest. I stared at her for a moment, before leaning forward. She thumped firmly into my chest, squeezing me tightly as wracking sobs escaped. I pulled my wings around her, one feathered and one leathered as I shielded her from the rain and from view.


Chapter 15



The coming days were busy. Nobody knew quite what to say. Nobody knew quite what to think. We just acted, and continued acting, without thinking about what led us to this moment. We dug graves, and we buried our dead. Man, woman and child. Human or demon didn’t matter. It was just unanimously agreed they’d prefer to be buried here on the mortal plane.

While I led those efforts, Efaris along with Kitty and a few of the others vanished into the planes of hell. When portals opened, demons stepped through. Dazed, sometimes injured and scared. All, relieved to be away from where they started. Each and every one was welcomed to what was left of the farm, while it was slowly put back together.

I didn’t like how many times it had been blown apart. First by the demon sent by Greed. Then by the storm and finally by Michael. The current iteration was even larger than normal, spearheaded by a group of demons, who began their work by excavating around the portal to The Plane of Lust. I should have known something was up, when they started bringing through stone, the same color as Kitty’s palace.

The structure right now only had a single floor, but the walls were going up too. I didn’t know what the ultimate plan was. Only that I was being kept away from it. Rather effectively, I might add, since my pillow was squirming.

I opened my eyes as the squirming continued. I was laying on my side, so the first thing I saw was Lydia. Agatha’s apparent twin. The two of them seemed hellbent on being as similar as possible, copying mannerisms as well as skills. I’d caught Lydia on more than one occasion, twirling a blade, while Agatha occasionally stepped in to cook my meals. Their origins might not have been pleasant, but they seemed to have embraced their similarities to an extent that didn’t quite make sense. And today, it appeared Lydia was preparing my breakfast.

I sat up and looked down at my pillow. This whole situation still confused me. Not why I felt the way I did. Whatever had been done to me, down in Treachery, I wasn’t normal any more. For the first time in my life, I could see the auras that everyone else had apparently been able to see. How and why, were a little harder for me to figure out.

All I knew was that something about being killed twice and resurrected by angel and demon tears had changed me. Lydia, seeing me get up, was already shuddering in pleasure, so I knew my wings were out. I still had control of that much at least, though it took me time to figure out how to hide them. When I was in my… new form, I had one angelic wing, and one demonic. I was somehow part of both, without being truly part of either.

Apparently that made me special, and even seeing my wings made the female demons around me weak at the knees. More than a few of the human ones too. With Isda’s help I learned to hide it, but I always woke up like this. And it came with an unfortunate side effect.

A slow hunger. One that couldn’t be filled with all the food and wine I could drink. I’d tried. Multiple times. No. The only thing that filled it was… carnal.

I moved around to the other end of the pillow. There, a few buttons let me open a flap, where a soft pair of lips hung open in anticipation. Lydia moaned softly, as she licked at the other end. I didn’t really know what to think about the whole thing, but Trorzid was loving it. More as I joined in, pushing my erect penis into her mouth. I pushed forward, sinking my entire length into her throat, and held it there while I yawned.

Trorzid’s lust flooded the tent. Kitty called it a humiliation kink. What confused me more was that her limbless state was intentional. Isda had made multiple offers to help the demon heal and regain her limbs. Trorzid, after being extracted from her favorite pillowcase where she had decided to live for the time being, had stated she had never been happier than she was at this moment. So… her position as my pillow, and regular breakfast was how she lived her life.

Lydia, being a cambreon of lust, was doing her part. Giving or receiving didn’t matter, technically. I stared at my cook, while I slowly thrust into Trorzid’s willing throat. I made sure the only thing she felt now was pleasure. She had suffered enough, and the moment she changed her mind, I would do my best to help her.

Right now though, I gripped her shoulders through the pillowcase and sped up my thrusts as Lydia gasped happily. Trorzid was already cumming. Which wasn’t any reason for either of us to stop. At least not until I held myself deep in her throat, and emptied my balls directly into her stomach.

This wasn’t the end for me, but I was done here. I had a long day and a lot of responsibility now. Pulling back, I watched my cock slip free of Trorzid’s lips. She let out a soft gasp, before licking her lips.

“I love you,” she blurted.

I heard the words and saw the aura fluctuate as she said it. I could tell her I loved her too. It wouldn’t even be a lie, but I knew what she wanted to hear, so I reached down and patted her cheek.

“Pillows don’t talk if they want to be used.”

Her lust ramped up even higher than it had been and I physically shuddered as I pulled my hand away from her mouth. Lydia, while eyeing me like I’d just stolen her sweet roll, flipped around, planting her bare pussy over Trorzid’s mouth. I had had a mind to stay, but I knew I had an appointment that morning, and I couldn’t be late.
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“DAPY!”

“Efaris,” I laughed as the portal snapped open.

She threw herself into my arms. Her hair was slightly damp, like she’d washed it and she smelled of roses as she clung to me. I pulled her into a firm kiss and only broke it off when I heard a soft grunt.

“And Kitty,” I said, opening my arms to her.

Her scowl broke into a girlish grin as she threw herself into my arms. I kissed her too, while she purred frantically and wiggled to try and get ahead of Efaris.

“Enough of that,” I said, pulling back. “You need to get along. No competing.”

“But I’m so fucking wet,” Kitty whined.

“You and me both,” Efaris grumbled.

“I offered⁠—”

“And I told you, we have to wait for Dapy,” she snapped. “I’m a married woman. If you want to eat my cunt, it’s going to be while Dapy’s somewhere he can appreciate. That way when he gets all hot and bothered…” Efaris trailed off, before shaking her head. “No time. We need to leave.”

I checked myself over and nodded. “I’m ready. Hissy checked me over already.”

“She’s such a good girl.” Efaris patted my outfit down. “Make sure you reward her later.”

I sighed and shook my head, before taking Efaris’s hand in my own. Kitty moved to stand on my other side, and the three of us walked back through the portal. It opened into the throne room, and I finally realized this might not be as pleasant as I was hoping it would be.

“Baron Dapy,” the old king said with a small nod. “Thank you for joining me.”

“My King,” I bowed deeper, as was taught to me by Efaris. “I came as soon as I was able.”

“Indeed,” the king replied. “Shall we dance around the inevitable, or shall we get to the meat of the discussion?”

“Dance, my king?” I frowned.

He sighed. “If you weren’t as lacking in guile as I believed, I might think you were mocking me. To be truthful, I appreciate the confusion. It serves to tell me that my fears are for nought.”

“Fears?” I hesitated.

The king sighed. “I am not blind to what happens in my kingdom, baron. Nor am I blind with my own eyes. You are building a fortress on the farmland that killed any man sent before you. Correct?”

“Ah…” I glanced at either side of me, where Kitty and Efaris were staring at the king like they were preparing to fight him. “Yes.”

“And that woman, on your right,” he said, gesturing at Kitty. “She is not human, is she?”

I clenched my jaw as Kitty shifted subtly, like she was going to pounce.

“No,” I admitted softly. “She is not.”

“Yet she loves you just as surely as your wife,” the king continued. “How strange.”

That made me laugh. Just a small one, but I shook my head when the king scowled. “Sorry, my king,” I apologized. “Just.. you said that’s strange, and… if you knew only half of what has happened since I went to the farm… Knowing what Kitty is, just… isn’t all that strange, when I think about it.”

“Kitty?”

I nodded.

“Not Prince Sagroth, the Prince of Lust?” Everyone froze, and the king tilted his head. “Oh? You thought her some secret?”

“Ah….” I looked at my ladies and then back at the king. “Yes?”

The king chuckled and shook his head. “While I never dealt with demons myself, my father told stories. About a man who made certain deals, and to never visit certain places. I kept my word, but when someone stumbled upon those places and brought back fantastical vegetables, I knew I had to find out more.”

“You knew about me?” Kitty asked.

“More of an educated guess,” the king said. “But considering that the young baron here has undergone significant changes, I can only assume just how much I got right.”

“Changes?”

“You have an aura, boy,” the king said and sighed. “You’re not deceitful enough to smother your desires, so your intentions are practically written on your face. You have no aspirations to usurp me, do you?”

“Kitty might,” I admitted while Kitty gave a small shrug. “Or Violence,” I continued after a moment.

“So there are more than one of you,” the king said and nodded thoughtfully. “Not demons. There are doubtless hundreds, if not thousands of you. I simply wished to confirm that there is more than one prince running around my kingdom.”

“She’s not running around,” I told him quickly.

“She’s far too tied up to do any running,” Kitty said and giggled.

I frowned at her. I hadn’t actually seen Violence in a few days. I’d thought Kitty had collected her, but maybe she’d just done something to her instead.

“In any case, I am left with the problem of having an entrance to the planes of hell on my doorstep. I need a way to secure my lands against hostilities from a plane that could spew beings that would enthrall this world.”

“Not in the greater plan,” Kitty admitted. “At best, a kingdom. Humanity needs to grow on its own, or it will become stagnant. There’s no source of power in taking full control.”

The king stared at her before nodding. “Be that as it may. The standard way of ensuring peace between neighbors⁠—”

“Oh,” Efaris said, as she gripped my arm, as a young woman in a nun habit, stepped out from behind the king.

She had her hood up, and her head down as she moved to stand beside the king.

“This is my daughter, Chastity,” he explained. “She is not in the line for succession. Nor is she claimed, though she is my daughter in blood and name. I would ask that you take her into your family, and bind our peace with your union.”

I stared at the young woman, while she stared at the floor. Then I shook my head.

“You refuse me?” the king snapped.

“I… don’t refuse you,” I tried to explain. “But… I’d like to speak with her before… before I give an answer. It’s not that I want to disrespect you, but that I don’t want to force a princess into doing something she doesn’t want to do.”

“Yet you cuck Hissy every time you refuse to allow her to service you at mealtimes,” Kitty said quietly beside me and giggled.

“Wait,” I glanced at her. “Hissy’s a princess?”

“Shit.” Kitty grimaced.

“I will agree to speak with the heathen,” Chastity’s voice echoed across the room.

The king shot her a look, but she didn’t otherwise respond. She simply strode forward until she stood directly in front of me. “Please, follow.”

She turned and strode away at an even pace. I looked at the king, and he nodded for me to go. So I followed along, with Efaris and Kitty alongside me. What made me truly nervous about this was her aura. I now knew what it was like for everyone to meet me before my change. She had no aura. And with her head bowed, habit in place and her stoic demeanor, I didn’t have a clue what she was thinking or how she felt.

She led the way into a small sitting room. Some chairs, couches, a shelf with some books on it. Chastity led the way into the room and stood in the center, before stepping back around them all, to lock the door behind them.

She then turned and saw the three of us watching her.

“I apologize, for my current state,” she replied softly. “And for the deception.”

“That’s certainly a word for it,” Efaris grumped.

“To you most of all,” Chastity nodded at my wife. “Because I desperately begged father to introduce us, the moment we realized what you were, my lord.”

“Me?”

She nodded and reached up to her neck. When she raised her chin, I saw it. A strange collar, similar to that of the slave collars used in greed, though this one was different. She grabbed the clasp at the front and pulled it free. She bowed her head once more and offered a silent prayer, before, quite literally, shrugging off the habit.

Her body shuddered as she stood… mostly nude before them. Long blonde hair, in a twisted braid, flowing down her back. A perky set of breasts with pointed nipples, complete with metal barbels through them. There was a heavy, metal chastity belt strapped around her waist. But the thing that caught my attention most, was the overwhelming lust flowing off her, the moment she took off the collar.

“My mother was a rather successful whore,” Chastity said as she raised her chin and opened her bright pink eyes. “She wasn’t quite human, and…” she fingered her chastity belt. “I beg you. My father could not allow me to roam free, lest someone find who I was. And the church will not allow me to sully myself. I am only allowed to remove this to bathe, and I am watched even then. I beg you, relieve me of my burdens, and I shall be yours, eternal.”

“By burdens, do you mean⁠—”

“I ache to be filled,” she pleaded.

“Politics,” Kitty grumbled.
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The negotiations proved swift. Neither I, or Chastity would be in line for the throne, but our potential children would. Short of that, they would be nobility, and expected to uphold certain traditions that didn’t mean a lot of sense to me.

Then, we were quickly married, without so much of a ceremony. The king filled out some paperwork, made a quick chant that was similar to the wedding I had with Efaris and then hugged his daughter.

That hug, it turned out, contained the key. I didn’t want to think about why her father had it. Only that Chastity carefully presented it to me, before we stepped back through the portal and into the chaos that was our farm.

Heify walked by, carrying a log over her shoulder. She gave me a saucy wink as she headed towards some construction nearby. Allmiron winged overhead, cawing in greeting. Others toiled on the farm itself, checking the plants and repairing what they could from the damage after the battle. Even the chickens were out, in their humanoid forms, chasing insects and generally getting in the way.

Hissy and Miss Piggy waved from a comfortable spot, where they were sitting with Fluffy. My pregnant squirrel demon was having her feet rubbed by Jolroth, who paused to give a little wave as well.

I recognized many of the faces, human and demon. Most of which came from lust, others came from the slave pens and more than a few of them I’d had sex with.

“My lord husband,” Chastity whispered. “It is not beneath me to beg.”

“Oh, I do love some begging,” Kitty said with a giggle.

Chastity glanced over at Kitty, then dropped to her knees.

“Okay,” I said, grabbing her shoulder. “None of that.”

“Please lord,” she begged anyway. “Defile me. Destroy me. Ruin me completely. Satiate your lust with my body⁠—”

“Shhh,” I hushed her as I grabbed her face. “Come on, before the others hear.”

She moaned and let us drag her towards the tent. Efaris came along, while Kitty practically skipped with glee. I went first and Chastity slipped in behind me. Only for us all to freeze as we saw what was happening.

Agatha and Lydia both looked up. The tent was practically dripping in lust. Which was partially from her and her doppelganger. But mostly from Trorzid, propped up on Ornath. The strange woman Kitty introduced me to. Something about Gluttony sending her, but she didn’t elaborate. Agatha had frozen in place, with four fingers stuffed into the demon’s gaping pussy. Her thumb rested directly over her clit, while Lydia had three fingers, buried into Trorzid’s ass.

Stranger still, they’d pulled the top of the pillowcase down far enough that Trozid could see. Made all the more obvious than the small mirror they’d propped against the floor so she could see what they were doing to her.

“Am I interrupting?” I asked.

“We were just having a game of make the pillow cum,” Agatha explained. “She spends so much time blind, we thought she might like to see what we were doing to her.”

I felt a small tug on my arm and turned to see Chastity clinging to me with a desperate look on her face.

“I want…” she trembled. “I want that.”

“That?” I asked, pointing at Trorzid.

Chastity nodded. “Please?”

Agatha and Lydia exchanged a look, before unceremoniously extracting their fingers. Trorzid made a loud whimper as they shoved her aside. The twisted thing enjoyed even that, as the twins crawled towards Chastity, leaving Ornath looking flustered.

“Who is this?” Agatha asked.

“She smells delicious,” Lydia said and sniffed deeply.

“Back sluts,” Kitty growled at them both. “Our lord will have her first.”

Chastity let out a whimper, as she grabbed at her collar. The moment it fell away, Agatha and Lydia began panting as they saw the truth with their own eyes. Chastity flopped onto her back, in the spot where Trorzid lay moments before and stared up at me with a pleading expression.

“Dapy, handle her, I have the kittens,” Kitty instructed me.

“Yes Dapy,” Efaris whispered. “Handle her.”

I swallowed as I realized I was the center of attention and knelt down before Chastity. “Is… this really⁠—”

“My lord, I am begging you. Have me, ruin me, keep me. That is all I want.”

I nodded and extracted my cock. With all the views and my recent changes, I was more than ready. But there was still an obstacle in the way. With Chastity staring at my cock like she needed it to live, I reached into my pocket and took out a key. On the front of the chastity belt, was a small hole for it to fit, and she held still as I slotted it into place. Only… it wouldn’t budge.

“Huh,” I frowned. “C’mon.” I gave the lock a jiggle and then heard a faint snap.

“NO!” Chastity shot up, grabbing at it. “No, no, no!”

I held up the key. It had snapped in the middle. There were signs of the crack forming, and I frowned, realizing this was now a larger problem.

“No!” Chastity began to cry. “I was so close!”

Tears rolled down her cheeks, and I pulled her into a hug. She clung to me and sobbed into my shoulder, before Efaris cleared her throat.

“There’s… a way.”

“We don’t have a blacksmith on the farm,” I recalled.

“Not that,” Efaris said. “This.”

I looked over as she held up a familiar jar. Chastity was only confused for a moment. Then, she was extremely eager. Eager enough, she shoved me aside to grab the jar. Throwing herself back, she spread her legs. Her ass was on display, with a metal ring, just wide enough I might be able to fit.

“Give me some,” Efaris urged, and before long I was being stroked by one wife, while my second wife prepared herself.

Her aura flashed from lust to apprehension and back to lust. So I didn’t make her wait. I got up and Efaris steered me into position. The metal was warm from Chastity’s body heat. But not as warm as her ass. Whether eager, or something else from her lust demon ancestors, she lay back with a strange look on her face, as I slid into her.

“M-more,” Chastity begged. “Give me more. I need it.”

Rather than wait and let her get used to it, I pushed in further, seating my cock deep inside her ass. She trembled, but I could see her distress. Which fluttered as Agatha and Lydia slipped around me on either side. They took one look at Chastity’s pierced nipples and latched on with their mouths.

“Please?” Chastity begged.

I pulled back, and thrust back in. The tent flap whipped behind me as I slowly fucked Chastity’s ass, through her chastity belt. Chastity raised one foot and I felt something nudge me. I looked over and there was Fluffy, licking the princess’s toes. Beside her, rubbing Chastity’s other foot, was Hissy, joined with Miss Piggy.

But it was the nude form of Isda who caught my attention.

She stepped over the princess, standing with her feet either side of her head. “Worry, not, daughter of man and monster,” Isda whispered. “To bask in the pleasure of one’s husband, is to worship as a saint in the eyes of he who is most holy.”

“I’m going to cum,” Chastity gasped as Jolroth slipped in beside Efaris and guided the human woman’s hands up to touch between the wizard’s legs.

“Then cum,” Isda lowered herself down, resting her pussy directly on Chastity’s lower lip.

And once again, Dapy just couldn’t help but think.

Surely.

None of this could be real.
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Turns out I wasn’t just an average farmer.

I thought I was. But no longer. Not even amongst my fellow druids am I considered normal. The only hint, a strange black power, that overtook me in my direst moments. A power that made the great hamadryad, Samsara, fear even me.

That was. Until it activated for another. Rain, my first love. Blind and unaware of her impending doom, was the target of my abilities. By saving her life, I cemented my place in her heart. And found a new place to finally call home.

Until it all went wrong.

The entity hunting the druids, isn’t as distant as once thought. A slow creep across the lands, has made its way past Samsara’s wards and entered the school.

Worse still.

It seems to know exactly what I am.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GRSZ2CMF
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Jeyna probably shouldn’t have survived that fight. The Sea Orc was a powerful enemy. One that wasn’t where he should have been. Despite the odds, and with the help of two beautiful women, he survived and claimed territory for his own.

It didn’t end there though. The war still raged. Humanity threw itself on the dwarves, and they in turn threw themselves on humanity. Border towns, farming villages and the dragons who watched over them are in turmoil.

It just so happens that a cozy, out of the way territory now lies on the border of three nations. Better yet, Jeyna isn’t in a position to refuse. When refugees show up, it’s up to Jeyna, his two lovers and a dryad with mixed signals to figure out how to house and feed them all. Made all the more complicated, by Jeyna’s complicated feelings towards other men entering his home.

With a storm on the horizon, a warfront approaching, and dragons scouting for a strange whelp. It’s only a matter of time before violence finds its way to Jeyna’s new home.

Now all he has to do is figure out how to grow his hoard. Right after he figures out what that hoard is. It may just be closer than he ever would have realized.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GMR7D7TJ
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It wasn't Caeda's fault for being this way. Gam Gam the warlock managed to foist the cost for her powers on her own grandchild. A luck stat, literally in the negative was almost a death sentence to a member of a dungeon party. Only a higher than average survival score tipped that scale long enough to keep her alive.

Which is more than can be said for Caeda's party members. Fleeing for her life, from an enraged, oath breaking paladin, Caeda finds herself off the beaten path in an unexplored part of the dungeon. Things only get worse, after putting on a cursed item of clothing, she can't take off.

But when she finds her way out. Deals with the dungeon boss, and wins the respect of a new team. Maybe Caeda's luck has finally turned.

Maybe.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GF82BSM9/
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Nobody saw this coming. Not me. Not the elders. Certainly not my dear Hanwarra.

Never before have the Dorf people lost an entire clan. A betrayal so deep, those who are left will never forgive, nor forget. It's time for the Dorfs to go to war. Yet somehow it has fallen to me, to lead them. Worst of all, Garnet was prepared. I may be his catalyst, but his plans were already in motion.

The wheels of war turn slowly. The enemy is prepared. So it's up to me and my wives to figure out a way to make this work.

All under the nose of those we thought buried.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G63TPB3R/


Book Formatting



Book formatting at a reasonable price.

The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

“I make your words look pretty.”

https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting
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